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Introduction 


by Dennis P. Eichhorn 


Every three years or so, Loompanics Unlimited lights up the desert landscape of American 
letters by compiling a collection of articles and stories, culled from the catalogs and 
supplements that we’ve published during that time. Since we’ve specialized in providing 
controversial and unusual works for over twenty years, it should come as no surprise to 
anyone that many of the selections in this book are both shocking and exhilarating. 


Loompanics Unlimited has been referred to as “the ice-breaker for the First Amendment.” 
The 45 works contained herein lend credence to that sobriquet. Three of the pieces have 
never been published before: Hal Jaffe’s darkly sparkling Queen of Hearts, Ace Backwords’ 
poignant Journey Through the Tenderloin, and Robert L. Crabb’s masterful cartoon 
adaptation of Bob Black’s The Abolition of Work. 


In addition to the many talented writers whose work we proudly present, several of today’s 
most renowned graphic artists are also featured. Peter Bagge, Joe Zabel, Mark Zingarelli, 
J.R. Williams, Joe Sacco, Spain, Renee French, Nick Bougas, Jim Siergey, Mats O. 
Stromberg, Jim Blanchard, -A- , Moby Theobald and others have contributed inspired 
artwork. The results are sometimes humorous or disturbing, but always thought-provoking. 


So, welcome to Loompanics Unlimited Live! in Las Vegas. It’s a sure bet that you’re in for a 
literary treat. 


— Dennis P. Eichhorn 
Editorial Director 
Loompanics Unlimited 
12/15/95 
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A LOOSE ADAPTATION OF THE ESSAY BY BOB BLACK witH 
ADDITIONAL MATERIAL AND ILLUSTRATIONS BY [2,L.CRABG © 96 
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ORK IS THE SOURCE OF NEARLY ALL THE 
MISERY IN THE WORLD! IN ORDER To STOP 
SUFFERING, WE HAVE To STOP WORK! 


IT KNOW (T 
SEEMS POINTLESS 
AND REPETITIOUS.. 


BUT THAT 
KIND OF TALK 
\S CRAZY / 


E DON'T HAVE To STOP sf ee CONVIVALITY/ 
DOING THINGS! IT DOES NS & (OO O/T one, COMMENSALITY? 
MEAN CREATING A NEW | BP A, ox) =e(s at GE wi AND MAYBE 
WAY OF LIFE BASED ON = <= EVEN ART/ 
PLAY; IN OTHER WORDS, A = 
LUDIC REVOLUTION! 
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HE LUDIC LIFE 1S TOTALLY INCOMPATIBLE WITH 
EXISTING REALITY/ SO MUCH THE WORSE FOR 
“REALITY” -THE GRAVITY HOLE THAT SUCKS THE 
VITALITY FROM THE LITTLE IN LIFE THAT STILL 
DISTINGUISHES IT FROM MERE SURVIVAL!S 
“THE OLD IDEOLOGIES ARE CONSERVATIVE © 
BECAUSE THEY BELIEVE IN WORK! 
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(oasis AND MOST BRANDS 

OF ANARCHISM BELIEVE 

IN WORK ALL THE More SAY WE SHOULD END | SUPPORT RIGHT-To- 
FIERCELY BECAUSE THEY EMPLOYMENT WORK LAWS 


RELIEVE IN SOLITTLE ELSE! | DISCRIMINATION 
ADVANCEMENT 
AFFIRMATIVE N SHOULD REFLECT 


ACTION PROTECTS INDIVIDUAL 
MINORITIES | ACHIEVEMENT, 
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WE ARE 
BUT TOOLS 
OF THE 
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Y WHO CARES, AS LONG 
As ITS A WOMAN/ 


a VEAH, THEY'LL SSS 
7 GLADLY TALK ABOUT Sass 
“\ ANYTHING BUT WORK SSS 
- ITSELF! : 
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71S NONWORK FOR 
THE SAKE OF 
woRK/ 
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(lost PEOPLE ~ ———— 
RETURN FROM VACATION 


27 oa 
SO BEAT THAT THEY LOOK FoRWARD 
To RETURNING To WORK So THEY = = 


CAN REST UPS 


ORK IS FORCED LABOR (Honk \S NEVER DONE FOR ITs OWN SAKE, 
COMPULSORY PRODUCTION ITS DONE ON ACCOUNT OF SOME PRODUCT 


ENFORCED BY ECONOMIC OR OUTPUT THAT THE WORKER (OR MORE 
OR POLITICAL MEANS! OFTEN, SOMEBODY ELSE) GETS OUT OF IT ! 


THANKS, BAGE! 
I LOVE Ya! 
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VEN IF THE TASK HAS A QUANTUM OF INTRINSIC INTEREST, THE MONOTONY 
OF (ITS OBLIGITORY EXCLUSIVITY DRAINS ITS LUDIC POTENTIAL / 


/ SHiT WORKS! 


Qi petits REA names 
pre ARE FACTORY FASCISM 


= AND OFFICE OLIGARCHY! 


Sbrs NOT Too MISLEADING To 
CALL OUR SYSTEM DEMOCRACY 
OR CAPITALISM OR —GETTER 

STILL-INDUSTRIALISM:.. 
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(vase WHO SAYS THESE PEOPLE ARE “FREE” IS LVING OR STUPID! Yo 
ARE WHAT YOU Do! (F YOU DO BORING, STUPID MONOTONOUS weer go 
CHANCES ARE You'LL END UP BORING, STUPID AND MONOTONOUS/ 
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MANUAL LABORERS MAKE 
BAD FRIENDS AND BAD CITIZENS 
GECAUSE THEY HAVE NO TIME To 
FULFILL THE RESPONSIBILITIES 
OF FRIENDSHIP AND 
Bm CITIZENSHIP! 
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THE REALM of FREEDOM 
DOES NOT COMMENCE UNTIL 
THE POINT (S PASSED WHERE 
LABOR UNDER THE COMPUL- 
SION CF NECESSITY AND 

EXTERNAL UTILITY (S 
: REQUIRED/ 
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KARL MARX 


CENTURY, ENGLISH SETTLERS 
DEFECTED To INDIAN TRIBES OR, 
CAPTURED IN WAR, REFUSED To 
RETURN! BUT THE INDIANS No 
MORE DEFECTED To WHITE 


CLIMBED THE BERLIN WALL 
FROM THE WEST / 
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BE A JERK, AND 
GO To WoRK! 


FRANK ZAPP 


FOR ITs 
ABOLITION! 


WHOEVER GIVES 
HIS LABOR FoR MONEY 
SELLS HIMSELF AND 
PUTS HIMSELF (N THE 
RANK OF SLAVES ( 
ESS 


WORK (S 
FOR SaPS! 
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Contemporary HUNTER- 
GATHERERS WORK A LOT 
LESS THAN WE DO, AND THEIR 
WORK (S HARD To DISTINGUISH 
Bray WHAT WE REGARD AS 
L o 


(Sdarner THAN A 
CONTINUOUS TRAVAIL, 
THE FOOD QUEST IS 
INTERMITTENT! 
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(Secure (S ABUNDANT, 
AND THERE IS A GREATER 
AMOUNT OF SLEEP IN THE 
DAYTIME PER CAPITA THAN 
IN ANY OTHER CONDITION 
ie OF SOCIETY! 
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Gsacy WORK AN AVERAGE 
OF FOUR HOURS A DAY. THEIR 
LABOR IS SKILLED LABOR, 
WHICH EXERCISES THEIR 
PHYSICAL AND INTELLECTUAL 
CAPACITIES/ 


SUF THESE ARGUMENTS FAIL To PERSUADE You, 
THERE 1S ALWAYS THE ONE UNDENIOBLE FacT— 


TS 
| ~~’ 
r & 
Y a 
hy 


= 
Ss 


= COME OUT 
Bm THE BUILDING Wity 
A YOUR HANDS UP) 


()R TRYING To FORGET 


VEN \F You AREN'T 
x ABOUT WORK/ 


KILLED OR CRIPPLED 
WHILE WORKING YOU MIGHT 
BE WHILE GOING To WORK... 


- FOR WORK: \ 
(OH NO! WRITERS CRAMP! } 


, BUT IF ZT DON'T 
oe eTaee SHOVEL THIS SHIT 
THE FI e THEY'LL JUST GET 


re wo oeKeRs | f\ SOMEGODY ELSE 


ARE FED UP To Do (Tf! 
WITH WORK! . 


THAT WORK ITSELF |S INEVITABLE AND NECESSARY/ 


LETS PUSH CONGRESS To ESTABLISH FREE TRADE! 
\F WORKERS JOBS ARE THREATENED BY CHEAP 
LABOR FROM ABROAD, WE CAN TELL THE UNIONS 
4 TO GO FUCK THEMSELVES, wIF THEY Don'T PLAY 
= BALL, WE JUST MOVE OUR FACTORIES To HAITI! 


GENTLEMEN, THE WORK FORCE 

OF AMERICA (S LAZY AND SPOILED! 
a (F THIS TREND CONTINUES , WE 
COULD LOSE CONTROL OF THE 
WORLD ECONOMY! 


¥ THEIR ONLY wWESSSI WE'LL GET 
7 SAWATION WILL WHAT OTHER WO FEW MORE 
BE To WORK HARDER VEARS OUT OF 


A‘EM BEFORE WE EE 
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FOR LESS MONEY! A 
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-MOST WORK IS USELESS OR WORSE AND WE SHOULD SIMPLY GET RID oF IT! 
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R I GUARANTEE ; 
WONDER \ Liv Popner: \ FEMININE Bee e Eee | kodak Like ee ae: 
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A LIMITED 
TIME ONLY / 
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QS AKE WHAT USEFUL WORK REMAINS AND TRANSFORM 


IT INTO A PLEASING VARIETY OF GAME-LIKE AND 
OUT THAT STUFF, CRAET-LIKE PASTIMES! 
BUT WHATS THE 


ALTERNATIVES 


T SWEAR / 
I HITA HOLE 
IN ONE OUT 

ON THE FIETH 
GREEN YES- 


EAR DOWN ALL THE ARTIFICAL BARRIERS WE COULD ALL STOP BEING 
oF POWER AND PROPERTY/ CREATION AFRAID OF EACH OTHER! 
BECOMES RECREATION! _ = <= 
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\==7 (Ts BEEN 
CONVERTED 
INTO A 


weed eee 


(SELIGION REINFOrRCES 


THE WORK ETHIC/ 
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HEREAS “HELL” IS 
PORTRAYED AS 
M AN UNENDING CYCLE 
OF USELESS Work! 
THE MESSAGE (Ss 
CLEAR —WORK HARD 
Now OR PAY FoR 
ML ETERNITY! 


Wh 


\ 


\ é 
yy 4 


OBEVYING RULES! (IF You WoRK 
/ YOURSELF To DEATH YOU GET Ff 
AN ALL- EXPENSES - PAID TRIP 
To THE HEREAFTER! 


P 

>» Get 

DEEGES 

Th et 

osu ae See 
aieg Be 
eu 
sf 


iP 


WON Retr. 
\ ( ' AI y tt 7 \ 


(ight OFF THE BAT WE CAN LIGERATE 
MILLIONS OF SALESMEN, SOLDIERS, 
STOCKBROKERS, MANAGERS, BANKERS, 
CLERGYMEN, LANDLORDS, LAWYERS, 
COPS, AD-MEN, AND EVERYONE WHO 
WORKS FOR THEM! 


NTIRE INDUSTRIES, INSURANCE AND 
BANKING AND REAL ESTATE FoR 
INSTANCE, CONSIST OF NOTHING BUT 

USELESS PAPER-SHUFFLING! 


Y JUST FILL THIS OUT Va 


————— ae - 


(NALLY, WE MUST Do AWAY 


€: (FoR THE LAST 
WITH THE LARGEST OCCUPATION 


CENTURY OR LOOK, I'M TIED 
THE ONE WITH THE LONGEST $0, (TS BECOME [ PLUMBING | GM tE Uy 
HOURS, THE LOWEST PAY, AND ECONOMICALLY | 19 BACKED | Take care oF 


RATIONAL FoR 
del MEN To BRING 
aii] WOME THE BACON 
4 8 =WHILE WOMEN 
Do THE SHITWORK 
To PROVIDE HIM 
WITH A HAVEN 
IN A HEARTLESS 


IT, HONEY! 


SeLick = 


SOME OF THE MOST TEDIOUS 
TASKS AROUND,,. nl ot 


Housewives!” 


y/ ITS ABOUT ) 
A | TIME! 


i MARCHED OFF 
yp To CONCENTRATION 
*, CAMPS CALLED 
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BO ALL STUDENT 
Maw MUST SUBMIT TO 
STRIP SEARCHES v/ 
BEFORE ENTERING /ZZ 


ECAUSE WORK (S UNNECESSARY EXCEPT 
To THOSE WHOSE POWER IT SECURES, 
WORKERS ARE SHIFTED TO RELATIVELY 


O FROM THE BEGINNING ,WE 
ACQUIRE THE HAGITS OF 
OBEDIENCE AND PUNCTUALITY! 
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SIR? I'VE FINISHED MOVING 
ALL THE SHIT FROM POINT “A” To 
PoINT “B",,,SO WHAT SHOULD 
IT DO NEXT? 
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HEY WANT YOuR TIME, 


SHOVEL (T BACK 


$ an (T To WHAT DID 
To POINT "A": ; fe oy GeUe Ao : 
USE FOR IT 


THATS 
STUPID! 
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(T ANOTHER 
WAY,., 
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eZ 


You'LL NEVER 
WORK IN THIS J WHY SHOULD I 
TOWN AGAIN, rWORK FOR NiITWITS WHO 
MISTEK I NEVER APPRECIATED MY 
TALENTS ©! AFTER ALL... 


THATS THE IDEA, 
PECKERWOOD!/ 
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GUT T age Cees 
FING OFF/ NOW THA 

NAGE THE TIME AND ENERGY, I'VE 

DEVISED A FEW WAYS To FREE 

A MYSELF FROM THE SYSTEM / 

Ba FIRST OF ALL,I DISCONNECTED 

MY SEWER LINE/ 


YEAH. LIFE (S 
MUCH BETTER 
HERE ON THE 
OUTSIDE / 
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NOW ALL MY WASTE 
MATERIAL GOES DIRECTLY 
(NTO MY HOMEMADE METHANE 
CONVERSION PLANTS WITS 

A RATHER SIMPLE PROCESS 
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NOT ONLY CAN 
T GENERATE MY OWN 
HEAT AND ELECTRICITY 
FOR THE HOUSE,,, 
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ul CAN ALSO RUN THIS BIG 

NJ GREENHOUSE YEAR ROUND! 

MY KNOWLEDGE OF MANURE 

AND COMPOSTING CAME IN 
REAL HANDY HERE/ 


MY NEIGHBOR SSS 7 WHEN T was WORKING, MY FAMILY 
EU MELPED WE OUT ONLY SAW ME AT DINNERTIME! NOW I'M 
A FULL-TIME FATHER AND HUSBAND! 


= / Hes GETTER IN 
THE SACK Too! ao 
y vy 


WITH THE LABOR! 
| WE'RE CONVERTING 
. HIS HOUSE NEXT 


; ; i R, THE 
SUEFICENCY (S DISCONNECTING pe lees vere s To 
ONLY A PART OF Ree MEAN C, in MAKE WORK INTO AN 

REVOLUTION! SHOULD ISOLATE Bg Ba : mas 
“THIS AIN'T NO YOURSELF! , : met 
SURVIVALIST (ANE By LOTS OF PLAYERS! di 

Site SCHTICK! wees eoesns 


7 WE NEED THE ELDERLY For THEIR 

KNOWLEDGE AND CRAFTSMANSHIP/ 
B THEY STILL REMEMBER How To 
A “DO” THINGS FOR THEMSELVES / 


NO ONE CAN SAY WHAT ‘W 


WOULD RESULT FROM 
UNLEASHING SUCH 
CREATIVE FREEDOM/ 
-ANYTHING COULD ° 
HAPPEN/ 


A THING OR 


WE NEED THE CHILDREN FOR THEIR 
IMAGINATION! GROWN-UPS CAN . 

LEARN ALOT ABOUT PLAY 
FROM KIDS/ 


iF WE PLAY OUR CARDS 
RIGHT, WE CAN ALL GET 
MORE OUT OF LIFE THAN 
WE PUT INTO IT —GUT 
ONLY IF WE PLAY FOR KEEPS/ 


ISLSITVLIdV9 ‘NOILNALLV 
ATTENTION, CAPITALISTS! 


America’s Number One lurid pulp tabloid, originally published 
from December, 1988, to November, 1990! They are extremely 
collectible, and can propel you into the fast lane of the glamorous 
world of so-called "underground" collecting! 

Number 1: Cover and centerfold by Carl Smool, in the Mexican 
broadside tradition, illustrating “Bitter Fruit,” by Dennis P. Eichhom. 
Columns by Dr. Hunter S, Thompson, drive-in movie critic Joe 
Bob Briggs and videophile Theron Yeager. “Rock & Roll Confi- 
dential” by Dave Marsh, with rare, formerly unpublished John 
Lennon photo. “The Valley of Death” by Tim Cahill, illustrated by 
Michael Dougan. An article about Lynda Barry’s play “The Last 
House” by Bill Ontiveros. “Weird News” by Chuck Shepherd. 
“The Bad Boys” comic strip by J.R. Williams, and artwork by 
Holly Tuttle, Michael Dougan and Mark Zingarelli. Design con- 
sultation by Tamara Broadhead. 

Number 2: Cover and centerfold in four-color glory by Michael 
Dougan, illustrating Tim Cahill’s “Simple Rules.” Lynda Barry’s 
“Emie Pook's Comeek” makes its first appearance, and J.R. 
Williams's “The Bad Boys” reoccurs. Video critic Fred Hopkins’s 
first column. Columns by Dr. Hunter S. Thompson, Joe Bob 
Briggs, Dave Marsh, Chuck Shepherd and Theron Yeager. Drew 
Friedman’ s masterful cartoon treatment of Harvey Pekar’s “Rabbi's 
Wife,” and artwork by Carel Moiseiwitsch, Peter Bagge, Robert 
Crumb and Mark Zingarelli. Art direction by Art Chantry and 
design consultation by 4s. 

Number 3: Cover and centerfold by Carel Moiseiwiitsch, illus- 
trating Bill Cardoso’s “Dead Wild Horses." “A Personal History of 
Modem Israel” by Harvey Pekar. Columns by Dr. Hunter S. 
Thompson, Joe Bob Briggs, Dave Marsh (great Roy Orbison 
photo!), Fred Hopkins and Chuck Shepherd. Cartoon strips by 
Lynda Barry and J.R. Williams, and artwork by Michael Dougan, 
Holly Tuttle, Drew Friedman, Fred Andrews, Jessica Dodge and 
Mark Zingarelli. Great Elvis section. Art direction by Ant Chantry. 
Number 4: Cover and centerfold by Peter Bagge, illustrating 
Harvey Pekar’s “Keep the Heat on Reagan.” “Baseball Astrology” 
by Buddha Berman, and columns by Dr. Hunter S. Thompson, Joe 
Bob Briggs, Dave Marsh, Fred Hopkins and Chuck Shepherd. 
Cartoon strips by Lynda Barry and J.R. Williams. Artwork by 
Michael Dougan, Tammy Fujihara, Drew Friedman, and Mark 
Zingarelli. Design direction by 4x. 

Number 5: Coverand centerfold by Drew Friedman, illustrating 
Ivan Stang’s “Are You a Moe, a Curly...or Merely a Larry?” “The 
Three Stooges and Then Some” by Fred Hopkins and John Black. 
Columns by Dr. Hunter S. Thompson, Joe Bob Briggs, Dave Marsh 
and Chuck Shepherd. Mark Newgarden's “The Little Nun” joins 
the stnps by Lynda Barty and J.R. Williams. Artwork by Carel 
Moiseiwitsch, Michael Dougan, Holly Tuttle, Willow B. Norris 
and Mark Zingarelli. An direction by Ar Chantry and design 
consultation by 4s. 

Number6: Cover from Carol Lay's “Grunge 361" centerfold,with 
Esther Herst’s “Pro Choice Pro Bono.” Alison Bechtel’s rendenng 
of Harvey Pekar’s “Gallantry” joins cartoon strips by Lynda Barry, 
J.R. Williams and Mark Newgarden. Columns by Dr. Hunter S. 
Thompson, Joe Bob Briggs, Fred Hopkins, Buddha Berman, Dave 
Marsh and Chuck Shepherd. Anwork by Holly Tuttle, Michael 
Dougan, Stan Shaw and Mark Zingarelli. Photo of Ms. LaZonga by 
Cam Garrett with interview by Louie Raffloer. Art direction by Art 
Chantry and design consultation by >. Ms. Lay's artwork was 
placed in the American Institute of Graphic Art's political graphics 
show. 
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Number 7: Cover and centerfold by J.R. Williams, illustrating 
Dr. HunterS. Thompson's “Don't Tread On Me.” Alison Bechdel’s 
treatment of Harvey Pekar's “Free Association.” J. Dooley's 
“Stone Age to Space Age.” “True Reality Rock Report” by Al 
Larsen. Columns by Fred Hopkins, Joe Bob Briggs, Dave Marsh, 
Buddha Berman and Chuck Shepherd. Cartoon strips by Lynda 
Barry and Mark Newgarden. Artwork by Michael Dougan, Maurice 
Wnight and Mark Zingarelli. An direction by An Chantry and 
design consultation by 4s 

Number 8: Coverand centerfold by Holly Tuttle, illustrating W. 
P. Kinsella’s “The Reports Conceming the Death of the Seattle 
Albatross Are Greatly Exaggerated.” “All's Fair at Seafair” by 
Tim. A. Smith, Mechanical Editor. “The Badness of Danning” by 
Fred Hopkins and John Black. Columns by Dr. Hunter S. Thomp- 
son, Joe Bob Briggs, Dave Marsh, Buddha Berman and Chuck 
Shepherd. Paul Mavrides interprets Harvey Pekar’s “The L.A. 
Performance Scene.” Cartoon strips by Lynda Barry, J.R. Wil- 
liams and Mark Newgarden, and artwork by Michael Dougan and 
Mark Zingarelli. Art direction by Art Chantry. 

Number 9; Ken Brown’s “Dude Descending a Staircase” serves 
as cover and centerfold. “Silver Bullets and Golden Classics: The 
Music of the Lone Ranger” by Jim Messina, backed with Fred 
Hopkins’s “Clayton Moore - The Man Behind the Mask.” Charles 
Bukowski’s first appearance, with “only one Cervantes,” illus- 
trated by Robert Crumb. Columns by Dr. Hunter S. Thompson, Joe 
Bob Briggs and Dave Marsh. Roland Sweet replaces Chuch 
Shepherd as compiler of “Weird News.” Frank Stack renders 
Harvey Pekar’s “Adam Pukes on Halloween,” plus cartoon stnps 
by Lynda Barry, J.R. Williams and Mark Newgarden, and artwork 
by Michael Dougan. Art direction by Art Chantry. 

Number 10: Cover by Aline Kominsky-, Sophie and Roben 
Crumb (formerly unpublished Christmas card). Mitch O'Connell's 
“Elvis Presley Viva Las Xmas” icenterfold. “The Worst Films of 
Xmas” by Fred Hopkins and John Black, illustrated by Carel 
Moiseiwitsch. “Just Say Woe" by Theater Wniter Linda Whitney, 
and columns by Dr. Hunter S. Thompson, Joe Bob Briggs, Dave 
Marsh and Roland Sweet. Book review by Harvey Pekar, accom- 
panied by his “Somewhere in Pennsylvania,” rendered by Joe 
Zabel and Gary Dumm. Charles Bukowski’s “terminology,” illus- 
trated by Michael Dougan. Cartoon strips by Lynda Barry, J.R. 
Williams and Mark Newgarden. Artwork by Drew Friedman and 
Danny Mittendorf. Art direction by Art Chantry. 

Number 11: Cover and centerfold by Carel Moiseiwitsch, illus- 
trating Robert Hennelly's Exxon expose “The Big Spill." Twisted 
Valentines” by Fred Hopkins and John Black. “the place” by 
Charles Bukowski. Poet Jack Thibeau makes his first appearance 
with “Hollywood.” Columns by Dr. Hunter S. Thompson, Linda 
Whitney, Joe Bob Briggs, Dave Marsh and Roland Sweet. Book 
review by Harvey Pekar. Cartoon strips by Lynda Bary, J.R. 
Williams and Mark Newgarden. Artwork by Michael Dougan and 
Brian Williamson. An direction by Art Chantry. 

Number 12: Cover illustration of William S. Burroughs by 
Robern. Crumb. “Book of Shadows” by William S. Burroughs, 
illustrated by S. Clay Wilson, “recognized” by Charles Bukowski, 
illustrated by Holly Tuttle. “The City of Broken Glass” by For- 
merly Rocky Goldberg. “L.A.” by Jack Thibeau. Columns by Dr. 
Hunter S. Thompson, Joe Bob Bnggs, Dave Marsh, Linda Whitney, 
Fred Hopkins and Roland Sweet, and a book review by Harvey 
Pekar. “Close Call” by Dennis P. Eichhom and Mark Zingarelli 
and “More Guys Than Gals Are Forced Into Sex” by Carel 
Moiseiwitsch, plus cartoon strips by Lynda Barry, J.R. Williams 
and Mark Newgarden. Anwork by Michael Dougan and TESS; 
Sullivan. Art direction by Art Chantry. 


LLECTING ALL 


SUES OF THE 


Number 13; Cover illustration of Charles Bukowski by Robert 
Crumb. “between races” by Charles Bukowski, with illustration by 
same. Centerfold by Michael Dougan, illustrating Robert Ferrigno’s 
“The Horse Latitudes.” “Here Are The Instructions” by Formerly 
Rocky Goldberg. “Getting the Message Out!” by Harvey Pekar. 
“poem” by Jack Thibeau. Columns by Dr. Hunter S. Thompson, 
Joe Bob Briggs, Dave Marsh and Roland Sweet. Cartoon strips by 
Carel Moiseiwitsch, Lynda Barry, J.R. Williams and Mark 
Newgarden. Artwork by Mary Fleener and Sean Hurley. An 
direction by Art Chantry, winner of a prestigious Merit Award 
from the Society of Publishing Design (SPD) for the cover design. 
Number 14; “SEXTRA!” issue. Cover by S. Clay Wilson, 
featuring the Checkered Demon. “Robert Crumb Interview” by 
Screw Magazine's AlGoldstein, illustrated by Joe Matt II, “Turtle 
Squirts” by Charles Krafft, illustrated by Jim Woodring. “kiss 
those days goodbye” by Charles Bukowski. “The Dishwashing 
Man” by Formerly Rocky Goldberg, illustrated by Holly Tuttle. 
“The Most Psychotronic Adult Videos of All Time” by Fred 
Hopkins and John Black. Book review by Harvey Pekar, and 
columns by Dr. Hunter S. Thompson, Joe Bob Briggs, Dave Marsh 
and Roland Sweet. “poem” by Jack Thibeau. “The Woman Who 
Tried To Eat Me Alive!!!" by J.R. Williams is a featured cartoon 
stnip. Soare S. Clay Wilson's “The Checkered Demon In Hell! Part 
I" and Mark Newgarden’s “So Help Me!” Lynda Barry’s contrib- 
utes her strip. Artwork by Basil Wolverton and Sean Hurley. Art 
direction by An Chantry. 

Number 15: Cover illustration of Jack Kerouac by Robert 
Crumb. Drew Friedman’s Quayle family drawing illustrates Mar- 
tin A. Lee and Norman Solomon’s “Dan Quayle, a Pot Dealer and 
the Information Police." “happy birthday” by Charles Bukowski, 
illustrated by Michael Dougan. “Billy Bragg: An Appreciation” by 
Harvey Pekar. Columns by Dr. Hunter S. Thompson, Joe Bob 
Bnggs and Dave Marsh. Artwork by Michael Dougan and Sean 
Hurley. Art direction by Art Chantry, winner of another SPD Ment 
Award for the coverdesign, which also appears in Print Magazine's 
1991 Regional Design Annual. 

Whew! That's quite a list! There’s a little Elvis in every issue, and 
alittle “As, too. To order, just list the issues you want, enclose $7 
perissue or $90 forall 15 (prices include postage and handling, and 
are good through Dec. 31, 1993; after that, they're going up. Make 
checks and money orders payable to NW EXTRA), and send to: 


Northwest EXTRA! 
Back Issues Dept. 
2318 2nd Ave., #1131 
Seattle, WA 98121 
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Revisited 


An Indigenist View of Primitivism, Industrialism and the Labor Process 
Ewer wAnietre Jaimes 


“Those damned lazy Mexicans. You can’t get ‘em to 
work. Always takin’ siestas during the best part of th’ 
day. It's no wonder they end up livin’ like dogs, th’ way 
they lay around doin’ nothin’, But that’s th’ way it’s 
always been with them.” -West Texas Farmer (1985) 


“All this fuss about Indian poverty and unemploy- 
ment is just a bunch of bullshit. Hell, it's their own 
fault. You hire ’em to do a job; they work awhile, then 
Just up and drift away. You can't depend on ’em to 
finish anything they start. There wouldn't be no Indian 
problem if their nature wasn’t to be such a shiftless 
bunch.” -South Dakota Rancher (1988) 


he relationship of the labor proccss to the ways 
of life of indigenous peoples is a central issuc in 
any attempt to conceive a positive altcrnative to 
the conditions under which they presently live. Although the 
term “indigenous peoples” has global appropriateness, cncom- 
passing the several thousand distinct cultural-nationalitics 
known to hold aboriginal links with the land they occupy, 
usage in this essay will accrue primarily to two major groups 
within the 48 contiguous states of the United States. These are 
the members of the various American Indian nations located 
within this geographic area, and a significant portion of thc 
Mexican/Mexican-American/ Chicano population residing 
within the U.S. at any given moment. The latter group is 
understood as being composed of American Indians from 
nations mostly, but not exclusively, located 
south of the Rio Grande, within what are 


Bees now the states of Chihuahua, Sonora, Coa- 
ann huila, Baja California Del Norte and Tamau- 
White’s lipas, in Mexico.’ They are distinguished 
impression from their more northerly cousins by virtuc 
of a typical of having undergone a Spanish rather than 
native Anglo-Saxon originated process of coloniza- 


tion.’ 

Taken together, these groups make up the 
very poorest strata of North American soci- 
ety, and have done so throughout the 20th 


village in 
Virginia at 
the point of 
contact. 


century.’ In particular, those Indians whose homelands are 
recognized as lying north of the Rio Grande represent what 
may be accurately described as “the poorest of the poor” 
inside the U.S. Overall, according to the federal government’s 
own statistics, they enjoy far and away the lowest annual and 
lifetime per capita incomes of any identifiable ‘ethnic’ aggre- 
gate. Their collective unemployment exceeds 65% each year, 
year after ycar; in some locales, such as the Pine Ridge 
Reservation in South Dakota, the unemployment rate has 
hovered in the upper 90th percentile for decades. Corre- 
spondingly, American Indians suffer the highest rates of infant 
mortality, death by malnutrition and exposure, tuberculosis 
and plaguc disease (to list but a few causes) of any population 
group on the continent. The current life expectancy of the 
average American Indian male is barely 44.5 years. Females 
live an average of 3.5 years longer.’ 


These data readily suggest association with Third World 
contexts rather than with a subsection of what is reputedly 
‘the world’s most advanced industrial democracy,” a matter 
which has led many critical observers to remark upon the 
existence of a bona fide “Third World at home” in the US. 
More accurately, such analysts might reflect upon the reality 
of a non-industrial and very much on going Fourth World, an 
indigenous world upon which each of the other three-First 
World (capitalist, industrialized), Second World (socialist, 
industrialized), Third World (either capitalist or socialist, and 
industrialized)-has been constructed and is now being 
maintained or developed. It is instructive that the people of 
this Fourth World, or “Host World” as it is sometimes called, 
comprise the absolute poorest sector of the populations attrib- 
uted to cach of the assortment of nation-states making up all 
three industrial or industrializing venues.° In other words, 
Fourth World People are as marginalized in Third World 
settings as they are within the U.S. or U.S.S.R.’ 


Conventional explanations of such circumstances, regardless 
of the relative degree of sophistication with which they are 
expressed, are reducible in their substance to echoes of the 
assertions tendered by the pair of “ignorant rednecks” quoted 
at the outset of this paper. This is to say it is a scholarly 
orthodoxy transcending ideological differentiation that native 
people, insofar as they retain the manifest genuine core attrib- 
utes of thcir own “Stone Age” (or at least ‘primitive’) cultures, 
do so in ways which prevent their effective incorporation into 
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‘modern’ labor processes.’ This inherent ‘irrationality’ consis- 
tently shows itself, for example, in their readiness to elevate 
the importance of their participation in the ceremonial life of 
their culture above that of involvement in the “organized work 


~including an apparently insatiable © 
desire for rest and recreation-than - 
to insuring ‘stability’ in their “work- 
ing lives.” Suffice it to say indige 
nous folk make it abundantly clea 
that sale of their labor power is no 
an essential preoccupation of their 
existence. Consequently, they are 
regarded as being among the leas 
employable of all potential workers - 
within any industrial or industrializ- 
ing socio-economic system. 

The sort of endemic poverty ex- 82s" me 
perienced by indigenous peoples is therefore, in the conven- 
tional view, directly correlated to their retention of certain 
‘retrograde’ cultural characteristics. It follows that the route to 
solving the problem of native impoverishment is quite uni- 
formly perceived among adherents to intellectual orthodoxy as 
lying in the obliteration of the final residues of ‘savagery’ 
imbedded in the indigenous mind, assimilating the natives ever 
more perfectly and completely into the “advanced civilizations” 
which have come to dominate and in many cases subsume 
their societies.'° Implicit to this notion-once described as “the 
white man’s burden” by Rudyard Kipling-is the assumption 
that the physical well-being of any indigenous people is 
possible only in direct correspondence to the extent to with its 
cultural integrity is destroyed, its world view extinguished. 
Although the genocidal content of such thinking and action, 
intended as it is to foster the disappearance of entire human 
groups as such, is quite recognizable under contemporary 
international legal definitions, it is invariably presented as “the 
humane alternative” to what are seen as being the range of 
other ‘realistic’ possibilities.'' Ultimately, these last add up to 
only a pair of options: either letting the frustration of less 
patient sectors of the dominant population vent themselves by 
physically exterminating indigenous obstructions to the “path 
of progress,” or allowing indigenous people to continue as they 
are, until their deteriorating material situation accomplishes 
the same result. 

A difficulty typically encountered by “Friends of the Indian,” 
“Hispanic Bootstrappers” and others who would engage in 
cultural rather than physical forms of genocide is (and has 
been) the resistance mounted by native populations when it 
comes to cooperating in the liquidation of their ways of living 
and understanding the would.'* Even worse, some among the 
subjects of the Friends’ benevolence have been known to 
counter that they feel they themselves hold visions of how 
things might be which are different, root and branch, from 
those held within the dominant culture. These insights, the 
“Fourth Worlders” or ‘indigenists’ argue, could serve to save 
not only their own nations from the predicaments in which 
they are now mired, but those of the Friends as well. 
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A singular basis for this ‘ingratitude’ or ‘recalcitrance’ is 
discerned in the continuing attachment of indigenous peoples 
to their heritage of ‘primitivism’. Having never really experi- 
enced the benefits of material affluence-the essence of their 
cultures being predicated in perpetual scarcity rather than sur- 
plus-they do not comprehend the fact of their poverty. In 
sum, they have achieved no capacity to truly “understand 
what’s good for them.” The task confronting those who would 

* better their miserable lot is thus 


ng’ through their obstinate insis- 
ence on remaining “outside of 
history.”"* Properly coached and 
- oriented, it is widely believed, the 
» consciousness of the natives can and 
will ‘evolve’ to the point where they 
will be willing to harness themselves 
o the wheel of production in ex- 
change for their proper share of 
otherwise unavailable goods and 
CUE OES services, It is even possible, in cer- 
tain of the more radical elaborations on this theme, that they 
may become “as good as we are” (albeit, quite tardily and 
after the fashion of petulant children).’° 
There are, to be sure, a number of objectionable aspects to 
the thesis at hand, not least being the liberal doses of smug 
arrogance and cultural chauvinism with which its proponents, 
whatever their ideological guise, habitually adorn it. Beyond 
these, the entire conceptualization which places industrialism 
in a superior position vis @ vis other socio-cultural systems is 
grounded in a series of profoundly mistaken assumptions, 
erroneous conclusions and sheer falsehoods concerning the 
functional and structural realities of both industrial and non- 
industrial societies. It is to these that we now turn. 


America’s “Stone Age Savages” 


The first question which must be posed in this connection is 
whether the indigenous peoples of North America actually 
lived in what might be reasonably categorized as a “Stone 
Age” prior to the European invasion. In framing such a query, 
it is important to observe that the term itself derives from 
orthodox anthropological/archaeological conceptions of the 
socio-economic conditions prevailing in Europe some 15,000- 
40,000 years ago, an extended period during which stone tools 
were the normative material expression of culture on that 
continent. It is generally believed that this “cave man” stage 
of material development in the evolution of European societies 
intersected with only the most feeble sorts of human accom- 
plishment: economies were restricted to those of the pre- 
agricultural subsistence (“hunting and gathering”) variety, all 
but the most rudimentary suggestions of abstract thought were 
entirely absent. It is apparent that the early Europeans led a 
rather squalid existence, doomed to spend every waking 
moment laboriously pursuing the nutrients required to stave 
off the ever-present specter of imminent starvation, plagued 
throughout the generations of their consistently brief life spans 
by a chronic scarcity induced by their grossly inefficient 
economic structure.'© 

Only with the acquisition of certain “great discoveries” from 


~ 


the Middle East-agriculture, animal domestication and, 
eventually, metallurgy-was Europe able to free itself from the 
constrictions of human potential inherent to its Stone Age. To 
put it in simplest terms, as alterations in material circumstance 
allowed increasing economic efficiency, the proportion of 
human time necessarily devoted to the quest for sustenance 
correspondingly diminished. Time was, in other words, 
increasingly available for devotion to all the “other things” 
which are taken as constituting true culture: superstition was 
transcended by complex systems of theology, philosophical and 
mathematical thinking emerged, as did the practice of medi- 
cine, science and engineering, written language, art and 
architecture, codes of law and concepts of enlightened 
governance. Each step along this route of ‘advancement’ is 
seen as being coupled to a level of technological innovation 
making it possible. Conversely, none of this is possible for a 
people whose technology is indicative of the Stone Age.!” 

Since the implements and utensils employed by American 
Indians at the point of first contact with Europeans were made 
mainly of stone, Eurocentric orthodoxy-both popular and 
scholarly-has always decreed that their station in life must 
have equalled that of Europe during its Stone Age. To be 
blunt about it, the assumption is that not only were the 
indigcnous peoples of America retarded at least ten millennia 
behind the levels of material and other sorts of cultural 
attainment already reached in Europe, but they were physically 
and intellectually incapable of favorably altcring this situation 
without the intervention of Europeans. The conventional 
portrait painted of those living north of the Rio Grande in 
particular has been that of tiny, extremely dispersed popula- 
tions wandcring endlessly across huge and vacant expanses of 
land, grubbing out the most meager possible livelihood 
through the perpetual toil of hunting, fishing and the gathering 
of wild nuts, fruits and berries.’® 


American Indian Agriculture and Medicine 


In actuality, fully two-thirds of all the vegetal foodstuffs now 
consumed by humanity were under cultivation in Native 
America-and nowhcre else~at the moment Columbus first set 
foot on Hispaniola.” An instructive, but by no means exhaus- 
tive list of these crops includes corn, potatocs, yams, swect 
potatocs, tomatoes, squash, pumpkins, most varieties of beans, 
all varieties of pepper except black, amaranth, manioc (tapio- 
ca), mustard and a number of other greens, sunflowers, 
cassava, some types of rice, artichokes, avocados, okra, 
chayotes, peanuts, cashews, walnuts, hickory nuls, pecans, 
pineapples, bread fruit, passion fruit, many melons, per- 
simmons, choke cherries, papayas, cranberries, blueberries, 
blackberries, coffec, sassafras, vanilla, chocolate, and cocoa.” 
In order to raise this proliferation of food items, American 
Indians had perfected elaborate and sophisticated agricultural 
technologies throughout the hemisphere long before the arrival 
of the first European. This included intricate and highly 
effective irrigation systems, ecologically integrated and highly 
effective planting methods such as milpa and conuco, and the 
refinement of what amounted to botanical experimentation 
facilities, among other things.” 

Upwards of 60% of the subsistence of most Native Ameri- 
can societies came directly from agriculture, with hunting and 
gathering providing a decidedly supplemental source of 


nutrients (just as fishing did and does, throughout the world).” 
This highly developed agricultural base was greatly enhanced 
by extensive trade networks” and food storage techniques” 
which afforded pre-contact American Indians what was (and 
might weil stili be, if reconstituted) far and away the most 
diversified and balanced diet on earth. This undoubtedly 
figured heavily in their generalized state of healthiness,” while 
allowing them to create a vast range of distinctive and quite 
lively regional cuisines, many dishes from which-tacos, potato 
chips and clam chowder, to name but three-have subsequently 
been attributed to conquering groups.” 

In contrast, the European agriculture of the same period 
revolved almost entirely around a narrow range of cereal 
grains~primarily wheat, barley, oats and rye-accompanied by 
a few vegetables such as onions, beets, turnips and cabbage.” 
These were combined with large proportions of domesticated 
meat and dairy products, producing a diet which was at once 
almost total lacking in spices, and unbalanced to the point of 
inducing an assortment of endemic diseases extending from 
gout to scurvy.” Simply put, indigenous American agriculture 
and its concomitants were considerably more developed than 
those of the allegedly superior European civilization by the 
16th century and, in many respects, have arguably remained so 
through the present day.” 

Much the same might be said with regard to medicine. At 
a time when the cutting edge of European knowledge decreed 


“that the application of leeches to drain off “tainted blood” was 


an effective treatment for all manner of ailments, and that 
causing the sick to be stung by hornets would cure bubonic 
plague, American Indians were widely utilizing holistic and 
preventative approaches to health care. Hygiene and sanitation 
were conspicuous clements of native life in the Americas, even 
while the absence of sewers in European cities gave rise to 
devastating epidemics, and bathing was considered a crime 
against god and king.” Native American pharmacology already 
contained a veritable cornucopia of “wonder drugs” including 
quinine, a close equivalent to aspirin, assorted vitamin 
compounds, anesthetics, analgesics, astringents, stimulants, 
antispasmodics, and a wide array of creams and ointments 
developed to facilitate the healing of every. sort of wound, burn 
and abrasion.’ A number of native peoples are also known to 
have. established the procedures necessary to allow their 
performance of such operations as tumor removal, amputation 
of limbs, and brain surgery.” In this connection, it is worth 
noting that steel instruments never yielded the precision 
obtained by pre-contact indigenous practitioners with the 
obsidian blades they designed for use in their surgical activi- 
ties; it was not until the advent of laser technologies during the 
1970s that western science came to rival the accuracy inherent 
to traditional American Indian surgical tools.” 


Native American Mathematics, Science, 
Architecture and Engineering. 


In terms of mathematical and related forms of abstract 
thinking, the accomplishments of pre-contact indigenous 
peoples provide an ample accompaniment to the achievements 
already discussed, centering mainly in the sciences of botany, 
horticulture, anatomy and pharmacology. It is appropriate to 
observe that the concept of zero originated among the Mayan 
peoples of Central America.“ The Mexicanos (Aztecs) of the 
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central Mexican highlands had, well before the first Spaniard 
set foot on their plateau, computed a calendar extending some 
500 years into the future and with a degree of accuracy several 
decimal places greater than that of the ‘Julian’ calendar still in 
general use by Eurocentric societies.” The existence of the 
Mexicano calendar can be understood only within the context 
of a body of astronomical knowledge markedly superior to that 
current to Europe-where heated debates on the probable 
flatness of the earth were not espe- #2388 

cially uncommon-at the time. Nor 
is there reason to suspect that such 
astute awareness of the heavens’ 
functioning was unique to Meso- 
america, aS examination of the 
belief systems indigenous to areas 
as geographically diverse as Tierra 
del Fuego in the south, or the Arc- 
tic tundra in the north, readily re- 
veals.*° 

Beyond calendars and astronomy, 
American Indian mathematical and day.” 
scientific thought manifested itself © = 
in a proliferation of forms of architecture and engineering. 
Throughout Mesoamerica, indigenous people mastered the 
principles involved in constructing earthquake-proof buildings 
on both residential and monumental scales hundreds of years 
before Columbus. Many of their efforts remain the tallest 
and/or largest structures by volume in their locales, having 
continued to stand while subsequently erected buildings—based 
in supposedly superior European architectural concepts—have 
collapsed all around them. In the process of creating their 
edifices, these native peoples developed ways and means of 
quarrying and perfectly squaring huge stones without the use 
of steel tools of any sort. The cut stones, many weighing ten 
tons or more, were then moved-often uphill and over great 
distances-to construction sites where they were lifted into 
place.” All this was accomplished as a matter of course, 
without resort to draught animals and, supposedly, without 
wheeled vehicles.” Needless to say, certain of these feats could 
not be duplicated today, even with application of the most 
“space age” technologies. 

The Incas of the Andean highlands and, to a lesser extent, 
the Mexicanos further north also constructed lengthy complex- 
es of leveled, graded and paved roads-just one of which, 
Capac Nan, stretches more than 2,500 miles-complete with 
curbs, guttered drainage systems, retaining walls, rest areas, 
and road signs posted at regular intervals. Substantial portions 
of these roads, most of them built at a uniform 24’ width, are 
still in use, most notably in Ecuador and Peru. To complete 
their roadways, the Incas perfected the design and construction 
of suspension bridges long before the relevant engineering 
concepts saw common usage in Europe.” 

North of the Rio Grande; the Anasazis had by the year 1200 
completed construction of their cities at Mesa Verde (Colora- 
do) and Chaco Canyon (New Mexico). These complicated 
socio-architectural endeavors remained the largest apartment 
complexes built in North America until well into the 20th 
century.” They also incorporated engineering elements 
concerning insulating characteristics and use of solar energy 
which are appreciably sounder than those employed by most 
Eurocentric architects and engineers right up through the 
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“Simply put, indigenous Ameri- 
can agriculture and its 
concomitants were consider- 

ably more developed than | 
those of the allegedly superior 
European civilization by the © 
16th century and, in many re- 
spects, have arguably re- 

mained so through the present | 


present. In the same vein, the Hidatsas, Arikaras, Pawnees and 
other peoples of the Great Plains region developed comfort- 
able, spacious and durable ‘underground’ housing techniques 
which were both extremely energy efficient and ideally suited 
to the tornado-ridden climate in which they lived.” Today, 
after a long hiatus brought about by these conquerors’ 
insistence that grossly inefficient and vulnerable above-ground 
construction represented a superior mode of building on the 
uissassccnnncenemncmcacens. Olains, Subsurface OF “partially sub- 
merged” building designs are mak- 
ing a comeback at the hands of 
some of the more ‘radical’ and 
- 4nnovative’ Eurocentric architects. 
Although these ‘new’ conceptions 
are precisely similar in principle to 
those long ago implemented by 
» native builders, acknowledgement of 
and attribution to the actual inven- 
tors has been sorely missing. 
Meanwhile, like the peoples of 
Mesoamerica, the Anasazis con- 
structed a paved road system, this 
one radiating outward from Chaco Canyon and extending for 
hundreds of miles in virtually straight lines across the Arizona 
/New Mexico desert. Far to the southwest, the Hohokams 
had, during the same period, built more than 3,000 miles of 
irrigation canals, each running quite straight and exhibiting a 
uniform width. The Hohokam canals were also engineered to 
effect a neatly consistent gradient drop of about 5" per quarter 
mile to insure maximally efficient water flow. Europe knew no 
counterpart in terms of sustained architectural precision at this 
point in its history. Suffice it to observe that the present-day 
cities of Phoenix and Tucson have opted to incorporate large 
segments of-~this ancient indigenous water transportation 
system into their own, and have done so without substantial 
modification to the original engineering. 


Indigenous Governance in America 


Typical Eurocentric notions of how the societies of North 
America’s indigenous peoples were traditionally organized is 
that they were grouped into ‘tribes’, ruled by an assortment of 
‘chiefs’. Nowhere is the fallacy of this idea better demonstrated 
than with the Haudenosaunee, or Five (later Six) Nations 
Iroquois Confederacy, as it is more commonly known. Assem- 
bled in present-day New York state and southeastern Canada 
on the basis of the Kaianerekowa (“Great Law of Peace”) 
promulgated by an indigenous philosopher named Deganwidah 
at least three centuries before Columbus, the Haudenosaunee 
may well have been the first functioning model of real 
democracy, and was an essential practical precursor to the 
contemporary aspirations for international harmony expressed 
through the United Nations.” 

At a time when even the most enlightened European nation- 
states were still afflicted with a firm belief in the “divine rights 
of kings,” the Haudenosaunee had been living under a highly 
effective form of representative government for hundreds of 
years." As contrasted to the chronic bias against females still 
displayed by Eurocentric societies, the Haudenosaunee had 
institutionalized gender balance by vesting all power to select 
and recall governmental delegates among women. Further 


safeguards to genuine egalitarianism were built into such 
socio-economic arenas as property relations, age-based 
organizational mandates, and the matrilineal /matrilocal nature 
of kinship bonding.** 

Nor was all this possible because the Iroquois amounted to 
only a small, ‘backwatered’ or powerless amalgamation. To the 
contrary, the record shows them to have been consummate 
diplomats who entered as equals into bilateral agreements with 
the European powers, held the balance of military power in 
their area for more than a century and a half after first contact 
with the invaders, and tipped the scales of victory to Great 
Britain during the so-called French and Indian Wars.” It was 
a Haudenosaunee leader named Canassatego who, in the 
course of a meeting between colonists and British officials in 
1744, first suggested that the thirteen English colonies of the 
eastern seaboard be organized into a federation similar to that 
created by his own people.*” Benjamin Franklin, Tom Paine, 
John Adams, Thomas Jefferson, and others among the 
“founding fathers” of the United States candidly acknowledged 
in their personal papers that they drew great conceptual 
inspiration from the Haudenosaunee in their quest to establish 
the “first modern republic.”** They insisted, of course, on 
intermingling ideas drawn from ancient Greece and Rome, as 
well as those of such more topical thinkers as Voltaire and 
Rousseau, with those of the Iroquois. The result was a 
unmistakable and unqualified diminution of basic Haudenosau- 
nee libertarianism within its Euroamerican counterpart.” 

The “Iroquois League” was by no means the only example 
of its sort. From at least as early as 1350, the powerful Creek 
Confederacy in what are now the southeastern states of 
Georgia, Florida and Alabama also governed itself through an 
elected council structure. Like the Haudenosaunee, it later en- 
gaged quite successfully and over an extended period in high 
level diplomacy with European nation-states. After contact 
with Old World peoples, the Creeks also displayed an unparal- 
leled interracial openness, marrying, adopting and otherwise 
naturalizing both European immigrants and large numbers of 
escaped African slaves as full citizens within their society.” Far 
to the west, in the central Sonoran desert, the Yaqui federa- 
tion exhibited many of the same democratic characteristics as 
the Creeks, and waged a protracted war first against Spain, 
and then the Republic of Mexico, in an effort to forestall the 
erosion of their fundamental liberties through imposition of 
Eurocentric forms of governance.’ Many further examples 
might be given by which to illustrate the rarified political 
acumen attained by pre-contact indigenous peoples on this 
continent. The best testimony to this effect, however, may well 
be the fact that, during the course of its westward expansion, 
the U.S. government found occasion to formally recognize the 
pre-existing full national sovereignty of various native peoples 
at least 371 times between 17778 and 1871.” 


“Slaves to Subsistence’’? 


While the preceding information should have done much to 
counter certain standard assumptions concerning the style and 
quality of living which prevailed in North America prior to the 
conquest, it addresses several important questions only 
obliquely. These center upon the ideas that the pre-contact 
population on this continent was quite tiny and largely 
nomadic, and that its time was almost wholly consumed in the 


drudgery of pecking out a most meager subsistence. As 
Marshall Sahlins has framed the perception: 


“The nomadic hunters and gatherers barely met minimum 
subsistence needs and often fell far short of them. Their 
population of 1 person to 10 or 20 square miles reflects this. 
Constantly on the move in search of food, they clearly 
lacked the leisure hours for non-subsistence activities of any 
significance, and they could transport little of what they 
might manufacture in spare moments. To them, adequacy of 
production meant physical survival, and they rarely had 
surplus of either products or time.” 


Although such misconceptions may have been implicitly 
corrected through even limited examination of such phenome- 
na as native agriculture and architecture, it would be well to 
discuss each issue more directly. 


“Nomads” 


It is an article of faith within the Eurocentric vision that 
traditional American Indians “wandered the land,” driven to 
perpetual motion by their utter dependence upon access to 
migrating animal herds and the seasonal ripenings of an array 
of wild fruits, nuts and berries.” In actuality, every pre-contact 
indigenous society in North America was organized around 
fixed villages, towns and, in some cases, cities.» These consti- 
tuted the focal points for cultural and socio-economic activity, 
generation after generation, allowing not only the development 
of highly efficient surplus and trade economies, but the sort of 
long-term social stability which lent itself to the realization of 
well-polished forms of governance, property relations and the 
like. Such consistency in land use and occupancy also fostered 
clear understandings as to the national territoralities of given 
peoples, not in the European sense of precisely-defined 
national borders, but from a more fluid, interactive and 
cooperative posture of international affairs.” 

The urban centers of Native American life were not few and 
far between, as is typically claimed by proponents of Euro- 
centric orthodoxy. As Jack Weatherford had observed: 


“Even though the European settlers imposed new architec- 
tural styles and new ideas of urban planning on America, 
they usually built over existing Indian settlements rather 
than clearing out new areas of settlement. Subsequent 
generations of Americans usually forgot that their towns and 
cities had been founded by Indians. Myths arose about how 
the colonists literally carved their settlements out of the 
uninhabited forest...In nearly every case the European 
colonists built a city that eventually stretched to hundreds 
and even thousands of times the size and population of the 
original Indian settlement, but nevertheless they built on top 
of a previous settlement rather than starting a new one. 
Even the Puritans took over fields already cleared by the 
Indians but abandoned when European diseases decimated 
the native population.”*” 


Weatherford goes on to note that thousands of contempo- 
rary place names in North America-Chicago, Nantucket, 
Milwaukee, Roanoke, Tallahassee, Minneapolis, Poughkeepsie 
and Oswego among them-are lifted directly from those 
already bestowed by native occupants before the first Europe- 
ans arrived. Others, like Seattle, result from the Euroamerican 
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practice of renaming village sites after indigenous leaders who 
resided in them at the point each was taken away. Even the 
US. capitol, the location for which legend has George 
Washington selecting amidst a virgin tract of forest, was really 
the site of Naconhtake, a major trade center of the Conoy 
Indians. The present Washington, D.C. suburb of Anacostia 
gained its name via a Latinized corruption of the original 
indigenous word. The Potomac River, astride which the capitol 
now sits, was so designated through a comparable corruption 
of the name of Patawomeke, a principal Conoy leader.* 

Despite the ‘sedentary’ constant of pre-contact native 
existence, the travel quotient for most societies, especially for 
young adult males, was undoubtedly rather high. Hunting and 
fishing, which were integral to (though not preponderant 
within) virtually all indigenous economies, demanded it, as did 
engaging in the extensive inter-regional commerce which 
fleshed out the inventories of commodities available in each 
local. Hence, it is fair to say that the degree of mobility 
evident among pre-contact American Indians was pronounced. 
The meaning of this can be accurately understood only from 
the vantage point of a perspective tendered elsewhere: “The 
Indian did not wander; [s]he commuted.” 


“The Vacant Land” 


Another core tenet of Eurocentric doctrine is that the 
invading European population didn’t really displace anyone in 
North America because the land was largely an uninhabited 
vacuum, vacant and open for the taking. The ‘scienti‘ic’ 
foundation upon which this assertion rests is the contention of 
a “giant of American anthropology,” James M. Mooncy, who 
posited that the pre-contact population of the continent north 
of the Rio Grande totaled “approximately 1,100,000 persons.” 
The methods Mooney employed in determining that this 
number was in any way accurate are quite ambiguous, given 
that his study of the matter was published posthumously and 
without footnotes. It is apparent, however, that they consisted 
of nothing so much as a compilation and arbitrary, across-the- 
board reduction-by an average of more than 50%-of earlier 
regional and subregional estimates. The sources he used 
consisted, in turn, mainly of equally arbitrary reductions of still 
earlier first hand accounts regarding the size of given native 
groups at or shortly after first contact.®! 

Mooney’s “provisional detailed estimates” were immediately 
adopted by his successor as leading U.S. anthropologist, Alfred 
Louis Kroeber, seemingly without so much as a cursory glance 
at their merits. For some time, Kroeber devoted much time 
and energy, as well as the luster of his academic prestige, to 
discrediting anyone brash enough to suggest that his and 
Mooney’s rearward demographic projections might have been 
cast too low, overall or at least with regard to specific locales.” 
Then, on the basis of no discernable factual evidence whatso- 
ever, Kroeber announced he had concluded Mooney had 
overestimated, and effected yet another across-the-board 
reduction of 10%. The resulting ‘definitive’ tally, which came 
to “not more than 1,000,000” indigenous people living in all of 
North America prior to 1492, was entrenched as “scholarly 
truth” for some forty years after its publication in 1939, and is 
still widely believed today.” 

The placement of an arbitrary ceiling upon the number of 
native people who lived in pre-contact North America corre- 
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sponds quite well with the equally arbitrary limits orthodox 
anthropology has sought to impose upon the forms and levels 
of cultural attainment they had achieved. Also at issue 1s an 
apparent desire on the part of the status quo to diminish the 
magnitude of indigenous population reduction associated with 
the Euroamerican ‘civilization’ of North America. Using 
Kroeber’s maximum estimate of one million in comparison to 
the U.S. Census Bureau’s finding in 1890 that only about 
227,000 American Indians remained alive in the United States 
one is led to conclude that some 78% of the native population 
was wiped out during the course of the invasion and con- 
quest.” While this figure places the extermination of Indians 
on par with the history’s worst genocides, more accurate 
estimates of pre-contact population serve to drive the rate of 
attrition into the upper 90th percentile, a matter which is 
simply unparalleled. The distinction is not insignificant, as 
official insistence upon the accuracy of Kroeber’s spectacularly 
low count readily demonstrates. 

Even as the Mooney/Kroeber numbers were being en- 
trenched as dogma, much lesser known, but far more solidly 
rescarched estimates were being reached by scholars such as 
Lesley B. Simpson, Sherburne F. Cook and Woodrow Borah.® 
By the late 1960s, the work of Henry F. Dobyns had revealed 
that the population of what is now the state of Florida alone 
very nearly equaled that attributed to all of North America by 
Mooney and Kroeber, while the Ohio River Valley had 
supported a somewhat larger number.” Ultimately, Dobyns 
estimated that the aggregate Native North American popula- 
tion may have been as great as 18.5 million at the time of 
Columbus’ arrival in the New World,” while more conservative 
researchers such as Russell Thornton have concluded that a 
pre-contact indigenous population of ten million or more is 
entirely probable.* Ecological demographers such as William 
Catton have eoncurred, suggesting that North America was 
saturated with human population in terms of the natural 
carrying capacity of the land long before 1500, and that 
indigenous peoples had quite deliberately held their numbers 
at or below this level in order to not unbalance the pro- 
portional equations of nature.” 


“Paleolithic Drudges” 


As should by now be abundantly clear, the normative 
standard of pre-contact Native American life, material and 
otherwise, did not devolve upon the hunting and gathering 
activities indicative of ‘paleolithic’ socio-economic organization. 
In purcly materialist terms, ‘neolithic’ would perhaps be a 
more appropriate descriptor, although it too is conspicuously 
lacking in ils ability to convey the range of non-material attain- 
ments evidenced by traditional native cultures. One of the 
cardinal signifiers of the conceptual gulf separating orthodox 
anthropological classifications of pre-contact socio-economic 
forms and actual indigenous realities rests in the quantity of 
labor supposedly required to meet subsistence and other 
material needs. 

It is taken as a given of mainstream scholarship that at both 
paleolithic and neolithic levels of development, work was/is a 
virtual constant, a necessity precluding the leisure time 
marking “quality of life” and the concomitant creativity leading 
to cultural refinement. As has been noted, such sweeping 
quantitative assessments derive in large part from the fact that 
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The eet Indians long held out in the swarhpy everglades: it piends in villages such 2 as this. 


the case studies forming the predicate of anthropological 
wisdom were gleaned almost exclusively among peoples 
undergoing geographical dislocation and other radical disrup- 
tions of their traditional socio-economic structures as the 
result of European invasion, conquest and colonization during 
the 19th century. By contrast to these wildly skewed oxamples, 
the invading culture has always made itself appear vastly 
superior in terms of relieving its members of most of the 
drudgery thus associated with ‘primitive’ societies. 

More recent evidence, however, obtained among those 
indigenous peoples who have been able to maintain or 
reconstitute (however imperfectly) their pre-contact socio- 
economic forms, has begun to tell a very different story. For 
instance, studies conducted among the aboriginal population 
of Arnhem Land, Australia, during the late 1950s concluded 
that the workday among these true hunter-gatherers averages 
five hours, eight minutes, all told.” Further, the work load 
seems not to be especially tiresome, either physically or 
mentally.”’ Consequently, those engaged in the labor process 
“do not approach it as an unpleasant job to be got over as 
soon as possible, or a necessary evil to be postponed as long 
as possible.””” To the contrary, some aboriginal groups, such 
as the Yir-Yiront, make no linguistic distinction between work 
and play.” Yet all basic subsistence needs are more than 
minimally satisfied on a consistent rather than erratic basis.” 

Among the Dobe portion of the !Kung Bushmen of Botswa- 


tia, another true hunting and gathering culture, the data are 
even more striking. Only about two-thirds of the potential 
Dobe work force is deployed as labor at any given moment, 
leaving the other third free to engage in other pursuits.” Of 
those engaged in labor, the average work week is approximate- 
ly fifteen hours, or two hours, nine minutes per day. In other 
words, “each productive individual supporting herself or 
himself and dependents still has 3.5 to 5.5 days [per week] 
available for other activities.””° All subsistence needs are 
nonetheless met, and an appreciable surplus generated; “the 
Bushmen do not lead a substandard existence on the edge of 
starvation as has been commonly supposed.” 

Concerning peoples for whom agriculture augmented by 
hunting and gathering is the mode, the figures are comparable. 
Among the Bemba of Zimbabwe, for example, “at [the village 
of] Kasaka, in a slack season, the old men worked 14 days out 
of 20 and the young men seven; while at [the village of] 
Kampamba in the busier season, the men of all ages worked 
an average of 8 out of 9 working days [Sunday not included]. 
The average working day in the first instance was 2.75 hours 
for men and two hours gardening plus 4 hours domestic work 
for women, but the figures vary from 0 to 6 hours per day. In 
the second case the average was 4 hours for men and 6 for 
women, and the figures showed the same variation.”” The 
work patterns of the Bemba are quite similar to those of the 
Toupouri of North Cameroon, where 105.5 days per year are 
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devoted to agricultural labor, 87.5 days to work of other sorts, 
161.5 to leisure, and an annual average of 9.5 sick days are 
reported to be normative.” 

Such circumstances are hardly restricted to Australia and 
Africa. Among the Kuikuru people of the Amazon Basin, “a 
man spends about 3.5 hours a day on subsistence-2 hours on 
horticulture, and 1.5 hours on fishing. Of the remaining 10 or 
12 waking hours of the day the Kuikuru men spend a great 
deal of time dancing, wrestling, in some form of informal 
recreation, and in loafing.”” And again, with regards to the 
Kapauku of Papua (New Guinea): 


“Since the Kapauku have a conception of balance in life, 
only every other day is supposed to be a working day. Such 
a day is followed by a day of rest in order to “regain lost 
power and health.” This monotonous fluctuation of leisure 
and work is made more appealing to the Kapauku by 
inserting into their schedule periods of prolonged holidays... 
Consequently, we usually find only some people departing 
for their gardens in the morning, the others are taking their 
“day off.” However, many individuals do not rigidly conform 
to this ideal. The more conscientious cultivators often work 
intensively for several days in order to complete clearing a 
plot, making a fence, or digging a ditch. After such a task is 
accomplished, they relax for a period of several days, thus 
compensating for the ‘missed’ days of rest.” 


The same sorts of observations have been made in conncc- 
tion with the Maori of New Zealand, the Lozi and other Bar.tu 
groups in Azania (South Africa), the Siuai of Bougainville 
(Solomon Islands), and many other peoples in varying !o- 
cales.” It is worth noting that, by-and-large, such labor-rclated 
demands on time as commuting, 
and domestic forms of work, have 
been lumped into the labor time 
totals attributed to the various tra- 
ditional indigenous socio-economic 
contexts studied. Hence, the uni- 
formly abundant “off work” periods 
involved represent truly free time 
which can be devoted entirely to 
recreation and creativity. Resulting- 
ly, as Audrey Richards has observ- 
ed, “The whole bodily rhythm of 
[traditional indigenous people] dif- 
fers completely from that of a peas- 
ant in Western Europe, let alone an 
industrial worker.” 

Those who take for granted the 
superior quality of life attending 
industrial socio-economics would do 
well to seriously consider the impli- 
cations of such things in comparison 
to the correlate indices of their own 
system, remarked upon by Andre 
Gorz and others: a base work week of 40-48 hours, exclusive 
of overtime, commuting time, time required for subsistence 
shopping and food preparation, as well as time consumed in 
sundry other domestic chores. The average per capita labor- 
time expenditure in advanced industrial socicties exceeds 80 
hours per week, more than 530% of the average for Dobe 
society.” Additionally, the imposition of such massive quanti- 
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“it is plainly arguable that-in 
genuine human terms such as 
senses of personal fulfillment, 
control over one’s time and 
general peace of mind-the 
quality of life realized within 
traditional native societies 
greatly outstrips that of their 
industrialized counterparts. 
Viewed from this perspective, 
one can only conclude that 
quality of life, at least for the 
great bulk of a given popula- 
tion, deteriorates in direct pro- 
portion to the degree of indus- 
trialization it has undergone.” 


ties of labor-time in even the most liberal industrialized 
context is far more regimented and arbitrary than that 
evidenced in the most rigidly structured indigenous society. 
The result is a vastly more stressful, less leisurely environment 
under conditions of industrialization than appears to be the 
case in even the most primitive of Stone Age cultures. 


Conclusion 


Whilc it is undoubtedly true that industrial society generates 
a much greater abundance of material items than do tradition- 
al native socicties, axiomatic correlations between this fact and 
living standards are questionable in the extreme. Indeed, it is 
plainly arguable that-in genuine human terms such as senses 
of personal fulfillment, control over one’s time and general 
peace of mind-the quality of life realized within traditional 
native societics greatly outstrips that of their industrialized 
counterparts. Viewed from this perspective, one can only 
conclude that quality of life, at least for the great bulk of a 
given population, deteriorates in direct proportion to the 
degree of industrialization it has undergone. Such a process is, 
at best, a strange emblem by which to define “human prog- 
ESS. 

Herc, the dilemma experienced by contemporary North 
Amcrican Indians snaps into bold relief. While the colonially- 
induced physical circumstances under which they suffer-de- 
picted at the outset of this essay-are plainly intolerable, the 
‘solutions’ presented by all facets of the dominant culture are 
in many ways even worse. The option of embracing the 
industrial order might, as advertised, alleviate the magnitude 
of their material deprivation, Simultaneously, however, it 
would seal them into the surround- 
ing pathos of Euroamerica, negat- 
ing, perhaps irrevocably, those as- 
pects of their own tradition which 
are unmistakably preferable to that 
which is offered as its replacement. 
American Indians are thereby 
trapped within a netherworld in 
which it is presently impossible 
either to abandon their socio-cultur- 
al heritage or to viably reconstitute 
its socio-economic forms. 

The means to break this impasse 
lic within the broader society, par- 
ticularly its more enlightened and 
progressive sectors. Only there does 
sufficient weight and mass exist to 
reshape the current social order in 
such ways as to allow North Amer- 
ica’s nalive people the ‘space’ they 
require to reconstitute themselves in 
meaningful fashion. Any broad 
based initiative to support the genu- 
ine liberation of Native North America will necessarily be 
predicated in a general and fundamental alteration in con- 
sciousness among the dominant population. Popular concep- 
tions concerning the nature of and meaning assigned to the 
workings of traditional indigenous cultures will have to be re- 
cast far more accurately than has heretofore been the case. 
Only from such a reformed vantage point, of the sort barely 


sketched in this essay, can non-Indians hope to make decisions 
and undertake actions alleviating rather than perpetuating and 
even increasing the magnitude of the problems their society 
has imposed upon native people. At one level or another, it is 
to be expected that many, if not most, progressive non-Indians 
will agree this is a worthy goal, at least in an abstract moral or 
‘idealistic’ sense. But it is much more. 

Any coin has two sides, this one no less than any other. The 
very process of reconceiving the Stone Age inherently entails 
a simultaneous reconsideration of the Eurocentric notion of 
historical materialism in all its various guises. Such ideas as 
the “labor theory of value” will be called inevitably into 
question from progressive rather than reactionary standpoints. 
This is equally true of attempts to uncover conceptual reme- 
dies to the sorts of malaise-racism, sexism, classism, ageism, 
militarism, consumerism, alienation, reification and the 
like-besetting advanced industrial societies themselves. 
Already, such efforts have been undertaken, however tentative- 
ly, even by white male theorists such as Michacl Albert, Robin 
Hahnel, Murray Bookchin and Rudolph Bahro.® Their 
collective quest to achieve a new synthesis of understanding is 
to be applauded, but must be carried far beyond its im- 
mediate, preliminary level if it is to prove successful. As the 
Lakota scholar Vine Deloria, Jr. framed the matter, more than 
a decade ago: 


“Western scicnce must reintegrate human emotions and 
intuitions into its interpretation of phenomena...In the recre- 
ation of metaphysics as a continuing scarch for mcaning 
which incorporates all aspects of scicnce and historical 
expericnec, we can hasten the time when we will come to an 
integrated conception of how our species came to be, what 
it has accomplished, and where it can expect to go in the 
millennia ahead. Our next immediate task is the unification 
of human knowledge.” 


Unfortunately, none of the aforementioned thinkers have ap- 
proached their task in this manner. As yet, they have not 
begun to come to grips with the fact that many of the ‘new’ 
insights they seck already exist, imbedded in ongoing systems 
of indigenous knowledge the world over. Perhaps ironically, 
the conceptual kcy to liberation of native socictics is thus also 
the key to liberating Eurocentrism from itself, unchaining it 
from the twin fetishes of materialism and production. In the 
most conercte possible terms, the reactualization of traditional 
indigenous socio-economic structures where they have been 
most severely suppresscd-cspecially in North America, with 
its abundant juxtaposition of tradition-oricnted native peoples 
and recently devised technologies-can provide practical living 
models of how other societies might begin to truly redefine 
and reorganize themselves in constructive ways. To this cxtent 
at least, the recmergence of a vibrant and functioning Native 
North America in the 21st century would offer vital prefigura- 
tion of what humanity as a whole might accomplish. 

What is called for is not some “reconstitution of the Stone 
Age,” but that the Fourth World be finally extended the 
proper recognition, understanding and respect 1 has always 
been due. Rather than its being arbitrarily and presumptuously 
consigned to the irrelevancy of ‘archaicism’, the wisdom and 
values all along retained by unrepentant “Stone Agers” of the 
modern indigenous world must at last be allowed to inform 
the other paradigms of knowledge within the human endeavor 


in such a way as to complete and perfect the whole. 

Then, and probably only then, will we be able to create a 
human project in which, as Abbie Hoffman once put it, “we 
can strap our computers to the trees and live within instead of 
upon nature.”*’ Only then will we be able to forge a multifac- 
eted but collectively held world view which places materialism 
and spirituality in sustainable balance with one another. Only 
then will we be able to remove labor from its burdensome 
contemporary position as the descriptor of our essence, 
returning it to its rightful place as an integral but not over- 
determined aspect of our being.” Together, we must hammer 
out the intellectual methods by which we not only retain that 
which is useful in the matrix of Eurocentrism, but recapture 
that which most of us have lost in the process of being 
subordinated to it. Indigenous peoples are the primary 
repositories of the latter and thereby possess a major portion 
of the figurative road map to our common future. Hence, we 
must be asked to lead as well as follow. It is time we move 
toward a future marked by mutual understanding and respect. 


M. Annette Jaimes is a lecturer in American Indian Studies with the 
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Notes 


1. The indigenous nations of Canada are not considered within the 
definition used here because, unlike their counterparts in northern Mexico, 
almost none of their populations have been displaced into the U.S,, either 
transiently or permanently. 

2. A significant confusion attends this definition insofar as a substantial 
portion of the population in question attempts to identify itself with the 
tradition of its Spanish colonizers rather than the colonized indigenous 
nations from which it so obviously springs. Such identification by victinis with 
the identity of their victimizers is a rather well known phenomenon in the 
psychology of individuals, and often marks the experience of entire peoples 
under sustained colonial rule. See Fanon,Frantz, Black Skin,White Iasks, 
Grove Press, New York, 1967. 

3.This is said in full knowledge of the fact that appreciable segments of the 
black population in the U.S.-in the Brownsville, Harlem and South Bronx 
sections of New York City, for example-experience a poverty every bit as 
pronounced as that which pertains on most Indian reservations or along the 
streams of Chicano migrants. Taken as a whole, however, the U.S. black 
population finds itself in a somewhat better economic position than the two 
indigenous groups. 
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Under the Clean Air 
Act, companies can 
emit up to acertain 
\evel of pollutants. 
But a company that 
emits less than that 
level can Sell its 
unused portion to 
another company 
Whose emissions 
exceed that level. 


AND HE CORNERS THE 
SURPRISED INTRUDER! 


MARTIN RYDER IS AWAKENED 
By THE SOUNDS OF A BURGLARY. 


HIS HAND REACH - 
| ES TOA DRAWER... 
| \ 
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L HAVE EVERY RIGHT 
TO KILLYOU-- 1'M IN MY 
OWN DWELLING, AND I 
FEAR FOR MY OWN 


CERTAINLY SIR.THE YQ 
GOING RATE FOR THE RIGHT 
TO KILL 1S $30,000. 


HELLO, CRIME- 
ROKERS2 I HAVE 
A JUSTIFIABLE 

HOMICIDE I'D LIKE 
LORSISTEL. 
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THE SAME NUMBER 

OF DEATHS RESULT 
BUT WITH A MOR 

EFFICIENT ALLOCATION. 


RYDER DECIDED NOT TO USE 
HIS LEGAL RIGHT TO KILL, BUT 
INSTEAD SOLD \T TO SLUGGO 
WHO HAD NO SUCH RIGHT. THUS, 
RYDER OVERCOMPLIED WITH 
THE LAW SO THAT SLUGGO 
COULD UNDERCOMPLY, OK ay 


YEH? YoU FOUND 
A SELLER? THANKS, 
CRIME-BROKERS. 


BuUB, BEAT IT! 
SCOOT / 


in) 


ANOTHER HAPPY 
OUTCOME, WHEN CRIME 
ARE MARKET-DRIVEN / 
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hose who saw the movie Glory learned that 186,000 
T blacks wore the blue uniform of the Union in the 

War Between the States. While the Negro military ef- 
fort for the North has been fairly well publicized, though 
not always accurately, few Americans know that over 
250,000 blacks served the cause of the Confederacy. The 
media have maintained a strange silence about the fact that 
there are no memorials for blacks who joined Northern ar- 
mies, whereas monuments to black fighters for the Confed- 
eracy are found in nearly every Southern state. 

Prior to the fall of Fort Sumter the Charleston Mercury 
recorded the passage through Augusta of “one Negro com- 
pany from Nashville.” Other Southern papers noted that in 
the first year of the war black militia units were scattered 
throughout the South, in such 
cities as Charleston, New Or- 
leans, Lynchburg and Bowling 
Green. 

A black soldier in the Union 
army, Christian A. Fleetwood, 
wrote after the war: 


It seems a little singular that in 
the tremendous struggle be- 
tween the States in 1861-1865, 
the South should have been the 
first to take steps towards the 
enlistment of Negroes. Yet such 
is the fact. 
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From the moment the North 
took up arms to stop the South’s 
secession, nearly everyone in 
the Confederate states, white 
and black, became involved. In 
1861 the N.Y. Evening Post des- 
cribed the enthusiasm of South- 

ern blacks for the war: 


A gentleman from Charleston 
says that everything there betok- 
ens preparation for battle. The thousand 
Negroes busy in building batteries, far from 
inclining insurrection, were grinning ear to ear at the prospect 
of shooting at the Yankees. 


uc 


The first Union officer killed in the war was shot by a 
black member of the Confederate Wythe Rifles at Big Beth- 
el. The victim, Major Theodore Winthrop of Massachusetts, 
was a famed abolitionist. 

Why, if the war was about slavery, would blacks, free 
and slave, have fought and died for the Confederacy? The 
answer is that the slave issue was only a secondary cause 
of the conflict. The primary cause of the internecine blood- 
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Black Johnny Rebs 


by Edward Kerling 


Black Confederate pickets, 1864 
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bath was the North’s unwillingness to lose a huge amount 
of valuable real estate. President Lincoln did not issue the 
Emancipation Proclamation until the conflict was a year 
and a half old. The historic document only freed slaves in 
the Confederacy, not in the slaveholding states that had sid- 
ed with the Union (Delaware, Maryland, Kentucky and 
Missouri, plus the District of Columbia). Lincoln continued 
to emphasize he had no desire to interfere with slavery as 
long as it did not spread into the territories. In the second 
year of the war General Ulysses S. Grant, a Union slave- 
owner himself until the 13th Amendment was ratified, stat- 
ed: “If | thought this war was to abolish slavery, | would re- 
sign my commission and offer my sword to the other side.” 

Many of the Northern slave owners, as well as their 
Southern counterparts, brought 
their slaves with them to the 
battlefields. John E. Rastall, ad- 
jutant with the First Regiment 
of the Eastern Shore Maryland 
Volunteer Infantry, wrote that 
his commander, James Wal- 
lace, owned nine slaves and 
some of them were in camp 
with him. 

When the war ended, 
George W. Williams, a black | 
Union soldier, declared: “The | 
South took the initiative in em- 
ploying Negroes as soldiers, 
[many] were free Negroes, and 
many of them owned large in- 
terests in Louisiana and South 
Carolina.” According to black 
historian John Hope Franklin, 
in the mid-1800s there were 
over 3,000 free blacks in New ] 
Orleans who owned slaves. 
Several black plantation own- 
ers Organized companies of slaves as sol- 
diers, paying the cost of arming and 


equipping them. 

Initially, Northern whites refused to believe blacks 
would fight for the South. A letter from a Union soldier that 
appeared in the Indianapolis Star (Dec. 23, 1861) helped to 
set them straight: 


[A] body of 700 Negro infantry opened fire on our men, 
wounding two lieutenants and two privates. The wounded 
men testified positively that they were shot by Negroes, and 
not less than 700 were present, armed with muskets. This is, 
indeed, a new feature in the war. We have heard of a regiment 
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of Negroes at Manassa, another at Memphis, and still another 
at New Orleans, but did not believe it till it came so near 
home and attacked our men. 


The Confederate cause was served by slaves as well as 
free blacks. In a postwar interview printed in the Cincinnati 
Commercial, Confederate General N.B. Forrest, founding 
father of the Ku Klux Klan, reminisced: 


When | entered the army | took 47 Negroes in the army with 
me and 45 of them surrendered with me. . . .Those boys stayed 
with me, drove my teams, and better Confederates did not live. 


The number of black Johnny Rebs who performed 
deeds beyond the call of duty were numerous. John Hope 
Franklin in his From Slavery to Freedom: A History of Ne- 
gro Americans, writes about a house servant who was dec- 
orated for killing four Union soldiers in an 1861 battle. 
Aleck Kean, a body servant of Confederate John West Hen- 
ry of the famed Richmond Howitzers, was offered the op- 
portunity to go home after his master had been killed. He 
decided to stay on as a cook and surrendered at Appomat- 
tox with the rest of his unit. When he died in 1911, three 
surviving Howitzer veterans attended his funeral. 

Another black slave who distinguished himself was at- 
tached to Chew’s Battery, a battle-tested unit of Confeder- 
ate horse artillery. When his photograph was published in 
the Confederate Veteran he wrote under the nom de guerre 
“War Hawk”: 


| am proud of my war record. | was taken prisoner twice, 
captured once with watches and money of our boys. | escaped 
and returned the watches and money all safe. 


Some black women also made a name for themselves in 
aiding the Southern cause. “Confederate Mary,” as she was 
dubbed by the Yankees, repeatedly crossed enemy lines to 
| deliver messages and to smuggle back medical supplies. 
Union Rear Admiral Daniel Ammens recalled that among 
the blacks he had driven away from his command post 
were “many spies to keep the enemy informed as to the 
number and disposition of the [Northern] forces.” 

It was not only the so-called “house niggers” who assist- 
ed the Confederacy. Of the 400 workers at the Naval arsen- 
al in Selma in 1865, 310 were blacks. Blacks were mem- 
bers of the crews of Confederate blockade-runners and 
stoked the firerooms of the warships. Most of the cooks, 
teamsters, mechanics, hospital attendants, ambulance driv- 
ers and common laborers in the Confederate forces were 
black. Thousands worked in mines and in gun factories. 
Blacks planted, cultivated and harvested the food which 
they then transported to the Confederate Army. They raised 
and butchered the beef, pigs and chickens used to feed the 
Rebels. They wove the cloth and knitted the socks to clothe 
the soldiers. They also cared for the sick and scrubbed the 
wounded in Confederate hospitals. Nearly all of the South’s 
fortifications were constructed by black laborers. As Union 
armies invaded the South, tearing up railroads and demol- 
ishing bridges, free blacks and slaves repaired them. 

The black military effort had links to Florida Indians. A 


former Confederate officer, T.J. Mackey, testified before a 
Congressional Committee after the war: 


In the Seminole nation several of the most prominent chiefs, 
the most distinguished in war and council were full-blooded 
Negroes. These Indians were in alliance with the late Confed- 
erate state. 


Several Cherokee chiefs who served as Confederate offi- 
cers were all or part black. in their role of Indian chiefs, 
Negroes went in for slavery in a big way. Indian tribes sup- 
porting the Confederacy owned more than 8,000 black 
slaves. 

Southern blacks had little patience with the Negroes 
who defected to the enemy, denouncing them as turncoats, 
spear-hurlers, chocolate drops, crumbusters, skilletheads and 
black-assed bastards. 

When captured along with his master, a black slave from 
Virginia named Moses responded proudly to the Northern 
officer examining him for parole: 


| had as much right to fight for my native state as you to fight 
for your’n, and a blame sight more right than you furiners, 
what's got no home. 


While blacks, free and slave, served with the Confeder- 
ate army from the start of the war, it was not until February 
18, 1865, that the drafting of slaves was authorized by the 
Confederate Congress. Union Major James H. Wilson com- 
mented: 


The rebel authorities are doing their utmost to put in the field 
a large number of Negro soldiers. The enrollment is nearly 
completed, and they expect to have 250,000 under arms in 60 
days. 


Following the war, on February 3, 1866, Alexander 
Dunlop, a black, was sworn and examined before a Con- 
gressional Committee on Reconstruction. “Did you ever see 
a black rebel or hear of one?” he was asked. Dunlop re- 
plied, “I must be honest about that. | believe we have had 
as big rebel black men as ever were white.” 

Today Negro loyalty to the Confederacy is an embar- 
rassment to doctrinaire liberals and to blacks of all persua- 
sions, which is why the black military and non-military 
contribution to the Confederate fighting forces continues to 
be ignored by the mass media and the politically correct 
scribblers of school textbooks. 

EDWARD KERLING 


Sources: H.C. Blackerby, Blacks in Blue and Gray (Portal 
Press, 1979); Benjamin Quarles, The Negro in the Civil War (Lit- 
tle, Brown & Co., 1953); George W. Williams, A History of the 
Negro Troops in the War of Rebellion (Harper & Bros., 1868). 


Edward Kerling's “Black Johnny Rebs" has appeared 
in several right-wing publications. It is reprinted here 
from /nstauration © 1992, by Howard Allen 
Enterprises, Inc. Send $4.00 for a sample issue to: 
Howard Allen Enterprises, Inc., Box 76, Cape 
Canaveral, FL 32920. 
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Property Rights in Cyberspace 


Cyberspace is the sum total of all computer-to- 
computer connections. It is a "virtual geography" 
where people travel and meet. Cyberspace was cre- 
ated as a sparse grid by the telegraph.’ The telephone 
added a planar dimension. Radio and TV gave it 
space. The computer brought mass. Computer net- 
works have added energy. In cyberspace, New York 
City can be closer to London than to Erie, Pennsy]- 
vania, and this has been true since the transatlantic 
cable was laid in 1866. 

Today, telephone and cable television companies 
are racing to provide "visiphone” service, dial-a- 
movie, and other products. "“Radio-telephones" 
(cellular phones) are common. These technologies are 
accessible from your personal computer. X-Press X- 
Change is just one service that brings news via cable 
tv wires to the home computer. We are on the verge 
of a critical-mass explosion in communication that 
will eclipse the invention of the wheel. 


CYBER-CONFUSION 


During the Middle Ages, land was called "real es- 
tate." It was "real" because it couldn't be carried out 
from under the nose of the king. It was "estate" (ex- 
state) because titles to land were granted (and re- 
voked) by the crown. A smith's tools were not "real" 
property. Obviously, the Industrial Revolution re- 
quired a new view of property rights. You don't do a 
title search when you buy a lathe. 

However, mixed-premise philosophies and mixed- 
economy kingdoms created confusion on the matter 
of property rights. It was ruled permissible for facto- 
ries to pollute the air above your home because fac- 
tories were a "social benefit." Today, you hold a "title" 
to your automobile, even though it is a machine cre- 
ated in a factory and not land given to you by the 
king. 

The Information Age is still using Machine Age 
laws. In Michigan (and other polities) it is illegal to 
"access a computer... without authorization." The 
laws for computers are modeled on the laws about 
forklifts. You know before you climb into the cab of a 
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forklift whether or not you have authorization. This is 
not necessarily true with a computer. In many cases, 
you don't know until you access whether or not you 
have authorization. 

It is commonly assumed that you don't have a right 
to access military computers. This assumption is 
wrong. Consider that the largest repository of public 
domain software is available on the Internet from a 
computer known as 

wsmr-simtel20.army.mil 
This is a military computer run by the US Army at 
White Sands Missile Range and anyone is welcome to 
its library of programs. Furthermore, wsmr-simtel20 
is only one of several public systems available from 
the military. 

In the past, if you wanted to copy a book, you had 
to write it out by hand or set the type anew. Cruising 
cyberspace with a computer, you copy a file as soon 
as you access it. You can read a book in a store with- 
out violating the copyright.” In cyberspace, this is not 
true: anything on a computer can be copied merely by 
reading it. 


Unlike previous episodes in 
which the FBI easily got the 
criminal to confess, the Secret 
Service has run into people 
who believe that they have a 
right to do these things. 


“Computer crime" (so-called) existed 25 years before 
anyone used the word "cyberspace." Dishonest clerks 
would find ways to remove money to their own 
pockets, doing with the computer what for centuries 
had been done manually. In fact, these thefts were not 
“computer crimes" per se, but merely "crime by 
computer." There was no doubt in anyone's mind 
what had happened: even the perpetrator knew that 
he was stealing other people's money.3 


(Continued next page) 


All that has changed. Unlike previous episodes in 
which the FBI easily got the criminal to confess, the 
Secret Service has run into people who believe that 
they have a right to do these things.‘ Justifications for 
hacking are many and varied. At root, all these ar- 
guments go back to the "hands-on imperative" found 
in the computer centers of MIT in the 1960s.5 Basi- 
cally, hackers feel that they have a right to access any 
computer simply because they can. 

In short, confusion has come to cyberspace. The 
confusion will only intensify when video-hackers 
appear on your visifax channel. It is not surprising 
that the confusion and conflict which we are ex- 
pected to accept as "history"® are also found in cy- 
berspace. Confusion is normal in human affairs be- 
cause people generally act on the basis of genetics, 
whim, and faith. Conflict stems from different — of- 
ten unvoiced — expectations. 


AISA 


Reasoning from first principles, it is possible to 
derive a theory of property rights which is applicable 
to cyberspace. The correct way to deal with the 
problem is by way of Robinson Crusoe.” Does Robin- 
son Crusoe have a right to freedom of speech? Does 
he have a right to decent medical care and a good- 
paying job? Does he need morality? Does he have 
property? To get the fullest impact, consider that all 
continents are ultimately surrounded by water. 
Whatever applies to Crusoe (and Friday) must apply 
to us all. 


(*) Rule 1: Property exists in context. 

If you see me carrying a stick, you must assume 
that the object is mine since it is physically attached 
to my body. But suppose I drop the stick? Eskimos 
haul driftwood to the shore and leave it unattended 
and unmarked. Everyone there knows that drift- 
wood way up on shore must belong to someone else. 


(*) Rule 2: Property requires communication. 

If I discover an apple tree, pluck a fruit and move 
on, you have an equal ability to do the same. How- 
ever, if I build a ring of stones around the tree, you 
get the message. What you do about the message is 
another matter — I may be out of sight — but the 
addition of human effort has marked the tree as 
someone's property. 


(*) Rule 3: Rights are social; rights are exclusionary. 
Alone on the island, Robinson Crusoe could do 
whatever he pleased. You could say that he had a 
"right" to use his “property.” In fact, it would be silly 
to assert otherwise. There he would be, standing 


alone, claiming that he had no right to use the mate- 
rials before him. Yet, alone on the island, what sense 
would it make for him to issue a Universal Declara- 
tion of Rights?8 

Once Friday came along, rights were important. 
Friday's right to life means that it would be wrong to 
Crusoe to "rescue" him only to eat him later. In a so- 
cial context, rights define what is and is not yours. 
Political conservatives scoff at the so-called "right to 
decent medical care" since such a "right" would have 
to be provided by someone in order for you to have 
it. Saying that you don't have a right to medical care 
is not the same thing as saying that you have no right 
to medical care. You always have the right to treat 
yourself and no one should be allowed to interfere 
with that right. You have the right to arrange medical 
care with anyone willing to provide it to you. Ev- 
eryone else is excluded from interfering with this. 


Cyberspace is the sum total of 
all computer-to-computer  con- 
nections. It is a ‘virtual geogra- 
phy" where people travel and 
meet. 


NON-CONTRADICTION 


(1) Property exists in context. 

The Eskimo view of cyberspace is that every com- 
puter belongs to someone else. You have no right to 
be on any system without the specific permission of 
the owner. 

If the Eskimo wishes to trade fishhooks for drift- 
wood, he must wait for the owner of the wood. 
However, in cyberspace, there is usually no way to 
contact the owners of a system, except through the 
system. Rarely does a log-in screen show the mailing 
address of the system owners. Furthermore, every 
system, even a public system, requires some sort of 
log-on sequence requiring a username and pass- 
word. Many systems are programmed to accept 
"guest" and "visitor" as valid usernames. 

So, the Eskimo-view of cyberspace is too limiting 
to be useful. It is obvious that every computer system 
has an owner. It is not obvious that every system is 
closed to visitors. You can't always see the hand 
holding the stick. 

(2) Property requires communication. 

This is not obvious to the law enforcement com- 
munity. Ken Citarella is an assistant district attorney 
for Westchester County, New York. His view is just 
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the opposite. "Your house can be burglarized even if 
you leave the door open. If you drop your money on 
the street, a finder who keeps it may still be a thief. 
... The computer crime statutes of many states place a 
responsibility on the computer owner to secure the 
system... The intrusion, no matter how unwanted by 
the system owner, has actually been legitimized by 
the legislature." 

On the other hand, Kirk Tabbey is a prosecutor 
from Ann Arbor who recognizes the facts of reality 
in cyberspace. He won't touch a computer crime case 
where the owners have not made perfectly clear that 
theirs is a private computer. "You have to put up No 
Hunting signs," he said. In another case, Digital 
Equipment Corporation had to drop charges against 
a hacker who pointed out that on their computer 
network, the first thing you see is "Welcome." 


You can infest your own com- 
puter with viruses. You can write 
your own programs, copy them, 
and distribute them until you are 
blue in the face. You can shut off 
power in the middle of backups. 
You have no equivalent rights on 
even the most public of comput- 
ers. 


(3) Rights are social and exclusionary. 

You can infest your own computer with viruses. 
You can write your own programs, copy them, and 
distribute them until you are blue in the face. You 
can shut off power in the middle of backups. You 
have no equivalent rights on even the most public of 
computers. 

The cyberspace equivalent of a "dropped stick" 
would be a computer without an owner, as yet a 
non-sequitor. However, this is not an a priori truth. 
We can easily imagine a time in the near future when 
computers are abandoned like dead cars along the 
freeways. As yet, there is no cyberspace equivalent to 
a car without a license plate. 


EITHER SOCIOLOGY 
OR PRAXEOLOGY 


Conflict is inevitable when people work from un- 
stated assumptions. Even barbaric societies exist as 
societies because the barbarians know what to expect 
from each other. Today, we are creating the rules of 
common behavior for cyberspace. If we attempt to 


define the rules of cyberspace from a sociological 
framework, all we will get is a slew of unenforceable 
civil legislations contrary to the actual needs of the 
beings (human and otherwise) who populate cy- 
berspace. 

However, there is another framework: praxeology. 
Praxeology is the general theory of human action.’ In 
essence, all human action can be defined as eco- 
nomic.!° The benefit to adopting a market viewpoint 
is that we begin openly from the right premises. Best 
of all, praxeology describes the behavior of acting 
beings without regard to their genetic origins — or 
lack of one.!! 


Notes and Bibliography 


. Fora good history, see When Old Technologies Were 
New, Carolyn Marvin, Oxford University Press, 
1988. 

. Hacker Joey Paris offered this in a discussion on 
property rights in cyberspace held in the Elec- 
tronic Frontier conference of The Whole Earth 
'Lectronic Link: 

"I can't help but mention the copyright song: 
‘The source is the source, of course, of course. 
And no one can copy the source, of course. 
Unless, of course, the source 

can be remembered in your head.’ " 

. Crime by Computer, Donn B. Parker, Charles Scrib- 
ner's Sons, 1976. 

. "Is Computer Hacking A Crime?", Harper's Mag- 
azine, March 1990. 

. Hackers, Steven Levy, Doubleday & Co., 1984 

. For a refreshing alternative to wars and princes, 
see Merchants Make History, Ernst Samhaber, John 
Day Press, 1964. 

. Unpublished works of Anthony IS. Alexander. 
See also The Market for Liberty, Linda and Morris 
Tannehill, 1970. 

. Thomas Schlegel on the WELL conference on 
property rights in cyberspace, Feb. 8, 1993. 
“Property is an individual assertion, Rights are the 
social support for the assertion.” Yet, a man alone 
desperately needs morality. See John Galt's 
Speech in Atlas Shrugged by Ayn Rand, Random 
House, 1957. 

. Human Action, Ludwig von Mises, Yale University 
Press, 1949. 

. The 1992 Nobel Prize in economics was awarded 
to Gary Becker of the University of Chicago for 
his work showing just this: all human action is 
economic action. 

11. See the science fiction novels of L. Neil Smith, 
especially Taflak Lysandra, Avon Books, 1988. 


ee 


Nita 


Ym aS 
Kg 


To top off a fun-filled 
vacation overseas, lots 
of people enjoy getting 
busted at customs on 
the way home. It's one 
of the best ways to get 
that "welcome back" 
feeling from the govern- 
ment as well as per- 
sonal attention at the 
hands of a true police 
state. 


To top off a fun-filled vacation overseas, lots of 
people enjoy getting busted at customs on the way 
home. It's one of the best ways to get that "welcome 
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back" feeling from the government as well as per- 
sonal attention at the hands of a true police state. 


But you've got to plan ahead. It's no good just 
showing up at the border with a beard and a bad 
attitude (although that just might be enough). To 
make sure you get a thorough search and interro- 
gation that could go on for days, it's important to 
remember that old adage "When in Rome, do as the 
Visigoths do." 


First, keep in mind that customs agents are 
watching you from the first moment they can. If 
you're waiting in a line of cars crossing the border 
from Mexico or Canada, look up to the mirrored 
windows of the customs buildings by the roadway. 
Look up and give them the finger, since these posts 
are manned by G-men looking for signs of smug- 
glers, wetbacks, communist bast — er, Moslem ter- 
rorists, Visigoths and all the rest of you. Since bor- 
der posts are built well within the limits of the 
United States, the government is free to outfit the 
roadways with microphones, cameras and other 
sensors to monitor what's going on in your car way 
before you pull up to the uniformed guards. 
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Same thing goes on an airplane, where stew- 
ardesses and other informants can note your behav- 
ior or even strike up a conversation with you. Some 
planes carry informants as a matter of policy; all 
they do is ride around on behalf of the government. 


So if you come by plane, make sure to blab what 
illegal thing you're doing or at least drop broad 
hints while talking to folks on the plane, or even in 
a car. If nothing else, do things like adjust your 
crotch slowly — then clumsily cover it up. Use the 
same technique that always fails when trying to 
pick your nose in a public place. Remember, you are 
being observed from the first conceivable moment. 


Remember, you are 
being observed from the 
first conceivable mo- 
ment. 


Your reputation may have preceded you if you 
got noticed spending a lot of money overseas (credit 
cards, checks, etc. can be a great tip off) or if you 
went anywhere suspicious. Don't forget, your pres- 
ence on the airplane was logged and reported the 
day you bought the ticket and confirmed when you 
boarded. Making a last-minute change gets logged, 
too. Making a last minute change can be plenty 
suspicious. 


But, of course, it's only once you get to the border 
that you'll see if you'll be waved through with a 
hearty "Anything to declare?" or ushered into the 
fun-carnival that is the world of almost limitless 
police power. Here you will experience first-hand 
what it's like to have no rights at all. 


Tactics that "shock 
the conscience" of even 
the most reactionary of 
American juries are al- 
lowed at the border. 


Customs and other border agents have the power 
to detain you for virtually as long as they want, do 
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not need to arrest you to hold you, won't advise you 
of any "rights" or legal options, and do not need 
probable cause or even any suspicion before doing 
extensive body cavity searches. Tactics that "shock 
the conscience" of even the most reactionary of 
American juries are allowed at the border. They can 
fluoroscope your innards, force you to barf, probe as 
deeply (and as often) into your butthole as they like 
and in many cases along the border at night, they 
can kill you. Some border agents have even been 
known to tread onto foreign territory to take out a 
non-American. 


The powers of a customs agent don't derive from 
any single body of law. They are firmly rooted in 
various pieces of legislation dating back from the 
cowboy days all the way up to recent laws govern- 
ing atomic secrets. A customs agent is empowered 
to seize and destroy anything he wants for any rea- 
son he wants. A customs agent is permitted to make 
the summary judgment that your shoes are contra- 
band and make you take them off and hand them 
over for disposal. He is permitted to look into any 
cavity in any person "or beast." Not only is the agent 
empowered to do all this, he is empowered to order 
you or anyone else nearby to help him do it. It is a 
federal misdemeanor for anyone within a three mile 
radius to refuse to come to the aid of a customs of- 
ficial "just doing his job." Thus, if the customs agent 
orders you to grab ahold of that steer while he 
shoves a tube up its ass, you must do it or pay a 
$200 fine. 


All this is possible because you are in a legal twi- 
light zone known as "the border." Here you are not 
legally in the United States, nor are you really in the 
country you just came from. In BorderLand your 
rights as an American or as anything else are non- 
existent. People at the border are here... but also not 
here. Even Amnesty International isn't looking for 
you. Imagine the fun! 


Best of all is the whole concept of what consti- 
tutes "the border." All throughout the various laws 
concerning border behavior, "the border" is never 
mentioned without the phrase "or its functional 
equivalent." 


"Functional equivalent" means of course that if 
your plane touches down in Chicago from France, 
you are legally at the border between two countries, 
even though, no physical border is there. Likewise, 
even though you may be a few miles inside the U.S. 
from the Canadian border — customs agents are 
still permitted to treat you as being at the border 


since you may not have crossed at an established 
checkpoint. 


In practice, the 
"functional equivalent" 
of the border has been 
interpreted to mean 
places as far as 100 
miles inside the U.S. 


In practice, the "functional equivalent" of the 
border has been interpreted to mean places as far as 
100 miles inside the U.S. In fact, the border's func- 
tional equivalent has been interpreted by various 
federal judges to mean just about anywhere a cus- 
toms agent is. His mere presence constitutes the 
border! Get near an immigrations or customs official 
and, presto, you're at the border! 


And, just as at the real border, the customs or 
immigration official retains many of his powers al- 
though sometimes he must be able to assert some 
reason for believing there is the possibility he has 
some business with you. Especially along the Mexi- 
can border, this is not hard to assert. In almost any 
airport, this is not hard to assert. 


I'm telling you this so in case you fail to arouse a 
G-man's suspicion as you pass through customs, 
you can go a few steps past the checkpoint, jump in 
the air and shout something like "Yippee, I made it 

through! I'll be rich!" 


Same thing goes if you're too poor to go abroad. 
This handy interpretation means you can just go 
tooling around rural areas in lots of states and still 
be treated as if you had come from overseas. 


But back to the border itself. 


One of the most cru- 
cial techniques for get- 
ting busted is to fit a 
"profile." 


One of the most crucial techniques for getting 
busted is to fit a "profile." Profiles are supposedly 
used by law enforcement professionals to help them 
identify likely suspects from all the innocent Joe 


Citizens swarming around the airport. In practice 
these profiles are mostly used to establish a kind of 
probable cause should the citizen ever object to his 
treatment as being too arbitrary. 


Profiles of course are kept highly secret but we 
can get a glimpse at the wide net they cast from 
court documents. Thus we know that one mark of a 
Suspect is someone who exits the plane from the 
front. We also know that the last people off a plane 
are under suspicion. And, in case smugglers try to 
get cute, getting off a plane from the middle has also 
been used as part of a legitimate profile. 


Shoulder bags are suspicious. Too much baggage 
is suspicious. Too little baggage is suspicious. Car- 
rying red American Tourister suitcases is suspi- 
cious. Making a phone call or exiting the airport 
soon after getting off ANY airplane (even domestic 
flights) is part of a profile. So is being alone. Having 
too much dirt/not enough dirt on your car. Making 
eye contact and not making eye contact have both 
been used as signs of a wrong-doer. 


Still the best is to be one of the first ones off the 
plane. Failing that, appear eager to get through. 
Raise yourself up on the balls of your feet slightly. 
Look frequently and fervently out to any group of 
waiting people but never show recognition (don't 
brighten up when you see Uncle Bob for instance). 
Although you may scan the crowd or feign interest 
in a warning poster, keep your main attention on 
the customs agents who will be searching you. But 
tear yourself away at the same time. 


The issue of eye contact is very important at the 
border. Those customs guys can see it in your eyes. 
You've got to project a total disrespect for and fear 
of authority. If you should happen to make eye con- 
tact, immediately avert your eyes then look back 
again before averting once more. Or else try to stare 
them down. Either one of these things is suspicious. 


Don't bother trying to flush out dogs with dope 
smell. Most of the dogs are busy sniffing cargo and 
they are not that reliable anyway. Sometimes they 
miss huge amounts of contraband and sometimes 
they "alert" on innocuous substances. Also, enough 
dope to alert a dog might be enough to get busted 
for (a little dab'll do ya). But, if you want to play the 
dog angle, rub some resin on the soles of your shoes 
the night before your flight and you should retain 
enough to set 'em off but not enough to test. 


Once you get to a border official, answer any 
questions quickly but vaguely. For instance, to the 
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question "Where did you go?", Say, "England, Ger- 
many, then back again. To England but a different 
town... just touring y'know?". This kind of response 
will be obvious bullshit. If you've been to a bunch of 
places, omit at least the most exotic from your list. 
When they examine your passport they're going to 
wonder why you didn't mention it. The more coun- 
tries you “forget” the better. As they turn each one 
up, admit to it and laugh nervously. 


In your suitcase have 
lots of unmarked bottles 
of unmarked pills. 


In your suitcase have lots of unmarked bottles of 
unmarked pills. Mix up the pills. When asked, say 
they are all for the same thing ("ahhh, those are for 
diarrhea, too"). Act annoyed if they continue ques- 
tioning you. 

Have a scrap of paper floating around in there 
with Arabic writing on it. Tell them you don't know 
what the hell it is. Pretend to pretend you cannot 
read it. Try to palm it right in front of him or her. 


Have a scrap of pa- 
per floating around in 
there with Arabic writ- 
ing on it. 


Oh yeah — get a her. Women can be really mean 
trying to prove they're one of the boys. If she's fat or 
unsightly, so much the better. Think to yourself 
"YOU are ugly, bitch." She'll hear it. 


Finally, remember where you're coming from. 
From Europe, they're not so concerned that you'll 
have marijuana or any other bulky substance as 
perhaps high grade heroin or other pharmaceuti- 
cals. They'll also be on the look-out for ideas. To get 
them going have a few short manuscripts in a for- 
eign language in your bags. Then have some 
schematic drawings turn up the deeper they search 
(flipping through a magazine, say). Have a radio 
that does not play. 


Once they find the slightest thing they think is 
interesting they'll take you away from the normal 
customs line and really search you. They will also 
begin to interrogate you while other cops consult 


the computer to see who you are and what you've 
done. Your chances of remaining in detention rise if 
you pop up for any reason. Having something sus- 
picious in your pocket will cause them to strip- 
search you. Having something hidden (in your shoe 
or underwear, say) will probably move them to dig 
in your asshole, vagina, or stomach. 


And the whole time they will be firing questions 
at you, making false statements designed to "trick" 
you into giving more information. Above all they 
will intimidate you by threatening to send you to 
jail, by pushing you around, by opening up per- 
sonal letters and reading them in front of you, per- 
haps smirking and sharing them with others. That's 
why you must carry a couple of love letters with 
you, so they can have a good time embarrassing 
you. 


If it looks like they're 
going to let you go and 
you're determined to 
stay in custody, ask if 
you couldn't please use 
the bathroom because 
you have to take a shit. 


If it looks like they're going to let you go and 
you're determined to stay in custody, ask if you 
couldn't please be allowed to use the bathroom be- 
cause you have to take a shit. This will be music to 
their ears — they will make you poo on a grate, then 
they will get out rubber gloves and inspect it. At 
this point it's OK to start ridiculing them, calling 
them scatophiles and sickos. They will retaliate by 
keeping you. Otherwise, make a big show of re- 
membering their names (ask for pen and paper to 
write these down with) and threaten to sue them or 
otherwise punish them. Tell them your daddy's 
rich. Say things like "You don't know who I am, do 
you?” and "T'll have you busted down to latrine duty 
if you don't let me out of here right now!" 


If that fails, start talking about your "rights." 
Steam will come out of their ears. 


Happy Trails! 
oeeoe3e#ee8 &©6hUhomhUcCOmhUC OMC~ Ohl 


It is 1993 and the general observation that the prac- 
tice of people submitting to work on a daily normalized 


basis is the primary motor reproducing the daily phe- 
nomena of society continues to be all too accurate. 


Part of these phenomena are the ideologies and 
| thinking about the process of social reproduction — the 
reflecting on the doing. Controlling these reflections 
through the division and specialization of knowledge has 
had a regulating effect determining what is and what is 
not suitable for framing as germane questions. An ex- 
ample of the latter is the question of what comes after the 
commerce-state-class form of power; or, what comes af- 
ter the rule of law? While these two questions may be on 
the tongues of many an anti-authoritarian, from the point 
of view of "maintaining order," these questions are best 
rendered irrelevant. This determination of relevance — in 
its turn — maintains the ongoing submission to the mis- 
erable confines of rank and work, not unlike the way the 
blinders keep a poor horse in a dumb race. 


Round and Round 


The Marxist discourse generally dismissed ideology 
as a peripheral, a "super-structural," aspect of social phe- 
nomena. Subsequent critiques of Marx, notably those of 
the Frankfurt school and the situationists, recognized a 
more essential function of ideology. Ideas and actions are 
never separate. Dreaming and thinking are also actions. 


First published in 1993 Fall Supplement 


Keating 


© 1993 


Arranging dreams and thoughts into systems of ideas or 
visions is another form of action. They are actions that 
are different from the "physical" action of the deed. An 
interrelation nevertheless obtains between them. It is a 
murky yet potent juxtaposition of a binary pair of oppo- 
sites. It was when Adorno tried to elucidate it, and it is 
even more so today. 


Social life in the ''first 
world" today is largely 
based on the ironic fear of 
the violence that its very 
own class structures pro- 
duce. 


Social life in the "first world" today is largely based 
on the ironic fear of the violence that its very own class 
structures produce. The rhetoric of racial types continues 
as a central explanation of violence. The concept of racial 
types is a categorical arrangement of difference that is 
especially suited, if not custom-made, for the divisions 
necessary to class structures. The idea here is that all 
structures have some kind of division. Not all societies 
have structures mind you. Ours still does. Think of a 
house. What holds up the second floor? It is usually some 
sort of support wall, i.e. a division. In a class structure 
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there are several divisions. In terms of power, there is the 
primary division of those that have and them that do not. 
The racial type is especially useful here for identification 
purposes. 


History, such as we 
know it, is the special device 
for maintaining the current 
divisions, and thus helps to 
produce the determination 
of relevance. 


History, such as we know it, is the special device for 
maintaining the current divisions, and thus helps to pro- 
duce the determination of relevance. It is especially use- 
ful as examples to be cited in the present for the pur- 
poses of upholding this or that body of law, government, 
or simply behavior. The familiar theme is as follows: 
"You want to know what happens when the law breaks 
down? Well, look at history." It is often violent. But that 
is not all it is. History is also always partial, always in- 
complete. It tends to leave out the best parts of the human 
story — those parts where people got away. 


History is directly linked to law. When law breaks 
down, or when law never existed, is when the writing of 
history — the documentation of activity — is absent or 
simply never was. That does not mean there is no activ- 
ity. It does not mean that it leaves no traces behind — it 
does. But for us flatlanders trained in obedience and con- 
formity to the rule of law, those traces are more prob- 
lematic than explanatory. Just like the brightness of a full 
moon blots out the stars around it, so too does the spec- 
tacular glow of our categories of thought — our epis- 
temic machines — block the full view of the other epis- 
temological figures: the heteroclites. If history breaks 
down, is it as if the law never was? There are blinders on 
our imaginations. It is said that if we remove them, the 
greater blindness may wreck our eyes with wonder. Is 
that really so bad? 


Aboriginal Lessons 


For example, there have been found at many archaeo- 
logical sites in the Northeastern Woodlands of North 
America such traces as to indicate the presence of an ex- 
tensive and quick network of exchange among indige- 
nous people here, just prior to the contact period (ca. 
1600 A.D.) and going back at least two centuries. The 
nature of this network continues to elude those scholars 
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laboring under today's social scientific frameworks of 
inquiry. In these woodlands, with these people, there was 
no commodification, there were no profits, and no prop- 
erty. These are the forces that animate modern networks 
of commerce. There are entire libraries boasting of the 
collective understanding of these three forces. But when 
confronted with the question of what the motor driving 
woodlands exchange was, the specialists generally shrug 
their shoulders and quickly move along. Or, if they try, 
they can only cast their answer in terms that make sense 
in their a priori epistemic assumptions, e.g. they were 
pre-capitalist: they were on their way to establishing 
statist institutions but got interrupted by their collision 
with Europe. Such assumptions are still widely held, and 
for good reason — they emphasize the class structures 
currently in place. The other idea — that woodlands ex- 
change was driven by a different kind of motor that can- 
not be explained within first world epistemic frameworks 
— emphasizes reciprocity, and as such must naturally be 
omitted from relevance. 


How To Play 


I now propose a new form of praxis, and one that is 
already beginning to be engaged in spontaneously and 
diversely. Adopting Bakunin's basic "revolutionary 
negation," that the urge to destroy is always already a 
creative urge; along with Proudhon's dictum "property is 
theft" and incorporating Durkheim's idea of the con- 
science collective (i.e., that complex of socio-cultural be- 
havioral codes that precede and inform the human that is 
born into it), I will outline a game of _histori- 
cal/ideological disruption for anti-authoritarians, to be 
played in those interludes between deeds. 


The object of this game, 
then, is to apply an emanci- 
patory epistemology (free- 
frame thinking, or as Feyer- 


abend puts it, "anything 
goes"') to the conscience 
collective through its venues 
of daily life. 


The object of this game, then, is to apply an emancipa- 
tory epistemology (free-frame thinking, or as Feyerabend 
puts it, "anything goes") to the conscience collective 


through its venues of daily life. In particular the venue of 
historical reference that both legal and political systems 
depend on is an especially febrile location favoring suc- 
cessful play. But so is a St. Patrick's Day parade (bring 
| back the snakes) or a night of playful mischief in the 
streets. Alas, so too is the workplace. 


Epistemology is the question about how knowledge is 
formed or produced. How do we know things? How do 
we explain that the knowledge of things changes? Vir- 
tually every statement involves a number of given as- 
sumptions. How do particular assumptions come to be 
accepted as given? Answering these questions involves 
digging into issues and forces rather primary but not 
readily apparent. Digging into them with Bakunin's revo- 
lutionary negation can be highly combustible, and just as 
j satisfying. 


Let's call this game Applied Systematic Entropy 
(ASE). Assume your lived experience is a temporary lo- 
cus through which many diverse historical forces pass 
and collide, more or less randomly or at the behest of 
some strange gods, violently or non-violently. The 
movement of these forces constitutes the historical pro- 

| cess. It is the active component of the conscience collec- 
| tive. Let's call this process a river. And into this river are 
innumerable other loci of experience from time im- 
memorial that alter the flow of the river in subtle and not- 
so-subtle ways. Your move is to place an altered locus 
into the river and observe the effects it makes. (Does it 
make enticing ripples? Does it make a huge jam, the kind 
that breaks bridges?) In choosing what locus to place 
where, you are guided by one rule — anything goes. That 
is it. Taking notes is a good idea. A robust anti-history 
will confound and evoke. It might not explain anything at 
all. Remember that the removal of the blinders, Blake's 
"bursting the mind-forg'd manacles," is the goal. Some- 
times explanations are not necessary to achieve this. 


Then the next player goes. The game continues until, 
as a result of the action between the placement of loci and 
the reaction of the river, either a general insurrection 
breaks out, or the ramparts of the sacred go flying into 
heaps of rubble, or a significant ideological disruption 
occurs. At that time, play is suspended and the game is 
over. A new game starts after the festivities have sub- 
sided, and the players are so inclined, comfortably situ- 
ated amongst the ruins of the former epoch. 


This unusual game has the architectural advantage of a 
framework for action that does away with the need for 
the kinds of unfortunate Christian appeals to morality and 
goodness that so many past dreamers have depended on 
| for their zeal and mania. It accommodates devils as well 
as angels. All you need for this game is some basic ac- 
quaintance with your own desires and a taste for heresy. 


As a result of this emancipated framework one is freed 
up from the highly constrained activism typical of U.S. 
dissent. For example, demonstrations and marches have 
generally taken place under the assumption that direct 
confrontation will pressure the government into acting in 
a more ethical or moral way. When playing ASE, one can 
operate under different assumptions, such as that covert 
sabotage might trigger a series of forces that break up the 
government, as well as giving you an immediate kick. Or 
that covert sabotage might start an ongoing public au- 
tonomous discourse. Because in ASE the epistemological 
assumptions are just game pieces, as opposed to unques- 
tioned moral foundations, they are much less precious 
and much more flexible. There is more room for sponta- 
neous effects and mutant development. This is also what 
makes it dangerous. ASE rides right through that strait 
where the Charybdis of fascism waits on one side, while 
the Scylla of insipid passivity lurks on the other. Any- 
thing can happen when anything goes. The whole thing 
hinges on the player's egoism, not the constraint of the 
Tule of laws. 


Anything can happen 
when anything goes. 


In the modern and post-modern world we can make the 
observation that many gloomy ideological clouds of capi- 
tal and Christianity regularly cover its entire surface, al- 
beit patchy in lots of places. Removing this cloud cover 
through a total critique has proven impractical. Leviathan 
lingers on. One alternative strategy that presents itself 
today is that of locally or nomad-like rending a part of 
this cloud into strange and wondrous contours that have 
an effect of overall or general disruption. It makes it rain. 
Or it forces the Spring. I have proposed Applied Sys- 
tematic Entropy (ASE) as a river-game that may serve 
this other strategy. I contend that this game is already 
being played under different names and in diverse cir- 
cumstances. 


The gamble of ASE is this: if you lose, you will make 
the cloud cover so heavy you can not move; or you may 
yourself be reified by the gloom. You might start a war. 


But if you win, you get away — to play another day.e 


As 
emancipated 


a result of this 
framework 
one is freed up from the 
highly constrained activism 
typical of U.S. dissent. 


And that's a... 
Double-duty sister's helper. 


Looks like a length of garden hose — with two 
spouts. 


Ha. 
Rubber? 
What else? 


Naked, except for their yellow latex gloves, they're 
sitting on the carpet, fingering the sister's helper. 


Voked, except hor their yellow latex 
gloves, they're sitting on the carpet, 
hingering the sister's helper. 


Feels almost real. 

It's better than real. 

And it goes... 

About a hundred and fifty miles an hour. 


I mean where? 
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Pass me the jelly. 


doing now? 


feet, do you? 


In your cavity and one of mine. 


One of yours? 

Yes. Any preference? 

It's all the same to you? 
Absolutely. 

Well how about back there? 


No problem. We'll screw the other prong in you. 


Long pause. 
Kind of snug, but interesting. 
"Interesting." Good word. Do you see what I'm 


What do you mean? 

I'm looking at your feet. 

How come? 

You walk barefoot a lot, right? 
I guess so. 


You don't have any cuts or abrasions on your 


Not that I know of. 
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Well, put these rubber booties on just in case. 
Tug on wy leh nipple ring with 
your latex glove. 


All right. You know, it's warm in here. 
It's the lights. We're being shot. 


Video'd? 
Like this? 

Exactly. 

Who by? Harder. 

Frothing-at-the-mouth fundamentalists. Who do — 
you think by? Harder. 

Friends? Like this? 

Right. Friends of the body. Ye-es. 

The subjugated, pricked, pierced, scarified, Is there a chip implanted in our nipple rings 
amputated, pissed-upon body? too? 


Now you're talking. Let's have a kiss. Of course. Here, I'll tug on yours. 


What's that in your mouth? Yow! That's neat. 
An oral dam. Just pretend it's not there. You're feeling it in both places? 
Yum. Peppermint. You mean... 


Your nipple and where the sister's helper's 
screwed into. 


Spearmint. The dam is flavored. 
Artificially, I bet. 


No. All natural. Absolutely. 
Hang on. Is that someone sitting by a console? Sighing, groaning... 
D ing? 
Yes. Our rubber sister's helper has chips 0 you smell something 
Like what? 


implanted in each prong. The technician's about to 


set them in motion. Ready? Sweet, but... funky. 


That's Frag-Corp. Our rapturous signs have 
voice-activated the fragrance. You like it? 


I guess. How'll it feel? 


Like the real deal. Only better. 


Signals the technician at the console who presses Is that "Corp" as in corporation? 


certain keys. No, as in body. Corpus, corpse... 


Whoa. 

You feeling it? 

I'll say. 

Rotate your hips. But don't let it slip out. 


Smells like someone's actual... emissions. 


I like it even better. But it sometimes takes a 


little while to get used to. 


You mean you've done this before? 


Well... 


Rotate your hips But dou't Cet it You led me to believe I was your first. 
stip sul. 


Hang on. If you believed that, it was your own 
doing. I didn't... 


I guess I'm old-fashioned, but when you 
touched my cheek with the back of your latex glove 


It's too snug to slip out, believe me. 
: : in the tavern on the green — 


Tug on my left nipple ring with your latex 


Lo] It was astroturf. 
glove. 
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And then displayed the tip of your tongue... 
Maybe that wasn't even your tongue. 


It was the oral dam. 
You wear that even in bars? 


To be honest, it depends what I'm drinking. The 
dam is mint-flavored, okay? Mint and scotch — or 
bourbon — don't go well together. But mint and a 
medium dry white wine are fine. 


It's unreasonable, I know, to expect sexual 
loyalty in this day and age. But I'm an idealist. 


And I admire you for it. 
Just as long as you're not promiscuous. 


Not at all. Now would you take a deep breath 
and relax. 


Okay... What's that? 
What? 


When I breathed it tasted almost like cannabis, 
sucked deep into my lungs. 


Right. Inhalations of four seconds or longer ac- 
tivate a cannabis-like emission, to use your word. 


It's not real pot? 
Real pot is illegal, lover. 
But it sort of feels the same. 


That's right. It heightens the sex. Now pull on 
this nipple ring with your right glove, and put the 
middle finger of your left glove here. 


That's night. It heightens the sex. 
How pull on this nipple ring with 
your right glove, aud put the middle 
binger of your Left glove kere. 


There? 

No. 

There? 

Almost. Little lower. 
There? 

Higher. Tiny bit higher. 
There? 


Ye-es. 
That's music. 


Exactly. When you touched me down there with 
your left middle finger it activated the music. 


Beatles. 
The White Album. Are you pleased? 
Well, to be honest... 


Okay, spread your right leg a little more. Take 
my left middle gloved finger and move it... there. 


Sonny and Cher? 
Right. You're pleased? 


It's perfect. I love them. You know, since she had 
all those tucks and lifts and he became the 
Republican mayor of Palm Springs, it hasn't been 
the same. But their early stuff... 


Was funky. 
And sensitive. 


Exactly. Okay, we've got our micro-environment 
in good shape. Let's get it on! 


But what happens when we, you know, cum? 
Have our orgasms? 


What happens? 

Right. 

You stick your tongue in my oral dam and 
whisper languidly: "Was it good for you?" I nod my 
head and stroke your chest with my left gloved 


hand. Then we lie on our backs and share a 
cigarette. 


You stick your toxgue in my oral 
dam oud whisper Canguiddy: "Was 
it good for you?" | nod my head 
aud stroke your chest with my Qebt 
gloved kand, Ther we lie on owr 
backs and share a cigarette. 


Nicotine-less? 


Absolutely. @ 


Jed A hid 


WITHTHE’ COMING. 


What makes a joke funny is its ability to mirror 
reality. The old line "The Bill of Rights — Void 
Where Prohibited By Law" will thus draw a grin 
from those not totally depressed from the reality it 
is based on. In actual fact today we retain but a 
| ghost of the rights fought for by the founding 
fathers of this once great land. The sad truth is that 
this process is far from complete. I can see no other 
end than Socialism down the road we are being led. 


In actual fact today we — 
_ retain but a ghost of the & 
s rights fought for by the & 
founding fathers of this : 
j once great land. 
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The good news is that you don't have to let this 
affect you. Men are held in bondage more by their 
own will than by the hand of another. If you submit 
meekly to the dictate of a fictitious power then all is 
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lost for you. Yet, if you refuse to bend to the will of 
others and always assert that the individual will is 
the supreme force of any social group, then none 
may ever rule you. The government is a fictitious 
creation given life by those who cannot bear the 
thought of conducting their lives on their own ac- 
cord. 

The one universal truth in regards to social con- 
tract is that all men are born beholden to no law 
other than the demand that they respect the 
property rights of others. You may take no man's 
property, which includes his time. We all have but a 
certain period of time, and its theft is akin to 
shortening one's life. You as an individual have the 
moral right to ignore all man-made laws that 
contradict this universal truth. 

Those man-made laws can be anything. Taxes. 
Jury duty. Business regulations. Drug prohibition. 
Gun control. 

Throughout time rulers have tried to keep 
weapons out of the hands of their subjects. A slave 
with a weapon could make himself a free man. The 
best description ever given as to why man must al- 
ways arm himself even if that action was prohibited 
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is, simply — "God Created Man, Colonel Colt Made 
Them Equal." A man who is able to defend himself 
against the immoral actions of groups or other in- 
dividuals will always remain free. 
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Our Founding Fathers may not have been able to 
conceptualize our country existing without a gov- 
ernment. In this we can forgive them. The document 
they produced is second to none in its recognition of 
the individual. Today's politicians who trample this 
in both its spirit and its content are little more than 
thugs and crooks. Use this provided knowledge to 
thwart their plans to advance the collective over the 
individual. 

This report is presented in two parts. The first 
covers actions you may wish to undertake as a 
preparation towards the inevitable gun regulation 
and/or control. The second is a description of tactics 
which may prove useful in procuring arms after 
controls are mandated. Some ideas may overlap. 
Use this as a guide to think of new means to deny 
the slavemasters new victims. 


PRE-CONTROL PROCUREMENT 


#1 Private Sales 


Private sales transactions are one of the best ways 
to acquire firearms and leave no paper trail. In most 
states there are no barriers to this procedure. In 
other more Socialist states this practice is frowned 
upon as anti-One World Orderish. The People's Re- 
public of California for one does not take kindly to 
its worker drones exhibiting any kind of individual- 
istic characteristics. However, as the new elitists 
daydream in their ivory towers the mass of intelli- 
gent life forms below go about cheerfully breaking 
as many immoral laws as they deem fit. 

It can't be that difficult to find a trusted acquain- 
tance that is willing to sell a firearm "under the 
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table," as it were. If you are a social outcast or deem 
it prudent to trust no one, the solution would be to 
go into another state that has no restrictions against 
private sales. My location in South Lake Tahoe, 
California puts me about an hour's drive from Reno, 
Nevada. As Reno hosts many gun shows, it would 
be quite simple for me to drive over and complete a 
buy in a matter of hours. Of course, as soon as I 
crossed the state line on the way back I would auto- 
matically be guilty of several Federal offenses. A 
more subtle approach would be for me to go over to 
Reno and complete a buy out of the paper's classi- 
fied ads. I don't know if ATF agents routinely go to | 
gun shows, but why take a risk? 

If you are surrounded by states which copied 
yours in gun restrictions, I would suggest you move 
to a friendlier political climate. 

Remember that you are purchasing a firearm 
with the purpose of leaving no paper trail. If you 
know the seller you had better be sure he won't 
break under pressure and nark on you in interroga- 
tion. This may sound far fetched and paranoid, but 
remember that we have no experience living in a 
police state. If you assume that your new masters 
have limited powers you may end up unpleasantly 
surprised. 


= Private sales transactions | 
= are one of the best ways : 
= to acquire firearms and | 


= leave no paper trail. 
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#2 Black Market 


Acquiring a firearm on the black market is going 
to be one of the more dangerous means of procure- 
ment available. Granted, you're not exactly doing a 
kilo coke buy, but there are risks nonetheless. 

The black market is merely that moral business 
which has been driven underground by govern- 
ment. To be exact, I should refer to this as the under- 
ground economy, as most will associate black 
market with crime. To me black market is any moral 
"illegal" action, whereas any immoral "illegal" ac- 
tion is just crime. To lump victimless crime in with 
immoral acts also known as crimes is an injustice. 

Just be aware that the old hippie that used to deal 
grass is more often than not being replaced by 
young punks who will care not a wit as to your 
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physical health after a business transaction. 

Ask around amongst your friends as to whether 
they "know friends who know other friends, etc." If 
by this method you are unable to find a source, the 
next step would be to go on a recon down in the bad 
sections of town. More often than not you will be 
approached with offers of drug buys. Politely de- 
cline and inquire if you may instead purchase a 
firearm. 

Keep in mind that you are facing several 
obstacles that you must be aware of. First and 
foremost is the seller's desire to get the best possible 
deal, even if this requires fraud or attack. Just like 
with an animal, if it smells fear you are lunch meat. 
Secondly, you may run into an undercover police 
officer. The answer to both of these dilemmas is to 
carry a firearm that you already own, and be willing 
to use it. This may sound stupid, as you may be 
unwilling to kill for the mere possession of a gun, 
let alone kill a cop. However, if you place any 
importance in Owning a weapon to protect your 
freedom in the future, you will not let this stop you. 
A police officer is a working instrument of the 
oppressive criminal gang known as government, 
and he would not lose a moment's rest knowing he 
was responsible for your incarceration over a moral 
action which was nevertheless deemed illegal. 
Looking at it from a logical standpoint, no being has 
the right to interfere in any moral action you may 
undertake. If he does, you are within your moral 
rights to defend yourself. Just keep in mind not to 
get caught, as the socialist drones who will try you 
have not broken out of their conditioning to accept 
logical thinking. 


#3 Fake I.D. 


The majority of systems for alternate identifica- 
tion operate under the assumption that the ID you 
will be using must withstand the scrutiny of gov- 
ernment employees and computer checks. If you 
live in or near a state that has no other restrictions 
on firearm purchases than to provide proof of 
residency, you will be able to acquire a firearm with 
relative ease. 

Under an alternate ID system your papers must 
be in order over a long period of time. They must be 
able to withstand computer searches and possibly 
detailed investigation. When buying a firearm in a 
locale which requires no waiting period, all you 
must do is provide identification which passes vi- 
sual inspection, to satisfy the dealer that you are 


who you say you are, and to relieve him of any 
worries about complying with the law. 

There is too much concern about the ATF and 
heavy sentences for many dealers to think about 
breaking the law. When you purchase a firearm un- 
der this method, act as if you are the most law- 
abiding citizen around. Do not expect a dealer to 
sympathize with your plight and risk his neck for 
you. 

Pick the state you will be acquiring your ID from 
and then proceed to another for your birth certifi- 
cate. Pick a state which does not store birth and 
death certificates together, if you want to use a dead 
person's records. If not, try to pick a person that will 
not cause you problems in your task. Picking a 
small county resident that was born there and still 
lives there is a bad idea. Since everybody knows 
everybody else you may get ina sticky situation. Go 
to where county records are kept or whatever 
location birth records are stored and under guise of 
family research pick that certificate which roughly 
matches your age and physical appearance. Acquire 
a copy and proceed to the next state. 

With birth certificate in tow go to the Motor Ve- 
hicle Department and apply for a photo ID. Not a 
drivers license, but an ID card. If they ask, tell them 
you don't drive. The reason for this is you don't 
want to explain why you are just now getting a li- 
cense if you are 32 years old. Besides, why would 
anyone but a masochist want to go through a driv- 
ing test? 

With a fake address on your new ID you are now 
a legal resident of your liberal gun law state. 
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#4 Alternatives To Modern Arms 


If you are able to stretch your definition of a 
firearm to include antique weapons, you open your 
options slightly. Black powder arms are exempt 
from federal paperwork, as are any firearms manu- 
factured before a certain date. I believe that is 1895, 
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but I can't be certain. In Shotgun News there are 
companies advertising such weapons and you may 
clarify the date through their ad copy. If ordering 
either type, for God's sake use an assumed name 
and a private mail box service. No sense being 
careless. 

The obvious drawback to this system is imprac- 
ticality and high price in the case of black powder 
arms and high ammo cost and lack of replacement 
parts in the case of surplus antique arms. If you are 
skilled in gunsmithing the antique weapons should 
pose little problem. If you are skilled in black pow- 
der arms, their difficulties will not be insurmount- 
able. 

Next we go into the gray area of non-explosive 
propellant weapons, such as crossbows and such. I 
will not dwell on such possibilities, as I do not think 
of these weapons as practical for concealment and 
use by an amateur. 


#5 Hand Me Downs 


If you are lucky enough to be given a firearm that 
was owned by a parent or grandparent, you may 
have no worries. The chances of the Feds uncover- 
ing and tracking such old sales are remote. 


ibe given a firearm that 
j= was owned by a parent or 
= grandparent, you may 
| have no worries. 
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Have ammo for these weapons now. Don't wait 
for obscure ammo to disappear, or new for that mat- 
ter. Ammo may be your weak point. Stock up now 
while there are no controls. 


#6 Manufacture 


This may be pushing the realms of the possible, 
but if you have the talent and desire why not manu- 
facture your own gun? Kurt Saxon, P.O. Box 95, 
Alpena, AR 72611 sells a publication called The Poor 
Man's James Bond #4 for $20.00 postage paid which 
includes in it a complete reprint of a 1933 guide to 
modern gun manufacture. It's a beauty. What the 
hell, nothing could be further from leaving a paper 
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trail, not to mention the economic possibilities after 
controls. 


POST-CONTROL PROCUREMENT 


#1 Black Market 


Illegal transactions will differ little from the pre- 
vious section's description, with the additional note 
to take extra precautions. When a crime is of 
marginal illegality the type of criminal class drawn 
to it is rather mild. When an activity is severely 
punished and more difficult to conduct, a more vio- 
lent type is drawn to it. This is not a hard and fast 
rule, but rather a good guideline. Rather than taking 
a chance, assume that in a situation of severe gun 
control the criminals involved in supplying illegal 
guns will be rather violent and difficult to do busi- 
ness with. In this situation I would certainly be 
armed prior to conducting any business transaction. 
A grenade might be nice if you can get one. 


Assume that in a situation = 
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#2 Theft and Tactical Procurement 


It may be wise to emulate guerrilla fighters and 
procure weapons from your enemy. You start with 
booby traps, antique weapons, or whatever may be 
on hand, and utilize these weapons to take what 
you need from soldiers you have just killed. 


= It may be wise to emulate & 
= guerrilla fighters and pro- E 
= cure weapons from your = 
j= enemies. | 
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In the possible future we might face this which 
may include our military forces as well as law 
enforcement officers. I certainly do not advocate 
killing cops for their weapons, but in a situation in 
which guns are outlawed we will certainly be in a 
totalitarian state, whereas I will abandon my live 
and let live attitude and regard all military /police 
as agents of the oppressive state and act to defend 
my freedom. Just remember that when we fought 
for our independence the rebels were regarded as 
traitors to their legal government. 


Our system of government was founded on the 
principles of minimal government rule and personal 
and economic freedom. This was subjugated many 
years ago. Our present government is corrupt and 
illegitimate, and any actions against it and its agents 
are morally correct. 


Moving on towards more pleasant subjects is the 
method of theft to procure arms. There are many 
examples of this past and present. The 1960s were 
full of National Guard armory raids by militants. 
The military has a regular leakage of "lost" arms. 
Years ago I heard rumors that on military bases 
open to the public there were reports of armed 
individuals taking soldiers' M-16's by force as they 
were on exercises. Remember the movie Assault on 
Precinct 13? Rent it at your video store. It may give 
you ideas on taking control of a police station. The 
police have lots of fine weapons, especially now that 
they have convinced themselves that they need 
heavy weapons to combat drug dealers. 
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® The 1960s were full of § 
= National Guard armory 
= raids by militants. 


Let us pray that we never have a situation where 
we must have another revolution. Frankly the idea 
does not appeal to me at all, as I would rather bring 
up my family in peace. However, I will also be 
unwilling to turn my family over to an immoral 
state which will treat them ill. A totalitarian state 
will rule every aspect of your life and if you think 
they will be better off if you did nothing to stop the 
spread of such an organization, you are sadly mis- 
taken. 


#3 Manufactured Weapons 


When guns are outlawed it is open for debate if 
they will also suppress free speech. Assume that 
they will, and act accordingly. Now is a good time 
to purchase books on guerrilla warfare, improvised 
explosives, boobytraps, improvised weapons, alter- 
nate ID, etc. The information you learn could help 
immensely in your quest for modern arms. Plastic 
explosive would be very helpful in any number of 
instances. 

The information from those sources could very 
well be more important than gun ownership itself, 
but we will not get into that in this article. Besides, 
nothing quite beats a small arms weapon in defend- 
ing yourself against those nocturnal state security 
visits. 

TM 31-210 Improvised Munitions Handbook is a 
good guide for manufacturing pipe guns. I would 
recommend you get a copy. A word of caution — 
get the ammo now, even if you don't build a pipe 
gun now. Ammo may be highly taxed or controlled 
along with guns, rather than be outlawed. This 
would be the smart way for the government to do it, 
as we have become used to higher and higher taxes, 
and would most likely be accepted without much of 
a fuss. Ammo is a lot harder to manufacture than 
guns. Get it now while you can. 


Ammo is a lot harder to = 
manufacture than guns. : 
= Get it now while you can. 
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That's it for now. I hope I have been instructive. 
Please contact me with any ideas/critiques.® 
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spectre haunts the modern world. It is the spectre of 

the gift. Everywhere the fight goes on, to get people 

to respect property, and to accept the miseries that 

come with such respect, such as work, destitution, 

and injustice. It is an endless fight by necessity. The 
minute it ceases, or weakens (e.g., gets caught on videotape), 
people break out into activities of an altogether different na- 
ture. They riot, and they loot. They relieve things of their fixed 
commodity values. The redistribution of these relieved things 
does not take the form of a sale, nor even a trade. Without a 
fixed price, they can only be considered as gifts. 


Everywhere the fight 
goes on to get people to 
respect property, and 


to accept the miseries 
that come with such re- 


spect, such as work, 
destitution, and injus- 
tice. 


Many societies throughout the world practiced their entire 
economic activities along the lines of gift-exchanges, the most 
famous of which is the potlatch.! As the modern societies con- 
tinue to approach total collapse, we see an interesting trend 
developing. Potlatching is making a comeback! This was re- 
cently demonstrated in 1992 in South-Central Los Angeles, 
when more than twelve-thousand people took to the streets to 
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express themselves through the destruction of great amounts of 
accumulated wealth. 


Dan Cranmer’s 
Potlatch 


Around Christmas in 1921, a Nimkish Kwakiutl fellow 
named Dan Cranmer hosted a six-day potlatch at Village Is- 
land, near Alert Bay in the Canadian province of British 
Colombia.2 The occasion was that of his marriage. Cranmer, 
being true to his Kwakiutl traditions, planned to celebrate the 
event with a long feast during which he would give everyone 
gifts. Some three-hundred guests (fellow Kwakiutls) were on 
hand to witness and receive Cranmer's giving away of all his 
accumulated wealth. 

Cranmer reportedly started out on the first day by receiv- 
ing much of this wealth from his wife's family (like a dowry). 
That night there was a dance. The next day he gave away 
twenty-four canoes, pool tables for two chiefs, four gasoline 
boats, and another pool table. He gave away blankets, 
gaslights, violins and guitars, kitchen utensils and three- 
hundred trunks. Women were given bracelets, shawls and 
dresses. Sweaters and shirts were given to youngsters, and 
coins were thrown in the air for children to collect. Another 
dance was held afterwards. He did not remember what he did 
on the third day (perhaps he was in a swoon). During the fourth 
day he gave away sewing machines, gramophones, bedsteads, 
and bureaus, along with more boxes and trunks. On the fifth 
day he gave away cash. And on the sixth he gave away about 
1000 sacks of flour, each worth three dollars (a lot of money in 
1921), as well as some sugar. It was one of the largest pot- 
latches on record. 


Although it sounds like a good time for everyone, Cran- 
mer's potlatch was in fact against the law, and he, along with 
fifty other Kwakiutls, had criminal charges brought against 
them as a result. Twenty-two of those people were imprisoned 
for two months, and the rest were given suspended sentences 
on the condition that they surrender all their potlatch gear, 
which included dance masks, ceremonial whistles, and 
plaques of beaten coppers (known as "coppers"). 


Many societies 
throughout the world 
practiced their entire 


economic activities 
along the lines of gift- 
exchanges, the most 


famous of which is the 
potlatch. 


The law Cranmer had violated is known as Canada’s In- 
dian Act of 1885, which specifically made any potlatching 
illegal. The reasoning behind this act was produced by a typi- 
cal blend of missionary and governmental rationales which 
had as their goal the assimilation of Aboriginals into modern 
society, and the extinction of their cultures. The motives be- 
hind these goals were hardly just misguided altruism. In real- 
ity, the Canadian government (as did the American govern- 
ment) was seeking the absolute extension of the rule of prop- 
erty. Potlatching was a threat to this rule because among other 
things, potlatching was an economic system of distribution 
that followed along communal lines. It took commodities and 
turned them into gifts, thus mocking the entire system of capi- 
talist production. Potlatch destroys property. It is the old story 
of the "lazy Indian," the one who is indolent and thriftless. 
The big project was figuring out how to get these people to 
work. Forcing practices of private property on them seemed 
the obvious choice. Potlatching was perceived by Canadian 
legislators as a "mania," an "insane exuberance of generos- 
ity"> that had to be stopped. Cranmer might as well have gone 
a-looting. 


The Nature Of 
Potlatch 


otlatching is but one form of an economic system 
that is based not on barter or sale, but is based on 
compulsory gift-giving. We now know that various 
forms of the gift economy existed all over the 

world. 
Most of the Aboriginal tribes living along the Northwest 
Pacific coast of North America potlatched.4 Formally speak- 
ing, a potlatch was a gathering of people on any number of 


occasions, including birth, puberty, marriage or death. During 
these gatherings there would be feasting, dancing, and the re- 
distribution of property or its destruction. 

In these societies, children were raised with the idea of 
the gift firmly implanted in their worldview. For example, | 
Franz Boas observed that when a Kwakiutl child is born, it is 
first given the name of the birthplace, which it keeps for about 
a year. Then a relative of the child gives a paddle or a mat to 
each of the clan members to mark the occasion of his second 
name. When a boy reaches puberty, he takes his third name, 
by distributing gifts to everyone in his clan. It is in effect, his 
first potlatch. He is usually assisted in this ceremony by rela- 
tives, especially the nobility.5 

During the bigger potlatches, the Yaoks and the Maxwas, 
property would be distributed by the host to his guests in be- 
tween the dancing and the feasting. This was the general 
mechanism by which he acquired rank and status within his 
society. The status of the host gift-giver was directly propor- 
tional to his capacity for gift-giving. The greater the gift, the 
greater the status of the giver. But wait! As Mary Douglas put 
it, there are no free gifts! Every gift given carried with it the 
obligation to reciprocate, often with 100% interest. Today's 
potlatch guest would be tomorrow's potlatch host. Potlatching 
thus generated rivalry between status-seekers (typically the 
big chiefs) as each one tried to outdo the other in their capac- 
ity to give everything away. At times these contests would 
escalate to the point where the distribution of property became 
inadequate for the expression of a chief's disregard for wealth 
and property. The next step would be to actually destroy prop- 
erty, often by burning it up. He might burn up his canoes, or 
his house, or the entire village. He might break his coppers 
and throw them in the sea. He might cut the throats of his 
slaves. All this he would do in full view of his guests, and 
usually with the complete approbation of his clan. Throughout 
the goal was to flatten his rival's rank and enlarge his own. 
The "winner" of such a contest is not just the individual 
potlatcher, but also the dead from whom the potlatcher claims 
hereditary title, as well as the living clan of the potlatcher. 

Marcel Mauss first noted the underlying principles of the 
gift in Northwest Coast Potlatch and then discovered its occur- 
rence in varying forms at diverse locations, including 
Malaysia, Melanesia, Polynesia, Africa, North America, an- 
cient Rome, as well as the ancient Indo-European world. Be- 
cause of the rivalrous and ecstatic nature of potlatch, what 
Benedict thought of as the Dionysian ethos,® Mauss referred to 
Potlatch as an "agonistic"” form of the gift economy. His gen- 
eral characterization of the gift economy is as a "system of 
total services." He describes this system as: 

"First it is not individuals, but collectivities that impose 
obligations of exchange and contract upon each other. The 
contracting parties are legal entities: clans, tribes, and families 
who confront and oppose one another either in groups who 
meet face to face in one spot, or through their chiefs, or in 
both these ways at once. Moreover, what they exchange is not 
solely property and wealth, movable and immovable goods, 
and things economically useful. In particular, such exchanges 
are acts of politeness: banquets, rituals, military services, 
women, children, dances, festivals, and fairs, in which eco- 
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nomic transaction is only one element, and in which the pass- 
ing on of wealth is only one feature of a much more general 


and enduring contract."8 


If excess is a basic bio- 
logical factor, then we 
have to deal with it 
one way or another. 
There appear to be two 
basic responses that 
humans have _ made: 
either reciprocating 


the excess, by adapting 
their lifestyles to the 
condition of luxurious 
exuberance, or by 
somehow’ eliminating 


of 


the conditions 
continual excess. 


The central question posed by Mauss is this: "What rule 
of legality and self-interest [in a gift economy]... compels the 
gift that has been received to be obligatorily reciprocated? 
What power resides in the object given that causes its recipi- 
ent to pay it back?"? 

What Mauss demonstrates and Bataille greatly amplifies 
is that the essence of this contract holds that things contain an 
animated force, and that this force produces both social soli- 
darity as well as the obligation to reciprocate. The Maori word 
for it is Hau, or the spirit of the thing given. Tamati Ranaipiri, 
a Maori, explained the nature of the Hau: 

“Let us suppose that you possess a certain article (taonga) 
and that you give me this article. You give it to me without 
setting a price on it. We strike no bargain about it. Now, I give 
this article to a third person who, after a certain lapse of time, 
decides to give me something as payment in return (utu). He 
makes a present to me of something (Taonga). Now, this 
Taonga that he gives me is the spirit (Hau) of the Taonga that 
I had received from you and given to him. The Taonga that I 
received for the Taonga (which came from you) must be re- 
turned to you. It would not be fair (tika) on my part to keep 
these Taonga for myself, whether they were desirable (rawe) 
or undesirable (kino). I must give them to you because they 
are a Hau of the Taonga that you gave me. If I kept this other 
Taonga for myself, serious harm might befall me, even death. 
This is the nature of the Hau, the Hau of personal property, 
the Hau of the Taonga, the Hau of the forest."!° 


Gift Economy vs. 
Modern Economy 


or the longest time, economic evolution was 

thought of as a single one-way progression from 

barter to sale and money, and lastly evolving into 

credit. Those societies that did not display any of 

these characteristics were thought of as backward, 

simple, and without any kind of market. However, 
the discovery of gift economies calls this entire trajectory into 
question. For gift economies are largely devoid of barter or 
sale, yet they operate on a complex credit system. Furthermore 
they definitely operate within a market setting. It is the rules 
of exchange that are different. Finally, the incentives of self- 
interest are fully operational in gift economies. The absolute 
sovereignty of the individual self is maintained in a system 
that can only be called communal. 

It is precisely the Hau that modern economics cannot rec- 
ognize, and this is the critical difference between the two sys- 
tems. The Hau is not just a superstitious fancy, but is in fact 
an ecological ethic of total interrelatedness which is supported 
by contemporary physics and biology, most notably in Chaos 
theory, with its well-known statement that the fluttering of a 
butterfly's wings in China today will affect the weather over 
Seattle next week.!! Perhaps the Hau is best expressed 
through Bataille's theory of General Economy. This theory 
starts from a general perspective: how is life possible? Is it 
possible to speak of the flow of living matter in general? 
Bataille explains that "A movement is produced on the surface 
of the globe that results from the circulation of energy at this 
point in the universe." The connection with economics, is that 
"the economic activity of men appropriates this movement, 
making use of the resulting possibilities for certain ends." The 
problem, especially for modern economics, is that this move- 
ment has a pattern and laws of which the men who appropriate 
it are unacquainted. !2 

This movement is the animating. force, what Dylan 
Thomas called "The force that through the green fuse drives | 
the flower." Bataille's basic observation is that all organisms 
are provided with more energy than they need to stay alive. 
This surplus of energy (which he terms wealth) can be used 
for the growth of the organism, or system. If the system can no 
longer grow, or if the surplus cannot be absorbed into the 
growth, it must be destroyed, spent and lost, one way or an- 
other, willingly or unwillingly, and entirely without profit. 
This is what is willingly and lavishly done in potlatch. While 
this might seem straightforward enough, it is anathema to 
classical economic theories such as drive modern economies. 
It is not rational. It is paradoxical, but so is life. 

In Bataille's theory, life on Earth is first and foremost 
characterized by the superabundance of energy freely given to 
it by the Sun. This superabundance carries over into the ev- 
eryday activities of humans. The problem of life then is not 
that of scarcity, but of excess. Organisms have had to evolve 
mechanisms for squandering and destroying this excess, this 
accursed share. These are mechanisms of luxury. Eating, 


death and sexual reproduction constitute the three luxuries of 
nature. As any cellular biologist can tell you, none of these 
three luxuries is necessary for there to be life. 


In the modern econ- 
omy, surplus’ value 
(i.e.. energy) is not 
publicly squandered in 
a collective festival or 
sacrifice in which all 
take part. It is instead 
accumulated by _ the 
small number of 
people who constitute 
the upper classes. 


If excess is a basic biological factor, then we have to deal 
with it one way or another. There appear to be two basic re- 
sponses that humans have made: either reciprocating the ex- 
cess, by adapting their lifestyles to the condition of luxurious 
exuberance, or by somehow eliminating the conditions of 
continual excess. 

The conquest of nature that was attempted in North 
America (sixteenth century up to present) by the nascent mod- 
ern economies can be seen as one long attempt at erasing such 
excess. In this case it was the excess of wilderness, as well as 
those people who were integrated in this excess, with their 
"insane exuberances of generosity" that were the potlatches, to 
say nothing of the hundreds of other "pagan" practices 
throughout the continent. Such practices were generally 
thought of by the missionaries and the various governments as 
preventive of acquiring "civilization." They were probably 
right. Clastres demonstrated that stateless societies generally 
deployed built-in sociocultural mechanisms that prevented the 
development of coercive forces such as needed for the exis- 
tence of the State.!3 

In contrast, the inclusion of the Hau in one's economic 
considerations by definition demands a reciprocal participa- 
tion in a wild, luxurious exuberant world peopled by interre- 
lating creatures that are not even always humans. For humans 
are not the only ones in "the flow of living matter in gen- 
eral."!4 It is no surprise that the dead play a significant, if not 
central, role in virtually every potlatch. Here we arrive at a 
different understanding of wealth (and perhaps the meaning of 
life), not as the force or right to continually acquire and accu- 
mulate energy, but as the ability to squander and consume its 
excess in a festive way. From the standpoint of modern econ- 
omy, this appears insane. Yet from the standpoint of both gift 
economy and general economy, the endless development of 
productive forces (which is, after all, the goal of the modern 


economy) is not only mad, it is doomed. It does not fully 
reckon with the energy it seeks to appropriate, and will likely 
be consumed by it as a result. 

In the modern economy, surplus value (i.e., energy) is not 
publicly squandered in a collective festival or sacrifice in 
which all take part. It is instead accumulated by the small 
number of people who constitute the upper classes. This ac- 
cumulation is then appropriated for further development of 
productive forces, which in turn generate ever greater amounts 
of surplus, and for which a further accumulation is attempted. 
When these attempts fail, as they constantly do today, the 
pressures of the surplus begin to burst the seams of the sys- 
tem. At those times, there is nothing to enhance solidarity. 
There is no Hau. There are only armies of police to hold to- 
gether a society bereft of any other commonly-held self-inter- 
ests. The society undergoes what it could otherwise bring 
about in a better way. Thus, instead of regular communal de- 
structions of property (e.g., burning down the schools every 
five years), we have international wars. 

The history of the State, or "civilization", is the history of 
such accumulation. Even Henry Kissinger has been able to see 
that "every civilization that has ever existed has ultimately 
collapsed." Could it be that the reason is because these soci- 
eties closed their eyes and souls to the excess of nature and in 
so doing somehow hoped to overcome it? 


The Gift-Exchange 
At Christmas 


t is not too gross a generalization to say that the 

gift-exchange at Christmas is a faint, schizy echo 

of those human epochs when the total system of 

social, cultural and economic exchanges took the 

form of gift-exchanges. As such it is something of 
a mockery of what the gift is all about. It is small wonder that 
suicides occur with greater frequency during Christmas. It is 
generally at this time when people are culturally compelled to 
make some kind of attempt at human intimacy, some kind of 
effort to express or feel the interrelatedness between people. 
But because of the nature of human interactions in the context 
of modern economies — which prevail during the rest of the 
year — these efforts are usually consigned to either the paltry 
exchange of commodities, or the rather painful realization that 
there is very little intimacy possible in the given 
circumstances. People may mean well when they engage in 
reciprocal gift exchanges at this time, but all they are really 
exchanging are images of reciprocity. 


Rioting And Looting As A Return 
To Our Potlatch Roots 


Americans today generally think the intentional destruc- 
tion of property is a bad thing. When rioters and looters take 
to the streets, people generally agree that society is breaking 
down. Those people caught rioting and looting get put in 


prison. Laws are made against such actions. The same goes for 
the rest of the modern world. Yet within the context of gift 
economies like potlatch, such actions were not only held in 
high regard, they enhanced social solidarity. Although the 
contexts in which potlatching went on are very different from 
the context in which the LA riots of 1992 took place, there is a 
common ground. That ground is the necessity to squander the 
surplus. In one case the forcing pressure is custom, in the 
other it is injustice. The point is that they are both pressures 
demanding the destruction of property through its redistribu- 
tion or outright elimination. 


It seems’ reasonable 
that the gift economy 
is a far more prefer- 
able mechanism for 
our material activi- 
ties. It offers the 
advantages of indivi- 
dual autonomy, a flex- 
ible market for ex- 
change, but without 


all the problems that 


come with com- 
modities, like work. 


his pressure will make itself felt one way or 
another. With the knowledge of the gift and the 
accursed share, it seems reasonable that the gift 
economy is a far more preferable mechanism for 
our material activities. It offers the advantages of 
individual autonomy, a flexible market for exchange, but 
without all the problems that come with commodities, like 
work. Going from here to there will certainly be tricky, but I 
suggest we start with a lesson from the Kwakiutl. The big 
chief is not made so by force, nor by right. He is made by rank 
and status, which he acquires through a demonstrated superior 
disregard for material wealth. On those grounds I suggest that 
the twelve-thousand or so people who were arrested for 
rioting, and especially looting, be made into potlatch chiefs. 
Furthermore, I suggest that an obligation to reciprocate is 
incumbent upon the rest of us. The South-Central potlatchers 
threw a grand maxwa. Who will throw the next potlatch? 


Notes 


1. (1990) Mauss, Marcel: The Gift, New York, Norton. See 
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ONE TYPE OF ACCIDENT THAT AFFLICTS 
PEOPLE WHO GET JOBS IN THE “SERVICE 
SECTOR” 1S MURDER. 


ANYTHING 
ELSE, SIR? 


Sure. GETTING A JOB AT A CONVENIENCE STORE 
OR GAS STATION MIGHT PAY AS MUCH AS FOUR 
BUCKS AN HOUR (PLUS ALL THE SLIM JIMS_YOU 
CAN EAT)... BUT BE SURE TO FACTOR IN THE 


HIDLEN COSTS. 
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ALL IN ALL, IT’S JUST NOT woRTH IT 
TO EARN MONEY BY TAKING A JOB... 


There IS ALSO A CHANCE THAT You WILL BE 
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An Interview 
with 
The Knightmare 
Conducted by 
Michael E. Marotta 


y © 1993 by Michael E. Marotta 
(mercury @well.sf.ca.us) 


He calls himself "The Knightmare." He is one of a new 
breed of computer security crackers. He hasn't read Hack- 
ers by Steven Levy or Tracy Kidder's The Soul of a New 
Machine. He doesn't particularly like Chinese food and 
doesn't know too much about old technology. He hasn't 
read any books by William Gibson and he hasn't seen 
Sneakers or Lawnmower Man. But he can break into a 
computer system and find out anything he wants to know. 


puter security crackers. He can break | 


~~ into a computer system and find out — 
-. anything he wants to know. 


We never met. I've never seen him. We exchanged e- 
‘mail. Our conversation took six days. My 1000-byte ques- 
tions were answered with 10K responses. I used a local 
commercial site on the Internet while he came to me from 
an Iw League school. Proves nothing. There's even an 
Internet node in Antarctica now. He could be anyone, 
anywhere. 

He first used a computer in the fifth grade. "That's 
when I became a computer hacker," he wrote. "I've been a 
hacker all my life, of course." Today, he programs in C, 
C++ and Basic on an IBM PS/1 and a laptop. 

I asked him about changes in computer technology. 


The GUI (Graphical User Interface) has had two main ef- 
fects: It has made it easier for anyone to use a computer 
and it has made it harder for hackers to get around. With a 
GUI, you use a mouse to point and click at something. If a 
command isn't allowed, there is no way to call it. You can't 
hack them. 

I could almost hear The Knightmare's keys clacking. 
"Did somebody say 'can't'? 'You can't do that'? That's what 
the hacker thrives on! If there's no immediate access to a 
command system, perhaps there's an account that allows 
such access. If not that, there will be hackers who will get 
in touch with the people who work at the company, or get 
a job there themselves." 


mercury: "I collect old computer stuff. I have a Scientific 
American from 1949, conference proceedings from 
1962... 


The Knightmare: "I collect useful stuff that I've found in 
the trash (and through other sources). I have a huge 
collection of security manuals, including a very nice set 
from AT&T. I also have various electronic components, 
printouts, disks, tapes, microfiche, books, and in-house 
journals and directories. Most of this stuff has been use- 
ful in one way or another, sometimes offering means to 
a hack; other times, in other ways." 


One of the ways it was useful was that it led him to 
write Secrets of a Super Hacker for Loompanics. It 
took him a year to gather his thoughts and a summer to 
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put them out via WordPerfect for Windows. The book is 
written in colloquial American, just the way a smart person 
would talk. Bill Landreth's Out of the Inner Circle and the 
movie WarGames typified the 1980s. This book will join 
the movie Sneakers in defining the 1990s. 

He says that his handle doesn't mean anything to him, 
that he made it up to play a computer game and that he 
can't understand why people confuse him with Craig 
Neidorf who is known as Knight Lightning. 


~ If everyone in the world were hackers in .- 
~ the broadest sense, we'd be more | 

-. independent, more curious, and more | 
~ concerned with the world — because we | 
4 would realize what control we: 
“- individuals can have over it. e 


mercury: "What would the world be like if everyone were 
like you?" 


The Knightmare: "I don't think I'm doing anything bad; I 
really don't. And I have a high sense of moral values. I'm 
not an ‘anarchist techno-guerrilla,’ and I'm not recom- 
mending nor suggesting nor teaching that behavior. If 
everyone in the world were hackers in the broadest 
sense, we'd be more independent, more curious, and 
more concerned with the world —- because we would 
realize what control we individuals can have over it. But 
I'm talking about people who hack responsibly. If people 
start World War Ill or insert your favorite hacker horror 
story... then obviously we've got problems. 


mercury: "Loompanics hired two different data processing 
professionals to review the manuscript for technical ac- 
curacy. What was the result of that?" 


The Knightmare: "A good number of comments, ques- 
tions, and concerns came up. Usually things were added 
to the text, to make it easier to understand. | think it was 


very helpful to hear outside comments, because it made 
the book a better book." 


He denies being an anarchist techno-guerrilla but he 
calls Vice President Al Gore's proposed NREN data su- 
perhighway a "sham... just one more instance of govern- 
ment trying to control every facet of our lives.... People all 
over the world are exchanging information, and the gov- 
ernment is pissed because they don't have the ability to 
regulate it, infiltrate it, intercept it, and promulgate their 
own fabrications. ...There are plenty of CIA and NSA 
thugs sitting around in leather chairs somewhere, mastur- 
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bating to the thought of complete and total access to every 
electronic transmission nationwide." 

Yet, that description applies to hackers, as well. It 
seems that what we have is an open competition for access 
to information. Call it "Spy vs Spy" or "Pudknocker vs 
Pudknocker." 


mercury: "What do you see as a Good Hack in the year 
2001? When the Net carries video and voice along with 
data, what opportunities open up for hackers?" 


The Knightmare: "I think satellite-based technologies will 
take over those sorts of roles long before corporations 
and government can agree on NREN and video trans- 
mission protocols and how many secret police they'll 
need to govern the highway. I don't think the technology 
changes the way hackers work, but it changes what they 
will work on." 


Joseph Weizenbaum is one of the fathers of artificial 
intelligence, a pursuit he all but renounced. The Knight- 
mare has never read Computer Power and Human Rea- 
son and so he falls right into the pits marked by Weizen- 
baum. According to The Knightmare, "The hacker believes 
he has the right to be God over other people's worlds. 
Your passions supply your life algorithms. The photogra- 
pher mentally clicks some snapshots. I look at a lot of life 
events AS IF THEY WERE PROGRAMS to be tweaked, 
poked at, the bugs removed. But I also see it from other 
perspectives as well." 

Those other perspectives include playing piano and 
guitar. When he writes about music, it sounds like when he 
writes about hacking. 


“and total access to every electronic ~ 
~. transmission nationwide. 


The Knightmare: "I compose in my head. Sometimes I'll 
just be driving or in the shower or something, and a 
‘song phrase’ will pop into my head. I don't know if 
that's a real concept, but I define a song phrase as a bit 
of lyrics and music that works together perfectly. 1 sing 
the phrase so I don't forget it, and I add on a second 
phrase or two. Usually I get a couple lines and then I'm 
stuck. | repeat those constantly so I don't forget... (man, 
I really should practice notation)... then one day I do for- 
get what I've written. But the next morning I wake up 
and the song is just pouncing through my brain. And it 
just flows out. I write down the lyrics, sing the song, and 


its mine. As | keep singing it and thinking about the fin- 
ished song, | begin to learn things like how the bass line 
should play, and different ways to add newness to the 
song." 


On the matter of right and wrong, he concedes that 
other hackers "will give you any sort of argument to tell 
you that what they're doing is okay. Perhaps we're doing it 
because it's wrong." And yet he backpedals, claiming to be 
introspective and moral. For The Knightmare, morality is 
not damaging the system you have just broken into. This 
is, in fact, in line with the "classical tradition" of hacking. 

According to The Knightmare, "Design is rules. Design 
is thinking. I don't want to be bothered with pre-planning 
and pre-design. I want action and I want it now.” (He also 
hasn't read Atlas Shrugged.) This underscores the prefer- 
ence that hackers have for absurdly powerful handles like 
Doktor Deth and The Grim Reaper. Hackers are in fact 
nerds. It's just that they are seldom constrained by any 
pretense of morality. Cyberspace is a new world and in it 


what he wants. 


The Knightmare: "I always stumble across little leads and 
ideas to get into systems, like maybe ] wake up one day 
and realize I've never broken into the New York Stock 
Exchange computer system. So my goal for the day be- 
comes, ‘break into NYSE.' In short, I hack a particular 
system because I seek an experience I've never had be- 
fore." 


mercury: "Is there some way that finding the New York 
Stock Exchange computer network is like writing a for- 
tune cookie program in 20 bytes?" 


The Knightmare: "A person who writes tight code has 
much in common with a person who breaks into com- 
puters, but there is a big difference too, sure. We can 
call both people ‘hackers,’ and they'll be happy you 
called them that. All hacking, no matter if it's good or 
bad, hacking or cracking, all hacking is connected in that 
regard.” 


The Knightmare wants people to learn from him how 
to break into systems. Then they can understand how to 
protect their own. He intended his work to start from the 
wrong side of the law. He knows that his Secrets of a Su- 
per Hacker is "a really great book" because it includes 
anecdotes that reveal what's beneath the surface, the un- 
seen, and because it provides "the resources to continue on 
your own after the book is over." 

The Knightmare's first hack involved guessing a pass- 
word by looking around a grown-up's office, seeing a cal- 
endar with boats on it and trying BOAT. He prides himself 
on his empathic ability to put himself in your shoes and 


the hacker is a datalord, a baudrate barbarian who takes. 


feel what was going through your mind at the time. Silly as 
this sounds at first, it is indeed the intuition that deftly turns 
a genius onto the correct track of an investigation. 

He flatly denies relying on the grinding trial-and-error 
described in The Cuckoo's Egg and Cyberpunk. At one 
point he interrupts himself in lieu of interrupting me — a 
quirk of working via email, where immediacy is lost. He 
emphatically denies once more ever relying on repetitious 
trial and error. Then he denies the denial. 


mercury: "You deny relying on the grinding repetition of 
trial and error so stereotypical of hackers." 


The Knightmare: "No | don't! 1 don't deny that at all! 
Sometimes it is necessary to repeatedly try things until 
something finally works. ... And some of them might 
have to be repetitions themselves. We try not to do that. 
You're right, traditionally we think of hackers grinding 
away at the computer. But look, part of being a hacker 
is that you want to use the computer in the fastest, most 
efficient way possible; like you said, generating a small 
program was your favorite hack. Efficiency in action is 
as stereotypical as its opposite that you mention." 


mercury: "Would you call hacking an art?" 


The Knightmare: "No, | wouldn't call it an art unless the 
hacker wants to call some growth of his hacking 'art.' 


mercury: "Do you see a future for hacking?" 


_ "You don’t know if you can break into the — 
_ system until you try! That means there © 
-_ will always be systems to hack, and there 


will always be hackers to try their hands 
~ at hacking those systems.” 


The Knightmare: "Sure. Maybe it won't be computers. 
Edison hacked the light bulb, and aren't you glad he did? 
There's always something to hack. Sometimes there's 
something new." 


mercury: "Your book is going to wake up a lot of people. 
Would you say that after 1995, any system you can 
break into isn't worth breaking into?" 


The Knightmare: "But you don't know if you can break 
into the system until you try! That means there will al- 
ways be systems to hack, and there will always be hack- 


ers to try their hands at hacking those systems." 
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Illustration by Barbara Williams 


Do you know anything about food co-ops? | love food 
co-ops! Holdovers from the 60s and 70s, these hippie- 
born hangouts have grown up a bit over the years but still 
retain much of their savor. When | visit a new city | al- 
ways try to check out the local co-ops. 

Food co-ops are practical, too. They started from the 
practical reality that the pure, simple bulk foods the hip- 
pies wanted weren't for sale anywhere on the market. So 
the hippies became grocers, and eventually business 
people, of sorts. Not because they wanted to be, but be- 
cause they had to be, or go hungry for basic foods. 


I love food co-ops! Holdovers from 
the 60s and 70s, these hippie-born 
hangouts have grown up a bit over 
the years but still retain much of 
their savor. 


But because they were hippies and were idealistic, 
they didn't set up run-of-the-mill capitalist businesses. 
They had ideals about cooperation and consensus and 
egalitarianism and lack of hierarchy and workplace 
democracy and not being focused on profits. Heads 
stuffed with ideals, they also valued hands-on work and 
invited as many people as possible to share the work of 
running the store. 

Did | say work? More like productive play, when it 
comes down to you as a co-op member taking a break 
from the work-a-day world to bag raisins or run the regis- 
ter for a few hours a week as your friends and neighbors 
stream through. Sometimes you want to go where every- 
body knows your name, and they're always glad you 
came ...more like checking in at Cheers than punching in 
at the assembly line! 
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It's also a bit like joining a fraternal society, because 

co-ops do their best to cooperate with other co-ops 
around the world. Though separate legally, most food co- 
ops welcome visiting members from other co-ops and let 
them shop at reduced member prices. Your home-away- 
from-home in your community extends to connect you to 
homebases throughout North America and the world. 


THE BIG NEWS 


So that's the big news: the 60s aren't dead, for co- 
ops are still alive and they're even growing. Their doors 
are open and you can come in and get great food and 
save money and have fun and maybe even get involved 
in something radical! 

I'm going to go into some more detail about the 
points I've breezed through above. I've been ardently 
involved with co-ops heavily for the past decade, and I'm 
still trying to figure out what it is about them that so 
attracts me. The word "cooperative" is awfully vague — 
at their core, what exactly are food co-ops? 


IT'S THE FOOD! 


First of all, there's what food co-ops sell, which is 
food. Not just any kind of food, but high-quality, lightly- 
processed, low-pesticide, nutritious food. "Natural" food. 
Most of this food isn't exotic — it's just the kind of basic 
food your grandparents enjoyed. Back in those days, 
before DDT, preservatives, bovine growth hormones, 
chlorination, fluoridation, irradiation, etc., etc., nobody 
made a big deal about natural, whole, unadulterated 
food, because that's all there was. 
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Did I say work? More like pro- 
ductive play, when it comes down 
to you as a co-op member taking a 
break from the work-a-day world 
to bag raisins or run the register 
for a few hours a week as your 
friends and neighbors § stream 
through. 


There was also a lot less chronic disease: for 
instance, heart attacks and clogged arteries were rare 
until the turn of the century. Cancer rates remain much 
lower in countries with less meat and more fiber in their 
diets. The low-fat, low-salt, low-sugar, low-processing, 
low-poison food for sale in food co-ops is the model of 
good nutrition. 


CO-OPS ARE SELECTIVE 


It's true, you can't find everything in a co-op. Coca 


Cola pretends to “add life" and be "the real thing," but» 


since these claims are hogwash, co-ops don't carry 
Coke. Co-ops have product selection guidelines, supply- 
ing goods that are whole, organic, fresh, local, low-cost, 
earth-friendly, politically-correct, and/or hard to find. Glop 
like Coke doesn't make the grade. 

But that doesn't mean co-ops sell only brown rice and 
tofu! It's amazing the variety of natural foods available 
nowadays, many of them healthier alternatives for 
standard American favorites. Natural sodas, turkey dogs, 
veggie burgers, wheat-meat sausages, soy-cheese piz- 
zas, etc. make upgrading one's diet pretty painless. 

You can also get cookies, chips, frozen dinners, 
bagels, ice cream, corn flakes, and most other popular 
foods at co-ops. The difference is in the ingredients: 
whole-wheat flour, low or no salt, or maybe fruit-juice 
sweetening instead of refined sugar. They're more nutri- 
tious than the famous name brands and usually taste at 
least as good. 

Of course, no matter how many times the word 
“natural” appears on the label, | doubt the nutritional 
value of most of the sweets and frozen treats co-ops 
carry. Members (and their kids) want these sweets, and 
they're better than the standard “unnatural” versions, so 
co-ops provide them. Sometimes | hear members say 
things like, “If the co-op carries it, it must be OK," as they 
stock up on natural junk food! 


BE SMART — BULK UP 


Quaker Oats sells for about two and a half bucks for 
18 ounces of rolled oats. I'm used to paying $.49/pound 
for organically-grown oats at my co-op, which also sells 
non-organic oats as good as Quaker's for $.25/pound. 
It's amazing how much money consumers waste paying 
for packaging, advertising, shelf-space kickbacks, and 
corporate profits. 


You can save a /ot of money buying cereal, flour, 
rice, nuts, beans, chips, oil, mustard, maple syrup, pasta, 
herbs, salsa, honey, raisins, olives, dog food, soap, etc., 
etc. out of bulk bins at food co-ops. All that's missing is 
mountains of landfill-bound packaging, the brand name, 
and most of the price. 

Bulk is the smart way to shop. You can buy as much 
or as little as you want, so you can sample without 
committing to a boxful. You're getting whole foods with- 
out the frills. And you can save even more money at co- 
ops by placing bulk orders in advance — just be sure you 
like wild rice before you order 25 pounds of it! 


ONLY AT CO-OPS 


There's an entire world of products you can't find in 
supermarkets, only in food co-ops and other natural 
foods stores: organically grown produce, exotic cheeses, 
therapeutic herbs, sea vegetables, macrobiotic foods, 
special diet supplements, natural body care products, 
and the list goes on. 

Organic produce is grown without synthetic fertilizers 
or pesticides using sustainable agriculture which builds 
up rather than depletes the soil. Farm workers aren't 
being poisoned in the growing, and you won't be poi- 
soned in the eating. Richer soil can also mean more 
minerals in your produce, as well as better taste. 


Cancer rates remain much lower 
in countries with less meat and 
more fiber in their diets. The 
low-fat, low-salt, low-sugar, low- 
processing, low-poison food for 
sale in food co-ops is the model 
of good nutrition. 


Many co-ops cultivate relations with local farmers so 
they can offer produce that's extra fresh. Vegetables like 
broccoli are sometimes trucked from coast to coast be- 
fore they appear on supermarket shelves, wasting both 
fuel and nutrition. It's better to have a strong sustainable 
agriculture base in one's community. 


BE YOUR OWN DOCTOR 


A real showpiece of my co-op is our great herb sec- 
tion. We have hundreds of hard-to-find botanicals alpha- 
betically arranged in air-tight bottles. Prices like 
$17.06/pound may seem forbidding, until you get to the 
counter and find your pouch of fluffy powder costs only 
23 cents! 

Many knowledgeable people prefer to treat them- 
selves with time-tested herbs, which are usually gentler 
and less expensive than the latest patent drugs from the 
chemical/vivisection/medical fraternity. Few have ever 
been harmed by misusing herbs, while untold thousands 
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die each year from the side effects of FDA-approved 
drugs (even aspirin kills hundreds a year). 

Nevertheless, the FDA is continually trying to get the 
power to classify traditional herbs as drugs or "untested 
food additives," in order to get them off the market or into 
the exclusive control of "approved" multinational 
corporations. Who benefits? Certainly not the consumer. 
The extensive herb sections in food co-ops are treasure 
troves of self-care options. 


THE SAME OLD STORY 


It's hilarious and sobering checking out an old book 
like Omar Garrison's 7he Dictocrats from 1970 to see 
how off-base the FDA has been through the years. Dur- 
ing the '60s the FDA seized yeast and honey off the 
shelves of health food stores — the agency preferred 
sugar and cyclamates. 


Quaker Oats sells for about two 
and a half bucks for 18 ounces 
of rolled oats. I'm used to 
paying 49 cents a pound for 
organically-grown oats at my 
co-op. It's amazing how much 
money consumers waste paying 
for packaging, advertising, 
shelf-space kick-backs, and 
corporate profits. _ 


They derided as false advertising and prosecuted 
discussions of the connection between dietary fat and 
heart disease, or between Vitamin C and healing. The 
FDA banned books on alternative medicine (literally 
burned Wilhelm Reich's) under the pretext of being “an 
extension of the label" of unidentified food supplements. 

With the perspective of years we can see that the 
FDA was on the wrong side of almost every one of its 
disputes with the health food industry. What was perse- 
cuted as “food faddism" is now reported as fact by 7ime 
magazine. The lighter, fresher diet advanced by old-time 
“health nuts" is now the common wisdom, while the 
heavy, fatty, sugary slop the FDA promoted is only de- 
fended anymore by vested interests like the beef indus- 
try. 


MORE MONOPOLY MEDICINE 


Unchastened, the FDA is at it again with another 
assault. Calcium's role in preventing osteoporosis is the 
only supplement health claim the FDA presently accepts, 
and it's trying to ban everything else, the first amendment 
be damned. The FDA is threatening to keep stores from 
selling therapeutic herbs, amino acids, bee products, and 
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all vitamins and minerals more nutritious than the 
Recommended Daily Allowances! 

The health food industry and its customers are not 
rolling over and playing dead — instead, Congress re- 
ceived more letters in 1992 demanding health freedom 
than about any other issue besides the economy. The 
result was a one-year moratorium on the FDA's oppres- 
sive new regulations. 

A year later, on Friday, August 13, 1993, my co-op 
draped itself black as part of a nationwide Blackout Day, 
a wake-up call to political action. Threatened products 
were marked with black dots for the duration to warn 
customers these products may disappear if the FDA isn't 
stopped. Action booths were set up with full information 
and pre-addressed postcards to encourage grass-roots 
support for passing protective Dietary Supplement Health 
and Education Acts (S. 784 in the Senate and H.R. 1709 
in the House). 


As of this writing, the outcome is still in doubt. This is 
a crucial fight, for the FDA's new rules are a prescription 
for disaster. The health care crisis in this country is 
caused by monopoly medicine and won't be solved by 
more of it! 


THE CO-OP DIFFERENCE 


Most everything said above applies equally to pri- 
vately-owned natural food stores and to co-ops. They 
carry the same great products and are equally protective 
of your right to make your own health choices. Some 
natural food stores look almost indistinguishable from co- 
ops. 

But there are differences, mainly of culture and ori- 
entation. Food co-ops came out of the hippie culture, so 
their staples are back-to-basics natural foods like fresh 
fruits and vegetables along with bulk grains, beans, nuts, 
and herbs. Private stores tend to emphasize “nutritious" 
over "natural," with shelves full of megavitamins, pump- 
you-up bodybuilding supplements, and alternative health 
books. 

Co-ops have a special kind of internal structure, 
neither socialist nor capitalist, that was pioneered in 1844 
by a 28-member weavers’ co-op in Rochdale, England. 
“Capital is necessary for any enterprise, but while 
capitalists rent labor and earn profits, cooperatives rent 
capital and the members earn profits through their 
participation” (Kaswan, Whole Earth Review, Spring 
1989). Important co-op decisions are made by members 
actively involved in and affected by co-op operations, not 
by investors or speculators. 

Each co-op is organized to fulfill a specific need of its 
voluntary members, so it has a mission in life beyond the 
Standard corporate imperatives to maximize growth, 
profits, and executive pay. Because a food co-op is a 
consumer cooperative, its owner/members are food con- 
sumers. Providing them with the best deal on the best 
whole foods is a food co-op's bottom line. 


THE INTERNATIONAL CO-OP 
CONSPIRACY 


100,000,000 Americans are members of over 45,000 
cooperatives, including credit union, group health care, 
agriculture, rural electric, housing, insurance, and worker 
co-ops. When the state capitalist economy leaves some 
people out in the cold, when consumerism built on in- 
vented demand doesn't supply everyone's desires, mu- 
tual-aid co-ops can be a satisfying solution. 


Co-ops have a special kind of 
internal structure, neither 
socialist nor capitalist, that was 
pioneered in 1844 by a 28- 
member weavers' co-op. in 
Rochdale, England. 


In Central America, India, Indonesia, Eastern Eu- 
rope, and around the world, co-ops are one of the few 
means available for people to help themselves out of 
oppressive circumstances. The outstanding example is 
the Mondragon system of cooperatives tucked away in 
the Basque region of northwestern Spain — probably the 
most successful social experiment in the history of the 
planet! 


THE MONDRAGON MIRACLE 


Can you believe it? Founded in 1956 by the pas- 
sionate Padre Arizmendi after 15 years of Solitary 
spadework, his 5 member stove co-op has grown into a 
multi-billion-dollar network of 173 cooperatives employing 
20,000 people. Mondragon co-ops include Spain's fastest 
growing bank, hundreds of K-Mart style consumer stores, 
health care, insurance companies, pension management, 
entrepreneur development, robotics research, heavy 
equipment manufacture, and just about everything else 
under the sun. 

And all this was accomplished through a sophisti- 
cated, self-adjusting system emphasizing workplace 
democracy, ownership gained by participation, self-fi- 
nancing from the local co-op bank, continuous cultivation 
of new co-ops, and a cultural commitment to solidarity: 
“allacts must, at the same time, benefit and respect the 
needs and concerns of everyone affected — individuals, 
their cooperative, other cooperatives in the system, and 
the larger community" (Jaques and Ruth Kaswan, “The 
Mondragon Cooperatives," Whole Earth Review, Spring 
1989, pp. 8-17). 

A central co-op principle is cooperation among co- 
ops; Mondragon does it in spades! No other co-ops have 
ever come close to its interlocking, diversified system, 
but all cooperatives aspire to this ideal and have a con- 
scious commitment to mutual support. Taken together 


the world's co-ops are a global conspiracy — an open 
conspiracy with 700 million members at large. 


THE GREAT GOOD PLACE 


Getting back to home, I've got to admit that such 
world-girdling considerations are only a very small part of 
why | love co-ops. Mostly it's the day-to-day joy | experi- 
ence walking into my own local co-op and immersing 
myself into its soul-soothing ambiance. 

Today my fingers played over the keys of a musical 
cash register while | enjoyed the vista of chatting mem- 
ber-workers bustling backstock to the retail shelves 
amidst chatting member-shoppers carelessly selecting 
groceries. The business at hand seemed to be conver- 
sation first, food second. One shopper confided to me, "I 
have to come here to get some social interaction. | work 
at home and don't even get to talk to people. | come to 
the Co-op to catch up." 

Ray Oldenburg's book 7he Great Good Place rhap- 
sodizes about "third places [that] exist on neutral ground 
and serve to level their guests to a condition of social 
equality [that's] remarkably similar to a good home in the 
psychological comfort and support that it extends. ...a 
source of news a/ong with the opportunity to question, 
protest, sound out, supplement, and form opinion locally 
and collectively... 

"The activity that goes on in third places is largely 
unplanned, unscheduled, unorganized, and unstructured. 
Here, however, is the charm. It is just these deviations 
from the middle-class penchant for organization that give 
the third place much of its character and allure and that 
allow it to offer a radical departure from the routines of 
home and work." 

Co-ops are great good places. They are Temporary 
Autonomous Zones. They are community crossroads, 
counterculture cynosures, neighborhood new services. 
They are R & R for overworked psyches, refuges from 
dog-eat-dog reality, and perhaps the seeds of deeper 
and more sustaining realities. 


THE ABOLITION OF WORK 


Food co-ops have this feel of the "third place," while 
trying to integrate it with the business of providing good 
food and service. At their best, they seem like real-world 
exercises of the vision that Bob Black broadcasts in his 
essay, “The Abolition of Work": 

"A ‘job' that might engage the energies of some 
people, for a reasonably limited time, for the fun of it, is 
just a burden on those who have to do it for forty hours a 
week with no say in how it should be done, for the profit 
of owners who contribute nothing to the project, and with 
no opportunity for sharing tasks or spreading the work 
among those who actually have to do it. ... 

"Such is 'work'. Play is just the opposite. Play is al- 
ways voluntary. What might otherwise be play is work if 
it's forced. ...The player gets something out of playing; 
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that's why he plays. But the core reward is the experi- 
ence of the activity itself ...some things that are unsatis- 
fying if done by yourself or in unpleasant surroundings or 
at the orders of an overlord are enjoyable, at least for a 
while, if these circumstances are changed." 


Co-ops are great good places. 
They are Temporary Autono- 
mous Zones. They are com- 
munity crossroads, counter- 
culture cynosures, neighbor- 
hood news services. They are R 
& R for overworked psyches, 
refuges from dog-eat-dog reality, 
and perhaps the seeds of deeper 
and more sustaining realities. 


Much of the work at many co-ops is done by mem- 
bers part-time in exchange for food discounts or other 
benefits — not as a requirement of membership but as a 
welcome option that satisfies Black's standards for play. 
In a convivial, ego-free environment, professionals and 
working stiffs and assorted unemployables can break up 
their lives with some hands-on cheese cutting or clerking 
or cleaning — as one CPA/discount worker remarked, “I 
can do anything for 4 hours a week!" 

The "boss" aspect is kept to a minimum; "managers" 
are dubbed "coordinators" at my co-op and are supposed 
to be facilitating effort on the floor, not ordering it around. 
Helping to run the store, you get used to having the run 
of the store, knowing where things are, feeling a full 
share of ownership in this commons. "We Own It" is a 
co-op slogan — these are not felt to be empty words. 


WHITHER FOOD CO-OPS? 


| have been describing the ideal situation; co-ops 
often find themselves stretched between apparently op- 
posite commitments to cooperative purism and efficient 
operations. The Consumers Cooperative of Berkeley, at 
one time America's largest food co-op with 12 stores and 
100,000 members and $83.6 million in annual sales, 
failed in 1988 partly due to this conflict. The board fac- 
tionalized into progressive versus economic camps, the 
staff collected inflated paychecks while co-op assets 
were sold off, and the membership defected in dismay 
over infighting and the disappearance of politically-taboo 
products from the shelves. 

Berkeley is an extreme case, and remember that for 
50 years it was a pioneering and successful co-op. Did 
cooperativism fail at Berkeley, or is this an example of 
what can happen when co-ops neglect their underlying 
principles? Many employees hadn't been educated about 
co-ops, didn't bother to become members, and felt 
alienated from their co-op bosses. A weak board literally 
gave away the store in contract negotiations, putting re- 
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flexive sympathy for union causes ahead of the mem- 
bership's interests (source: What Happened to the 
Berkeley Co-op?, excerpted in Cooperative Grocer, Jan- 
uary, 1992). 

As food co-ops grow and find themselves directly 
competing with huge corporate supermarket chains, they 
start discovering every incentive to become more like 
supermarkets and less like co-ops. Member involvement 
in store operations gets phased out, replacing the energy 
of enthusiastic part-timers with the professionalism of 
stressed-out staff. Whether at McDonald's or Mon- 
dragon, full-time service work within a power structure 
can be a stupefying experience that makes cooperative 
ideals seem pretty hollow. When a co-op looks like 
Safeway and works like Safeway, why should its shop- 
pers and workers care that it isn't Safeway? 

One answer is that supermarket co-ops remain ex- 
cellent natural food stores with top-quality products and a 
benign corporate outlook which plows profits back into 
the co-op and its community. But those who prefer small- 
fry co-ops do feel that something intangible gets lost as 
co-ops grow into increased hierarchy and organization. 
As a co-op gets less fun to work in, it gets less fun to 
shop in and less like a great good place to hang out in. 
Play time is over — it's back to work. Where's the co-op 
difference? 

| hope that food co-ops will someday crack the nut of 
how to grow without losing what makes them great. | 
wonder whether co-ops will prove to be just the wave of 
the past, or whether the Mondragon model will eventually 
take over the earth. What | do know is that right now 
many magic co-ops survive and thrive for you to enjoy — 
there may be one in your home town. Check it out! 

For further information about food co-ops, contact: 


Cooperative Grocer, Box 597, Athens, OH 45701, (614) 
592-1912 


Co-op News Network/Alliance, Box 583, Spencer, WV 
25276, (304) 927-3173 


National Cooperative Business Association, 1401 New 
York Avenue NW, Suite 1100, Washington, DC 20005, 
(202) 638-6222 


Provender Alliance, Box 10305, Eugene, OR 97440, 
(503) 345-3843 e 


Steve Schumacher was for 2% years the 
Chairman and is currently the Secretary on the 
board of directors for the Food Co-op in Port 
Townsend, Washington. He is also the 
representative for Washington State retailers on 
the board of directors of the Northwest Region of 
the National Nutritional Foods Association, which 
is the trade organization for the health food 
industry. 


—1 
e < 


HE CALICO IN 


eae ss 
ey! ots) 


Iilustration by Nick Bougas 


The remains: a costume and mask stored behind 
glass like a saint's garments in a reliquary. A scarlet 
linen vest, a gown of printed broadcloth, and a 
mask made of sheep skin. Fabric flowers ornament 
the mask, along with faded blue ribbons, leather 
fringe, mesh over the eye holes, a goatee, sideburns 
and eye brows made from fur. 


In a photograph, sixteen men 


to Albany, through the Catskills and to the Massa- 
chusetts border. Three hundred thousand farmers, 
working almost two million acres, lived like serfs 
with little hope of ever escaping their bondage to 
the land's owners. 


The patroon system had its origins in the Dutch 
colonial efforts of the 1600s, when huge blocks of 
land were "purchased" from the 


pose in similar costumes. Most 
brandish knives, all wear 
grotesque masks and gowns or 
jackets of brightly colored calico. 
Horns of leather, drooping mus- 
taches, long false beards, wolf-like 
snouts, stag antlers, plumes of 
horse hair, tassels hanging from 
pointed ears, and hard fierce 
animal-like mouths. 


They were farmers, many of 
them teen-aged boys, all of them 
little better than serfs. And for a 


They were farmers, many of 
them teen-aged boys, all of 
them little better than serfs. 
And for a few years in the 
early eighteen forties, while 
Similar anti-authoritarian 


movements brewed in 
Europe, these _ self-styled 
Calico Indians roved the 
countryside of eastern New 
York State, flouting law, 
order and social norms. 


indigenous inhabitants and _ten- 
ants were brought in to secure 
Holland's hold. 


In 1664, the Dutch colony was 
seized by the British, but the 
feudal system remained largely 
unchanged, farmers paying a 
yearly rent (in food stuffs or its 
equivalent in cash) yet never 
having the opportunity to actually 
own the land. In 1695, the 
governor granted a patent which 
transformed the patroonship of 


few years in the early eighteen 
forties, while similar anti-authoritarian movements 
brewed in Europe, these self-styled Calico Indians 
roved the countryside of eastern New York State, 
flouting law, order and social norms. 


* * * * * 


After the American War of Independence, a semi- 
feudal system remained firmly in place along the 
Hudson River valley, reaching from New York City 


Rensselaerwyck into a manor and 
the patroon into its lord. At the 
same time, the British further entrenched the system 
by granting patents to millions of acres of new land. 
The last colonial governor of New York expressed 
the thinking of the time when he wrote that giving 
these huge tracts of land to the aristocracy would 
"counterpoise in some measure the general leveling 
spirit that so prevails," making reference to the anti- 
nomian and proto-anarchist Ranters, Diggers, and 
Levellers of Great Britain. 
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After the Revolutionary War, some land was 
taken from the Tories, but the most valuable tracts 
were given to Federalists as payment for their war 
claims, and other sections were sold to speculators. 
The most powerful landowning families — Van 
Rennselaer, Livingston, Schuyler, 
and Hamilton — continued to 
tighten their hold on the area 
through intermarriage and further 
purchases. 


In 1839, Stepehn Van Rennse- 
laer, known as the Good Patroon, 
died. Realizing that the patroon 
system was fragile and that only 
so much pressure could be put on 
it before it collapsed, he often had 
allowed tenants’ rents to lapse 
during times of bad harvest or 
other ill fortune. But at his death, it was found that 
he'd accumulated large debts. And owing him near- 
ly a half million dollars in back rents, his tenants 
were seen by the Van Rensselaer heirs as a likely 
way out of their financial predicament. 


In the Helderbergs, on the west side of the Hud- 
son, where farming was particularly difficult, re- 
sentment against this demand for total payment 
rose quickly, developing within the year into what 
is now known as the Anti-rent War. 


their 


in earnest. 


The first anti-rent meetings were called in Berne, 
the highest place in the Helderbergs. In a Declara- 
tion of Independence dated July 4th, which the 
newly-formed anti-rent association sent to Stephen 
Van Rensselaer IV, they compare his oppressive 
rent measures to the Stamp Act of 1765 and them- 
selves to the self-named Sons of Liberty, who fought 
against British economic oppression by tarring and 
feathering the King's functionaries, ransacking their 
homes and hanging them in effigy. 


Quickly, the anti-rent associa- 
tions had thousands of dues- | As 
paying members and their influ- 
ence was felt throughout all the 
leasehold lands. The governor of 
New York sent in armed militia to 
put down the rebellion and the 
Anti-rent War began in earnest. 


Disguising themselves in cos- 
tumes of brilliant calico, covered 
with fur, feathers, and tin orna- 
ments, wearing sheepskin masks or with their faces 
painted red and black, parties of self-proclaimed 
Indians struck back against the patroons' under- 
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Quickly, the anti-rent associ- 
ations had thousands of 
dues-paying members and 
influence was 


throughout all the leasehold 


lands. The governor of New 
York sent in armed militia 
to put down the rebellion 
and the Anti-rent War began 


in most 
movements, the rebels re- 
mained hidden and highly 
mobile, striking only when 


they had sufficient force to 
overcome their enemy, then 
evaporating as quickly as 
they'd gathered. 


lings. 

When sheriffs would approach a farmer's land, 
intending to sell off some of his livestock in order to 
pay back rents, the Indians would surround the 
lawmen — usually on horseback — or ambush, dis- 
arm and drive them away. And 
on the few occasions when the 
auctions did occur, the Indians 
deployed snipers to kill all the 
cattle and sheep that had been 
sold. The Indians’ tactics were a 
mixture of guerrilla warfare and 
adolescent playfulness. They 
kidnapped sheriffs and held them 
prisoner in taverns until they 
agreed to jump up and down 
three times and shout "Down 
with the rent!" They stole and de- 
stroyed legal papers, threatened 
farmers who paid their rents, and harassed sheriffs 
whenever they appeared. 


Adopting pseudo-savage names (Red Jacket, 
Black Hawk, Yellow Jacket, Blue Beard, Little 
Thunder, White Chief) the Indians bound them- 
selves by an oath: "I do of my own free will and ac- 
cord come forward to join this body of men and will 
reveal no secrets of the society made known to me 
necessary to be kept." 


felt 


Farm-wives and daughters were enlisted to make 
gowns and masks, the more outlandish the better. 
At their peak, the Indians numbered over ten thou- 
sand, yet no two costumes were alike. The chiefs’ 
garments were the most flamboyant, however. Be- 
cause the anti-rent associations provided money to 
buy calico (as well as ornaments and pistols), any- 
one was able to deck himself as outrageously as he 
pleased. 


When a prominent Rennselaer county Indian 
died, an escort of his fellows — 
ninety-six men strong, mounted 
and in full battle dress — formed 
the vanguard of his funeral 
procession. In 1844, when 
Governor William Bouck held a 
conference to meet with local 
residents, over a hundred Indians 
stood at the edges of the crowd, 
shouting and jeering. Armed with 
muskets, pistols, scythes, axes, 
clubs, hatchets and knives, the Indians were able to 
mobilize quickly whenever sheriffs approached to 
serve writs or seize property. 


insurgency 


And as a primitive communication network, the 
Indians convinced, sometimes by force, farmers to 
use their tin dinner horns only as a warning signal 
that the law was near. The message could be 
quickly relayed over many miles, the blaring of the 
horns (normally used to call 
workers in for their meals) reach- 
ing across the hills and valleys of 
the Catskills. 


The organization of the Indian 
bands followed the cell structure 
which one of the most important 
anti-rent leaders, Thomas Devyr, 
had used while a Chartist agitator 
in Scotland. The Indians divided 
into ten-to-fifteen man units, the identity of indi- 
viduals known only to the chief of the cell, who was 
in turn known only by his mock-indian name. 


Devyr, born in Donegal, Ireland, in 1805, pub- 


system, 


themselves, 


which he states: "I saw that the earth if vigorously 
tilled would yield plenty of the comforts of life. 
Willing labor and fertile soil would produce plenty 
to eat, drink and wear." After publishing the pam- 
phlet, he fled from Ireland, and went to work in 
London, working for the liberal papers in which he 
attacked Irish Landlordism. Working class rebels in 
Newcastle-upon-Tyne asked him to join them. He 
left London, calling it "that great social wen," and 
quickly rose to prominence among the Scots fight- 
ing for social and political reform. In 1840, he fled 
Scotland to avoid arrest and landed in New York. 
Within months, he was at the forefront of the anti- 
rent struggles in the Hudson Valley. 


Another prominent anti-rent leader was Dr. 
Smith Boughton, who came to be known by his In- 
dian name, Big Thunder. A brilliant public speaker 
and organizer, he traveled up and down the 
Catskills, addressing meetings, exhorting farmers to 
join or support financially the Indians' efforts. But 
targeted by the lords of Livingston manor, he was 
eventually arrested for robbery (after a sheriff was 
relieved of his warrants and writs by a band of In- 
dians) and sentenced to life imprisonment at hard 
labor. 

In 1844, the hostilities had increased to such a 
high pitch that governor Silas Wright issued a pro- 
clamation declaring Delaware County (the epicenter 
of Indian activities) to be in a state of insurrection 
and ordered in the military to "preserve order." And 
in early 1845, he requested that the legislature pass 
a law making it illegal for any individual to appear 


In order to throw off the 
two hundred year old feudal 
the Catskill and 


Hudson River Valley farm- 


ers needed to transform 
physically as 
well as emotionally. 


lished a pamphlet called "Our Natural Rights,” in’ 


with "his face painted, discolored, covered or con- 
cealed," or to refuse help to a law enforcement offi- 
cer in the pursuit of "seizing, arresting, con-fining... 
every person with his face so painted." Though anti- 
rent forces were building strength in the legislature, 
the measure passed easily. The 
Calico Indians, however, contin- 
ued their guerrilla war. As in most 
insurgency movements, the rebels 
remained hidden and _ highly 
mobile, striking only when they 
had sufficient force to overcome 
their enemy, then evaporating as 
quickly as they'd gathered. 


The Anti-rent War continued 
until August of 1845, when Sheriff Green Moore 
and Osman Steele (his jailor and undersheriff) rode 
to the farm of Moses Earle near Andes, to sell off 
some of Earle's livestock in order to satisfy a 
warrant for two years’ back rent. The Indians 
gathered in force, blaring their horns, and sur- 
rounded the two sheriffs. Steele resisted and shots 
were fired. Three bullets hit him and he died late 
that day. 


The Indians scattered and as soon as the news 
got out, public opinion turned against the rebels. 
The cells disbanded, thousands of masks were burn- 
ed and buried, and the calico gowns were converted 
overnight into curtains and quilts. Mass arrests fol- 
lowed the death of Steele and eventually eighty-four 
men were convicted: two sentenced to the gallows 
and thirteen to prison terms. 


But though the Indians’ violence was condemned 
by the general population, their goals were still 
popular and the anti-rent forces continued to work 
their way into state government. In 1846, John 
Young was elected governor of New York on an 
anti-rent platform and a few weeks after taking of- 
fice, had pardoned all the Indian prisoners still in 
jail. In 1848, the legislature abolished the tenure rent 
system. 

In order to throw off the two hundred year old 
feudal system, the Catskill and Hudson River Val- 
ley farmers needed to transform themselves, physi- 
cally as well as emotionally. 

Like the "indians" who took part in the Boston 
Tea Party, the Catskill rebels disguised themselves 
for practical purposes, to prevent being identified 
and punished. But they also transformed them- 
selves into creatures who could do what no law- 
abiding citizen would dream of doing. By putting 
on ridiculous costumes, taking false names, and 
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swearing melodramatic oaths, they escaped cen- 
turies of social constraint. 

The view of Indians that the farmers exhibited is 
clearly quite skewed. Boyish enthusiasm, romantic 
notions of the noble savage, and simple ignorance 
shaped the Indians’ idea of them- 
selves. The costume itself points 
to a gross misunderstanding of 
what "indian" meant. Looking 
more like animals dressed in 
women's. clothing than the 
original inhabitants of the land 
they worked, the Calico Indians 
embraced freedom by embracing 
otherness. Decked out in gowns, 
flowers, wigs, ribbons and tassels, 
they allowed themselves, most likely without know- 
ing it, to play at being women. Wearing masks 
made from animal parts (sheepskin, horse hair, stag 
horns, pig ears and feathers) they were more beasts 
than men. And a few of the most brave even played 
at being demons: wearing horns, fangs and scarlet 
talons. Half-drunk, converting their farm imple- 
ments into weapons, they had strength where 
before they had only servitude and the prospect of 
endless toil. 

For them the word "indian" meant something far 
larger than native American. It was a label that de- 
noted wildness, lack of restraint, the ability to fol- 
low one's desires. Some took names that were 
overtly Arabic ( The Prophet), or Mexican (Santa 
Anna). And with their secret oaths, midnight forays, 
bizarre costumes, their violence mixed with grandi- 
ose heroics, they clearly believed that to be an In- 
dian was not merely to be non-white, but also some- 
thing bigger than life. Crossing racial, gender, even 
species lines, all expectations were overturned. 
Anecdotes were told of parents talking for hours 
with their sons, and girls being overwhelmed by the 
kisses and caresses of their own brothers, without 
anyone suspecting their true identity. Drunken farm 
boys could be for a few hours powerful chieftains, 
warriors rather than serfs. Armed sheriffs could be 
mocked, humiliated, treated as buffoons. Even fam- 
ily ties meant nothing. Social, as well as political, 
law was overthrown. 

At the killing of undersheriff Osman Steele, the 
Indians shouted, "Down with the laws, we are here 
to break them." For a few years, they lived out a 
childish fantasy. But mixing their playfulness with 
criminality and righteous defiance, they were able 
claim back their land and a small but significant 
measure of dignity. 
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The core of this is, of 
course, play. Freedom, dis- 
appearing privacy, dignity, 
may be serious business in- 


deed, but if our response is 
likewise solemn-ugly, 
we have failed completely. 


What would a year 2000 Calico Indian look like? 
Not an Indian, certainly. The concept has become 
too tainted by commercials and Hollywood, alcohol 
and romanticism. But perhaps another savage other 
might stand in their place. 

What's more fearsomely alien 
than a three year old who must 
have EVERYTHING - RIGHT 
NOW? Perhaps there'll be Calico 
babies, adults devolved into child- 
hood berserkers. 

It's likely, though, that in an 
age when all group endeavors are 
suspect, any mass movement 
tainted by power and greed and 
marketing possibilities, that the 
only act that can echo the Calicos' rebellion would 
be individual. Not a group attack on the concrete 
face of order and reason, but individual transfor- 
mation. Prankishness, the cruelty of childish play. 
Just as the farm boys of the 1840s dressed in ludi- 
crous gowns and took pretentious names, so in the 
waning days of the 20th century must we become 
foolish to be free. Turn yourself inside out like a 
glove, left to right, penetralia to skin. Only holy 
idiots — despised, feared, almost invisible — can be 
free, acting out their little fiefdom of freedom. 


then 


The core of this is of course play. Freedom, dis- 
appearing privacy, dignity may be serious business 
indeed, but if our response is likewise solemn-ugly, 
then we have failed completely. Systems in conflict 
become like each other. We must become unlike 
ourselves to be free. Just as children mimic parents 
to learn language before they have any idea what 
individual words mean, so we must mimic wildness 
and freedom to be wild and free. Laugh in the 
groaning void, make everything (even Law's great 
grim gaze brooding over our internal landscape) a 
toy, a joy. Become the canny idiot, signifying noth- 
ing — and everything. Dress up, act out, take a new 
name, transform yourself, rebel. (NOTE: A shorter 
version of this piece appeared in Anarchy: A Journal of 
Desire Armed, (Summer 1992) and also appears in the book 
Gone to Croatan.) 
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People of different ethnic groups behave differently, 
in familiar and characteristic ways. Arabs and Polyne- 
sians eat differently, dress differently, play different 
games in their spare time. Scandinavians and native 
Australians speak different kinds of languages, practice 
different kinds of religions, etc. Ethnic groups vary in 
cultural and artistic activities, in child-rearing practices, 
in vocational pursuits, in sex conduct and in many other 
dimensions of behavior. Statistical measures of inter- 
ethnic behavior differences include comparisons of mean 
income, mean educational levels, spending patterns, em- 
ployment patterns, rates of disease incidence, per-capita 
consumption of various goods and services, and on and 
on. 


At least some behavior dif- 


ferences among _— ethnic 
groups are genetically deter- 
mined. 


There's no shortage of evidence that ethnic groups do 
have differing, characteristic behavior patterns. But why 
is this so? The standard explanation — the "conventional 
wisdom" on the subject — is that it's all a matter of envi- 


: 


. 
\ 


a 
ronmental influences, such as differences in the ways 
people are brought up and educated. According to this 
view, persons of different ethnicities all have pretty much 
the same proclivities, the same innate talents, capacities, 
predispositions, etc.; genetic factors like these are not a 
significant source of behavioral variation among ethnic 
groups. All the variations we do observe can be attributed 
to "nurture" rather than "nature." 

This essay is going to propose an alternative hypoth- 
esis, namely, that at least some behavior differences 
among ethnic groups are genetically determined. 

What the hypothesis says, basically, is that the phe- 
nomenon of race (ethnicity) among humans is like the 
phenomenon of breeds among animals — e.g., dogs. 
Dogs of different breeds differ structurally (in character- 
istic size, shape, etc.) — and behaviorally as well. A 
dachshund is slower than a greyhound — but better at 
digging and rooting out burrowing creatures. A draft 
horse is slower than a race horse, but stronger in pulling 
loads. 

Breeds of dogs, horses and other animal species vary 
behaviorally in all sorts of respects: in speed, tempera- 
ment, special talents, adeptness at particular tasks, etc. 
Each breed has a typical behavioral "style" just as it has a 
recognizable "look" in its physical features. 
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Might the same be true in the human species? People 
of different ethnic groups behave differently; could the 
reason for this, or part of the reason, be the same sort of 
factors that make cocker spaniels and German Shepherds 
behave differently? 


The relationship of DNA to 
behavior is actually so close 
that it is somewhat artificial 
to speak of the _ genes 
"affecting" behavior at all. 
Without the genes, there 
could be no behavior. 


Note that this is not a matter of some ethnic groups 
being "better" than others. The old notion of "superior" 
and "inferior" races is a serious obstacle to understanding 
here. 

Which is the "best" breed of dog? Thus stated, the 
question makes no sense. Some breeds are better than 
others in particular respects, and at particular tasks. Each 
breed has its characteristic strengths and weaknesses. But 
there's no such thing as overall "superiority" in some ab- 
solute sense. 

All our hypothesis states is that ethnic groups have 
differing innate talents and capacities — just as individ- 
uals do. If Ms. A is born with better eyesight than Ms. B, 
that doesn't make her a better person; it just makes her 
vision better. 

Is visual acuity a dimension of behavior? Well, not 
exactly — but it obviously has major effects on behavior. 
If you're born with 20/200 vision, you're probably not 
going to become a truck driver or airline pilot. For similar 
reasons, if one ethnic group had better eyesight than an- 
other, on the average, that could affect career choices and 
other aspects of behavior. 

Whether ethnic groups do differ in their genetic en- 
dowment of visual ability is unknown. But our hypothe- 
sis suggests that that's a possibility worth looking at. That 
factor might explain some of the behavioral variations we 
observe. 

The connection between the genes, eyesight, and be- 
havior illustrates a fundamental point. The relationship of 
DNA to behavior is actually so close that it's somewhat 
artificial to speak of the genes "affecting" behavior at all. 
Without the genes, there could be no behavior; behavior 
can take place only through the structures and processes 
encoded in DNA. 

To ask how much effect DNA has on behavior is like 
asking how much effect a computer's design has on its 
operation. Design and operation are really two different 
aspects of the same phenomenon. That phenomenon, 
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stated more fully, can be seen as having four aspects: de- 
sign, structure, process and operation (or behavior). 

In a computer, the design is embodied in circuit dia- 
grams; in a human, it's embodied in DNA. In a computer, 
the structures are the hardware, the physical equipment; 
in a human, they are the physical body, including the 
nervous system. In a computer, the processes are every- 
thing the hardware does; in a human, they are everything 
the body does, on the neurophysiological level and all 
other levels. In a computer, an operation (such as adding 
two numbers) consists of a whole group of interrelated 
processes (electron flows, switches opening and closing, 
etc.). Likewise, in a human, a behavior consists of a 
grouping or constellation of body processes, aimed at 
producing a result. Talking is a behavior; breathing, vo- 
cal cord vibration, lip and tongue movement, and cere- 
bration are some of the processes that make up this be- 
havior. 

Design, structure, process and behavior are thus in- 
separably connected. And "design," in organisms, means 
DNA. In this sense, DNA controls behavior entirely and 
in every detail. 

Obviously the environment too plays a crucial role in 
determining behavior — since behavior consists of inter- 
acting with the environment. But it's nonsense to say, as 
some theorists do, that environmental factors are "more" 
important than genetic ones or that the genes have rela- 
tively "little" effect on behavior. That's like saying a 
computer's design doesn't have much effect on its opera- 
tion. 


It is nonsense to say, as 
some theorists do, that en- 
vironmental factors are 
“more” important than gen- 
etic ones. 


Anyone who doubts the role of the genes in determin- 
ing behavior should consider the results when particular 
genes are missing, or defective. What happens to behav- 
ior when, due to a DNA error, one is born blind? What 
happens when one is born without arms, or without the 
capacity to do arithmetic, or without a cerebral cortex? 
There are thousands of recognized pathological condi- 
tions caused by defects in DNA. These conditions, while 
often tragic, furnish valuable "controlled experiments": 
each reveals a specific behavioral capacity that normal 
people have, but which gets deleted from the organism if 
particular DNA segments are in error. 

What we call "normal behavior" requires using many 
such capacities at once. Even the simplest behaviors are 


controlled in multiple ways by DNA, as can be seen by 
considering all the different ways behavior can go wrong 
when genetic design goes wrong. 

This conception of behavior as an essentially genetic 
phenomenon lends weight to the hypothesis being pro- 
posed here. Since behavior depends on the DNA code so 
completely and in such detail, there are a lot of ways the 
details might vary among ethnic groups. For example, 
some groups might be more susceptible than others to 
particular genetic disorders. 


Since behavior depends on 
the DNA code so completely 
and in such detail, there are 
a lot of ways the details 
might vary among ethnic 
groups. For example, some 
groups might be more 
susceptible than others to 
particular genetic disorders. 


The latter is no mere theoretical possibility. Certain 
genetic disorders do appear more frequently in some 
races than in others. And this can have profound effects 
on behavior, as the following example shows. 

It is now accepted doctrine in the alcoholism-treat- 
ment field that (a) susceptibility to alcoholism is partly a 
genetic matter and (b) certain ethnic groups are particu- 
larly susceptible, for genetic reasons. Dr. James Milam 
explains this theory in his widely used book, Under the 
Influence’: 


Extreme differences in alcoholism rates have 
been found among various ethnic groups. For ex- 
ample, Jews and Italians have low alcoholism 
rates, about 1 percent, while at the other extreme, 
Native Americans have extraordinarily high 
rates, somewhere around 80-90 percent. Once 
again, physical factors — not psychological, so- 
cial, or cultural factors — explain these different 
ethnic susceptibilities to alcohol. 


Dr. Bert Vallee and his colleagues at Harvard 
Medical School have been studying biochemical 
and genetic aspects of alcoholism. They have 
isolated fifteen different forms of the alcohol de- 
hydrogenase (ADH) liver enzyme and discovered 
that the number and variety of these enzymes 
vary widely from person to person. The complex 


patterns appear to be genetically controlled, and 
different racial groups have a typical variation 
of the number and type of these "isoenzymes." 
[Emphasis added.] Vallee suspects that each 
combination of isoenzymes reacts with alcohol 
differently and determines the person's specific 
physiological response.... 


Vallee's findings help to explain the abun- 
dance of research showing different physiologi- 
cal reactions to alcohol among various ethnic 
groups. Fenna, for example, discovered that a 
group of Native Americans were unable to oxi- 
dize and eliminate alcohol as quickly as Cau- 
casians.... 


These differences in susceptibility are exactly 
what we should expect given the fact that alco- 
holism is a hereditary disease. 


Now, consider what is being said here. It it's true that 
Native Americans have, and always have had, a fatal 
weakness for alcohol — an actual metabolic weakness — 
then obviously this fact must explain a lot of their his- 
tory. The tragedy of their subjugation is a story that has 
to be told largely in terms of genetic differences among 
human races, and the effects of those differences on char- 
acteristic behavior. 

Note, also, that alcoholism is only one behavior disor- 
der that's now considered at least partly hereditary. There 
are many others. Alcoholism was the first to be discov- 
ered, but the list now includes everything from compul- 
sive overeating to schizophrenia. So the question natu- 
rally arises: 


Diversity and variety among 
individuals furnish much of 
"the spice of life." A good 
case can be made that the 
same is true of ethnic 
groups. 


Do any of these disorders have higher incidence rates 
in some ethnic groups than in others? If so, are the behav- 
ioral consequences anywhere near as dramatic as in the 
case of alcoholism? 

A good source of information on genetically caused be- 
havior disorders is Lawrence Taylor's book, Born to 
Crime?. Taylor discusses various genetic malfunctions 
that seem to predispose people toward violent and crimi- 
nal behavior — e.g., the so-called "double Y" or "super 
male" syndrome, in which a man is born with twice as 
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many Y chromosomes as he's supposed to have. Men 
with this condition tend to be stupid, brutal, and violently 
aggressive — a fact reflected in their disproportionate 
numbers in prison populations. 

Disorders like the double-Y syndrome are of obvious 
relevance to our hypothesis. Does this condition occur 
more frequently in some ethnic groups than in others? If 
so, that could explain some of the behavioral variations 
we observe. 

The study of hereditary behavior disorders is now a 
"growth industry" — as is the whole vast field of modern 
genetics. New discoveries about the workings of DNA 
are being made every hour, or every minute. We are liv- 
ing in the midst of what future historians will probably 
refer to as "the Genetic Revolution,” much as we refer to 
the Industrial Revolution or the quantum revolution in 
physics. 


If personality traits like 


extroversion and neuroti- 
cism are partly controlled 
by genetic factors, then the 
average levels of these traits 
may vary among. ethnic 
groups, for genetic reasons. 


With so much being learned about DNA, it's not sur- 
prising that many of the discoveries are about the effects 
of DNA on behavior. And as these discoveries accumu- 
late, the "conventional wisdom" on the behavior of races 
is going to look less and less tenable. It’s going to be- 
come more and more difficult to deny that nature as well 
as nurture does play a role in this phenomenon. The tide 
of history seems to be running against those who at- 
tribute all inter-ethnic behavior differences to environ- 
mental factors. 

A shorthand way to refer to the hypothesis being pro- 
posed here is to call it the hypothesis of "biodiversity" of 
races. In this term, the "bio" part refers to the fact that 
race is a biological phenomenon, not just a social or cul- 
tural one. The "diversity" part stresses the idea that, while 
races differ in their innate propensities, it's not a question 
of some being "better" than others; it's just a question of 
different styles, like the different styles of individuals, or 
of dog breeds. 

If all individuals had exactly the same talents, temper- 
aments and inclinations, the world would be a much 
duller and poorer place. Diversity and variety among in- 
dividuals furnish much of "the spice of life." A good case 
can be made that the same is true of ethnic groups. 

How might the biodiversity hypothesis be confirmed 


or disconfirmed empirically? What sorts of research does 
it suggest? There are many possible approaches; a quick 
way to survey some of them is to mention three books. 

First and foremost is John R. Baker's monumental 
treatise, Race?. Baker's whole argument in this book, un- 
fortunately, has a deep theoretical flaw: he insists on us- 
ing the old, meaningless concepts of racial "superiority" 
and "inferiority." Nevertheless, he offers a wealth of in- 
formation on the phenomenon of races — breeds — both 
in Homo Sapiens and throughout the rest of the animal 
kingdom. A typical Baker gem is this passage*: 


One wants to know whether it is conceivable 
that members of two taxa [i.e., taxonomic 
groupings, like races or species] may differ in 
large numbers of groups of genes affecting many 
parts of the body, but not at all in those that af- 
fect the nervous and sensory systems and there- 
fore play a part in determining mental qualities. 
In addressing oneself to this problem it is helpful 
to consider any two taxa of mammals, other than 
man, that differ from one another in morphologi- 
cal characters about as much as a Sanid does 
from a Europid, or an Eskimid from a Negritid, 
or a Bambutid from an Australid, and then note 
whether two such taxa of animals are ever identi- 
cal in their habits, and therefore in their mental 
qualities. The conclusion will almost necessarily 
be reached that identity in habits is unusual even 
in pairs of taxa that are morphologically much 
more similar to one another than are members of 
the pairs of human taxa that have just been men- 
tioned. The subspecies of gorilla, for instance, 
are not nearly so different from one another mor- 
phologically as Sanids are from Europids, but 
they differ markedly in their modes of life.... 


Race, and its 46-page bibliography, constitute an es- 
sential starting-place for anyone interested in the empiri- 
cal study of ethnic biodiversity. 

Almost as essential, but of a very different nature, is 
Genes, Culture and Personality, by H.J. Eysenck and 
associates. Eysenck et al. don't deal specifically with 
ethnic questions in this book — but they explain and 
demonstrate a lot of research techniques that could be 
useful in the study of ethnicity. They set themselves the 
task of statistically measuring the relative roles of genetic 
and environmental factors in the formation of individual 
personality. They use the method of "twin studies,” in 
which groups of identical twins are compared with con- 
trol groups of fraternal, non-identical twins. Their con- 
clusion is that the genes have measurable effects on many 
personality dimensions, including  "“extroversion," 
"neuroticism," and "psychoticism." They even find, sur- 


prisingly, that genetic factors account for a fair amount of 
the variation in people's political attitudes — i.e., how 
"conservative" or "radical" one is. 

If personality traits like extraversion and neuroticism 
are partly controlled by genetic factors, then the average 
levels of these traits may vary among ethnic groups, for 
genetic reasons. The magnitude of such effects should be 
measurable using techniques and concepts like those 
documented in Genes, Culture and Personality. 

The final book in this list was a bestseller in Japan in 
the late seventies. Its title is Nihon-jin no no (The 
Japanese Brain).® 

The thesis of this book is that Japanese people have 
brains that are in some ways neurologically unique. For 
example, when a Japanese person hears certain kinds of 
sounds, the associated neural activity seems to take place 
mainly in the left hemisphere of his or her brain; but 
when Westerners and others hear the same sounds, the 
processing seems to take place mainly in the right hemi- 
sphere. 


The book's author, Dr. Tadanobu Tsunoda (a special- — 


ist in hearing disorders at the Tokyo Medical and Dental 
University), attributed this neurological difference to 
unique characteristics of Japanese culture and language 
— not to genetic factors. He performed controlled exper- 
iments to test the latter hypothesis, and the results were 
negative. Still, the effects he observed are thought-pro- 
voking. 

Could genetics have anything to do with these appar- 
ently profound neurological differences? Is it safe to rule 
out that explanation entirely? Further research on these 
questions might yield interesting results. At the very 
least, Tsunoda's experimental techniques might prove to 
be of value in the study of biodiversity. 

The hypothesis of biodiversity of races states that hu- 
man ethnic groups vary in their strengths and weak- 
nesses, just as human individuals do, and just as breeds 
of other animals do. Some human breeds are bigger than 
others. Some are faster than others (if you doubt that, 
look at the roster of gold medals in Olympic track 
events). And some may be better than others at surviving 
cold, or resisting particular diseases, or making tools, or 
running social organizations, or doing mathematics. 
These are all possibilities to be explored. Each of the ca- 
pacities named has an obvious effect on behavior. 

Modern egalitarians seem to feel it would be an 
"injustice" if ethnic groups were endowed with differing 
talents, differing strengths and weaknesses. But there's no 
more injustice in this than in the fact that some individu- 
als are born with better eyesight than others, or more 
musical talent, or more sports talent, or better looks. 
Agonizing over such facts is best described as neurotic. 
Each individual just has to do the best she can with what 


she's got. 


Suppose the hypothesis of biodiversity turned out to 
be correct. Would the consequences of that be disastrous? 
Would it mean the end of the world or the ruination of 
society? Would it make civilized relations among ethnic 
groups impossible? 

It might improve such relations, by making them more 
realistic. There's no surer route to misery than viewing 
unalterable facts as "injustices." The conventional wis- 
dom no longer has much to offer. Maybe it's time for a 
new approach. 
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Afrocentrism, n. History in blackface. 
AIDS, n. The Gay Reaper. 


Anarchist, n. One who knows that cops are criminals but 
hasn't figured out that criminals are cops. 


Anarchy, n. The ideal state of affairs in which there is no 
State to stop anarchist sectarians from taking direct 
action and killing each other off. 


Anglo, n. A polite synonym for "Gringo." 


Animal Liberationist, n. One who defends the equality 
of dogs with the dogma of equality. One who 
opposes the oppression of opossums. One who 
champions the nights of chimpanzees. One who 
battles on behalf of cattle. A villian who victimizes 
vegetables. 


Appeaser, n. One who wants to keep the peace: a 
pejorative term used by warmongers. 


Atheist, n. One who does not believe in God but is still 
holier than thou. 


Avant Garde, n. The lemmings in the lead. 
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Based on a True Story, Not a true story. 
Chosen People, the, n. The Jews, considered as God's 
Pets: an idea produced by Jewishful thinking. 


Christian, n. One who expects to be saved by the 
Calvary. 


Christian Men’s Movement, the, n. A movement 
involving Christian men who gather together out in 
the woods to bang on Bibles and get in touch with 
their Inner Wildmon. For more information, see 
Donald Wildmon's book, Jron John, the Baptist. 


Christian Science, n. The science of the lambs. 

Cloning, n. The Xeroxing of living things. 

Coffee, n. A_ beverage containing caffeine, a 
psychoactive and addictive substance. When a coffee 
drinker kicks the habit all at once, it is known as 


"going cold perky." 


Conceptual Artist, n. One who conceives of himself as 
an artist. Also known as a "con artist." 


Controversy, n. A battle in which bullshit substitutes for | 
bullets. 


Coon, n. Formerly, a derogatory term for Blacks. Now, a 
derogatory term for White racists. Sometimes spelled 
"Koon." 


Cover-up, n. An attempt to hide something, such as 
evidence of a criminal conspiracy or the weak points 
of one's conspiracy theory. 


Cynicism, n. The vice of disbelieving in the virtues of 
hypocrites. 


Disaster, n. Good news for journalists. 


Discovery, n. The finding of something one was not 
looking for. 


Egoist, n. One who is made of Stirner stuff. 
Exploration, n. A prelude to exploitation. 
Farm Worker, nm. A Manuel laborer. 


Freethought Today, n. The same thing as freethought a 
century ago. 


Gay Liberationist, n. One who has forgotten that 
forbidden fruit is the sweetest. 


Ghetto, 7. Ashanti town. 
Liberalism, n. Always having to say you're sorry. 


Liberation Theology, n. The gospel according to St. 
Marx. 


Libertarian, n. One who defends liberty but does not 
define it. One who believes in liberty, just like a 
Christian believes in Christ. One who believes the 
right of free speech is much more important than the 
ability to speak freely. 


Lunatic Fringe, 7. pl. Those who deviate too far from 
the Maniacal Mainstream and the Crackpot 
Consensus. 


Mall, the, n. The Mecca of Americans, to which they 
faithfully make frequent pilgrimages to perform the 
bizarre religious ritual known as "shopping." 


Melanin, n. A skin pigment which, according to the 
theories of Dr. Jeffrey Leopard, predisposes people to 
enjoy eating watermelon. 


Minimal Art, n. A step in the right direction, art based 
on the premise that less is more, more or less. 
Minimal artists should go one step further, however, 
and realize that nothing is everything. 


Munich, n. A synonym for ignominious appeasement of 
aggressors: a term used by those who claim that 
World War Two could have been averted by starting 
it a year earlier. 

Murder, n. An ex post facto abortion. The right to 
commit murder is supported by all who truly favor 


freedom of choice. 


Nazi-hunter, nn. One who hunts the witches of 


Auschwitz. 


Nonconformist, 7. One who conforms to the norms of 
nonconformism. 


Objectivity, n. Agreement with the subjective bias of the 
prevailing consensus. 


Philosopher, n. One who loves wisdom but whose love | 
is usually unrequited. 


Phobophobia, n. The irrational fear and hatred of 
irrational fear and hatred. 


Planets, n. pl. Asteroids on steroids. 


Politics of Meaning, the, n. An attempt to disguise the 
meaning of politics. 


Reason, n. The faculty whose use leads to the 
innumerable irreconcilable contradictions between 
the opinions of different rationalists. 

Scholarship, n. A ship of educated fools. 

Soft Rock, n. A contradiction in terms. 

Terrorism, n. The nemesis of tourism. 


Underground Press, n. All the news that misfits print. 


Work Ethic, n. Slave morality. 


Zenophobia, n. The fear and hatred of paradoxes. 


Zionism, n. The problem of which it purports to be the 
solution. 
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1984, a new gang has swept across the legislation. Basically a suspension of due process, 
American landscape. They started in the big cities the idea behind asset forfeiture is to deny criminals 
— New York, Chicago and L.A. — and have quickly access to their ill-gotten gains during trial and to 
moved into small towns throughout seize property purchased with 
the U.S. Like most other gangs,| The power of asset tainted funds. But the power of asset 
they're involved in the manufacture farteture hasmcce forfeiture has created a beast. Now 
and distribution of illegal narcotics. the group that profits most from the 
They've financed their growth ated a beast. Now drug trade is law enforcement itself. 
through theft, blackmail and an the group that | What started as a tool in the war on 
organized campaign of _ terror, profits most from | drugs has transcended into a whole 
plowing profits back into what is | he drug trade is | ° ¥2Y of policing — a way that 
now one of the largest criminal threatens the liberties of every 
operations ever seen. resident, not only of the United 
So why aren't the police doing self. States, but wherever the long arm of 
anything to stop the spread of this U.S. law reaches. 
brutal gang? Because this gang is the police. 


law enforcement it- 


Welcome to the millennium! The United States The Crime of Ownership 
is going through wrenching changes caused by an 
enormous national deficit. The state requires more Perhaps the most dramatic example of the perils 


and more money, yet is able to provide fewer and of asset forfeiture is the case of Donald and Francis 

fewer services. Law enforcement agencies, hard- Scott. The Scotts are a new breed of American crim- 

pressed to prosecute the "war on drugs," have found jnal. Their crime was owning a 200 acre ranch in 

a way around reliance on taxation and, conse- Malibu worth an estimated $5 million. 

quently, a way around the electorate. The Scott ranch abuts U.S. Parks Department 
During the Reagan administration, our Drug property, and the feds had unsuccessfully attempted 


Czars resurrected an old law enforcement trick to purchase it several times. Aware of the value of 
called "asset forfeiture," and gave it new life through 
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the property and that a willing buyer was available, 
the L.A. Country Sheriff's Department opened an 
investigation against the Scotts with the expressed 
purpose of filling the department's coffers by seizing 
the ranch and selling it to the U.S. Parks Department. 

Here's how the Sheriff hatched his plan. Aerial 
surveillance of the Scott property was ordered, dur- 
ing which 50 marijuana plants were supposedly 
spotted (no marijuana — growing or otherwise — 
was ever found on the Scott property). A paid in- 
formant then provided corroborating evidence of 
drug dealing at the Scott ranch. The informant, who 
had a long criminal background, took his consider- 
able fee for telling the Sheriff what 
he wanted to hear, and promptly left 
town. The Sheriff used the "evidence" 
he had assembled to obtain a search 
warrant. In a pre-raid briefing, the 
Sheriff made certain to distribute the 
key piece of evidence against the 
Scotts: an appraisal of their property. 

This style of policing has become 
so routine that you probably 
wouldn't be reading about this case 
except for one flaw. Donald Scott didn't roll over. 
He resisted what he thought was a robbery and was 
shot dead in his own home. In all the commotion, 
the police must have forgotten to plant the drugs, 
because none were ever found. When the L.A. 
County Prosecutor's Office looked into the case, 
what they found was that the testimony of the in- 
formant was probably fabricated, the Sheriff's De- 
partment had knowingly falsified evidence, and the 
motivation for the raid was a desire to boost the de- 
partment's depleted budget. 


ment 


than 
activity. 


Manufacturing Probable Cause 


If you think what happened to the Scotts is un- 
common, you haven't been reading between the 
lines in enough newspapers lately. Asset forfeiture, 
once a tool used only against large-scale organized 
crime figures, is now an element in virtually every 
drug bust. The incentives built into the asset 
forfeiture mechanism have so skewed the efforts of 
law enforcement that most of the real criminals are 
now on the police department payroll. 

"Asset forfeiture" means asset theft. If the police 
suspect that something you bought was paid for, in 
part, with proceeds from an illegal drug transaction, 
they can take it. They don't have to PROVE it, they 
just have to SUSPECT it. Then YOU have to prove 
that you didn't buy those items (your house, your 
car, your boat, your spouse's wedding ring) with 


The Drug Enforce- 
Administra- 
tion now has more 


personnel working 
on asset forfeiture 


any 


drug money. 

If no proof is required to seize your assets, then 
what's required for "suspicion"? Usually, the court 
requires that the cops must find enough narcotics 
on your property to qualify as "distribution," not 
merely "possession." Of course, police have been 
found to add as much dope as necessary to obtain a 
charge of distribution, thus opening the asset 
forfeiture cookie jar. They simply take drugs confis- 
cated from other busts and use them to pad their 
case. Sometimes, however, there just isn't enough 
dope to go around. No problem! The cops now 
manufacture it. 


In Broward County, Florida, the 
sheriff decided that in order to 
continue its sting operations, it 
needed a greater supply of narcotics. 
So the sheriff's department started 
making crank in the police lab, 
which was then distributed by 
undercover agents. If this sounds 
like the cops have gone into the drug 
business, just wait until you see 
who's on their payroll. 

Asset forfeiture money can only 
be used for prosecuting drug crimes. And paying 
informants qualifies. Many informants now make 
more money than the officers paying them. If you 
had a choice between robbing a bank for, say 
$10,000, or whispering a name into a cop's ear for, 
say $25,000, which would you choose? You can see 
why becoming a paid informant is the best game in 
town. Since you're usually pointing the finger at 
ordinary citizens, you don't have the same risks as 
informing on a Mafia kingpin. There seems to be 
little to lose and much to gain. 

And where do the cops recruit informants who 
will tell them what they want to hear? From the 
ranks of real criminals, of course. If you get busted 
for armed robbery or rape or auto theft, and you 
have no assets, you're just a big fat burden to the 
system. You have to be prosecuted and jailed at 
considerable taxpayer expense. So the police will let 
you off the hook if you cooperate and tell them 
what they want to hear, which is that you saw Joe 
Asset dealing drugs out of his house. You collect 
your fee, they have their probable cause, and, within 
a few hours, their treasury is getting fatter instead of 


being siphoned off. 
The Fine Art of Forfeiture 


other 


So let's see if you're paying attention to the van- 
ishing civil liberties here. The law says the cops can 
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take all your property if they find drugs. The law 
says the cops can manufacture these drugs, and that 
they can pay informants — even notorious crimi- 
nals — especially notorious criminals — huge sums 
of money to say you might be a drug dealer. Then 
the cops can bust into your home with guns drawn 
and, if they "find" anything there, can haul you to 
jail and seize your bank accounts and all your prop- 
erty so you can't hire a lawyer. And if a relative tries 
to pay for your lawyer, the cops can seize your rela- 
tive's bank accounts and property, too, if they sus- 
pect that you gave your relative money from your 
drug dealings. 

Yes, that's the beauty of asset 
forfeiture: it doesn't have to be 
limited to criminals! According to 
Newsweek magazine, in only half of 
the forfeitures through 1990 were 
the forfeiting parties charged with a 
crime, much less convicted. The 
thinnest of connections between the 
stolen — oops, I mean forfeited — 
property and the crime is enough. A 
New Jersey woman lost her 
Oldsmobile because her son drove it 
to Sears where he was arrested for 
shoplifting a pair of pants. An lowa 
man had his $6,000 boat seized after 
he was captured with three illegally- 
caught fish. 

The reason so much property is forfeited 
without any criminal charges is that asset forfeiture 
maneuvers around the so-called rights people have 
under the Constitution. Most asset forfeiture cases 
are civil proceedings, not criminal. The party on 
trial is the property, not the person. Normal rights 
that apply to people, such as prohibitions on illegal 
searches and seizures, the right to a speedy trial, the 
right to adequate counsel, due process, and — most 
importantly — the presumption of innocence, do 
not apply to property. 

If they seize your $3,000 car, are you going to 
pay an attorney $5,000 to get it back? Most people 
roll over. Remember, even if your property is found 
innocent, you can't sue for damages. And you have 
to come up with money in a hurry if you want to 
put up a fight: you must put down a deposit of 10% 
of the property value within 10 days of notification 
to contest a forfeiture. If you miss the 10-day 
deadline, kiss your assets goodbye. Of course, the 
cops probably seized all your cash and readily- 
marketable property, leaving you with no money for 
the 10% deposit. 
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Police are now go- 
ing through crimi- 
nal cases that were 
tried and disposed 
of years ago to see 
if they missed the 


opportunity to take 
some assets. If as- 
sets weren't seized, 
they just take them 
now through civil 
forfeiture. 


If you make the 10% deposit, 10-day deadline, 
you still need to hire a lawyer. Remember, your 
property does not have the right to an attorney if if 
cannot afford one. What happens if your lawyer 
wants $10,000 up front? That's not an unusual 
amount for these cases. Once again, with all your 
assets seized, you've got a problem. And if you think 
your bank will lend you — an accused drug dealer 
— money against your house, which is now in the 
possession of the police, think again. So it's back to 
begging from those relatives and friends who 
haven't had all their assets seized. 

Now that you've hired your lawyer, get ready for 
a long, expensive trial. After all, the 
cops and prosecuting attorney have 
millions in seized property with 
which to wage a legal battle. If they 
win, they get to divvy up your loot. 

Let's say you persevere and win, 
and they finally return your money 
and property. Well, your money goes 
to pay back your friends for fronting 
the attorney's fees. And your 
property? Oh, that was destroyed in 
a search for drugs which were never 
found, then it was left unprotected in 
the elements for the several years it 
took to try the case. Sorry about that. 
Good luck trying to get your 
insurance company to pay for 
damages caused by the police. 


The Gravy Train 


To understand why asset forfeiture has become 
so popular, you have to look at it from the pig's eye 
view. Let's say you're running a sty (police | 
department) and the citizens are complaining 
mightily about crime. But your budget has more 
holes in it than the Saddam Hussein target out on 
the shooting range. Here are the choices you have: 


1. Tell the citizens to pay more taxes. 

2. Tell the citizens to protect themselves. 

3. Kiss the mayor's ass until he or she cuts 
someone else's budget in order to give you a 
little more money. 

4. Find the most unpopular wealthy person in 
town, bust them for drugs, and take all their as- 
sets. 


If you chose option 4, you're well on your way 
to a promising career in law enforcement. In fact, 
you're well on your way to the mayor's job. Because 
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not only do you dramatically increase your budget 
without increasing taxes, you become a media 
darling as a crime fighter in the process. 

The very best part about asset forfeiture law, 
from a pig's eye view, is you don't have to share the 
proceeds with anyone. By law, the money can only 
be spent on further law enforcement. The mayor 
can't take it to fix the roads or build a community 
center; the governor can't take it to improve schools. 
It can't even be used to fund drug treatment centers. 
Just about the only thing it can be used for is a 
surveillance helicopter for you and the department, 
or a fleet of sports cars with sirens, or "multi-pur- 
pose vehicles" for the officers to 
drive to work, or bonuses, or 
training seminars in Maui. 

The asset forfeiture gravy train 


police departments everywhere how 
to set up their own Asset Forfeiture 
Units (AFUs). According to a 1990 
survey conducted by the Jefferson 
Institute, "most local jurisdictions 
do not use [asset forfeiture] units to 
the fullest potential. In fact, few of 
the units successfully tap the full 
potential of forfeiture statutes." The 
FBI praises the Chicago Police 
Department's AFU as an example 
worth emulating. 

Started as an administrative 
function, the Chicago AFU quickly 
grew and divided into five groups, 
including separate groups for 
vehicles and real estate. A special 
"investigative unit" is there to back 
up the street cops who are often 
"unfamiliar with the intricate asset 
forfeiture statutes, and neglect to seize other 
valuable assets." I know I'll sleep better at night 
knowing these guys are making sure no stone goes 
untaken. While all seized assets must be used for 
law enforcement, how the pie is split is different in 
different states. In Illinois, 65% goes to the seizing 
agency, 10% to the state police and the balance — 
25% — to the prosecuting attorney's office. 

A handy article in the March, 1993, FBI Law En- 
forcement Bulletin explains what to do if you run 
into the annoying situation that the assets you want 
to seize aren't held in the name of the defendant. 
The determined Asset Forfeiture Officer won't let 


arsenal. 


Opponents of asset | + 
forfeiture have hailed 


is so good that the pigs' own trade | two Supreme Court | ° — and co- 
Ca ae ie ; Law En- | decisions which SUP- |. Surveillance should include: 
forcement Bulletin — is instructing , 


posedly restrict the 
use of this powerful 
tool. The media may 
be declaring victory 


in the battle against | . 
asset forfeiture, but 


the Justice Depart- | ° 
ment is hardly ac- 
cepting defeat. Rath- 
er, these cases mark 
the refinement and 
expansion 
most powerful tool in 
the law enforcement 


legal ownership stand between the department and 
those assets. The well-trained Asset Forfeiture Offi- 
cer knows to ask critical questions, such as: Whose 
name is on the insurance policy? Who pays for re- 
pairs to the property? Who "controlled" the pur- 
chase? The diligent Forfeiture Officer conducts 
surveillance to see who uses the property. 


When you have a large Asset Forfeiture Unit — 
and, let's face it, every town should have one — then 
you have the resources for a really thorough investi- 
gation. Here are a few items the FBI thinks you 
should look at when checking out a suspect: 


¢ Motor vehicle registration 

¢ Real property search for deeds 
Search warrants should cover 
all documents 


e Garbage pickup 
e Mail cover 
e Wiretap 
¢ Telephone records analysis 
¢ Credit report analysis 
Bank deposit and safety deposit 
records & searches 
Tax returns 


And a_- very _ thorough 
investigation includes not only the 
defendant, but also the defendant's 
“parents, relatives, wives, children, 
girlfriends, etc." The defendant 
might have shared some of the pro- 
ceeds of criminal activity with these 
other persons, and so all of their 
assets might be available for the 
taking. 


of the 


Asset Forfeiture As Big Stick 


The Drug Enforcement Administration now has 
more personnel working on asset forfeiture than 
any other activity. The Volusia County (Florida) 
Sheriff's Department has managed to seize over $8 
million just from motorists on I-95. In Washington 
State, legislation has been proposed to seize the cars 
and other assets of drunk drivers. In New York, they 
want to seize cars for parking tickets. But current 
legislation is already adequate in many places. 


Asset Forfeiture Units are so lucrative that in 
some places they are larger than the rest of the po- 
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lice department. And they're busy, too. Police are 
now going through criminal cases that were tried 
and disposed of years ago to see if they missed the 
Opportunity to take some assets. If assets weren't 
seized, they just take them now through civil 
forfeiture. You can't be tried twice for the same 
crime, but your property isn't protected from 
"double jeopardy." Soon, anyone who committed 
any crime when they were a 
teenager — even shoplifting — can 
have their property seized now that 
they are adults and have assets 
worth taking. 


Police don't even need to seize 
assets to get results. Just the threat 
of forfeiture can have a chilling 
impact on police targets. In Seattle, 
the Drug Abatement Unit (yes, 
they've started softening the names 
of Asset Forfeiture Units) has been 
able to shut down "raves" before 
they get started by threatening 
building owners’ with civil 
forfeitures. 


"Raves" are parties that are not 
announced in advance and often 
take place in warehouses and 
vacant buildings rather than in 
traditional nightclubs. For several 
years, the Seattle Police Department 
has waged a war against these 
parties. At first they required a dizzying array of 
permits. When that didn't work, they threatened 
building owners with asset forfeiture. 


lice 


funded 


In the dozens of raves shut down by Seattle 
pork, no one has ever been convicted of possession or 
distribution of illegal substances. There was one arrest 
for LSD possession, which was dropped before go- 
ing to trial. Yet the cops have frozen rave promoters 
out of the market with threats of asset forfeiture. 
The promoters themselves don't have any assets 
(they are mostly underfinanced kids), so the police 
threaten building owners. Following the new wave 
of law enforcement, they put their muscle where the 
money is. 


Recent Supreme Court Decisions 


Opponents of asset forfeiture have hailed two 
Supreme Court decisions which supposedly restrict 
the use of this powerful tool. The media may be 
declaring victory in the battle against asset 
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Asset forfeiture is re- 
ally very Libertarian. 
I mean, why should 
we have to fund law 
enforcement through 
taxes? Why not make 
the criminals pay for 
the police by seizing 
their ill-gotten gains? 


Used to its fullest po- 
tential, asset forfei- 
ture could lead to to- 
tally "privatized" po- 


departments, 
completely 

with money seized 

from "criminals." 


forfeiture, but the Justice Department is hardly ac- 
cepting defeat. Rather, these cases mark the refine- 
ment and expansion of the most powerful tool in the 
law enforcement arsenal. 


In the first decision, the Supremes said that 
asset forfeiture was a form of punishment and 
prohibited if "excessive." They failed to define 
"excessive," leaving it for lower courts to hash out. 
In the second decision, announced 
in December, 1993, the Court said 
that the victims of forfeiture must 
be notified before their property ‘is 
seized. I'm sure that will come as a 
great comfort to them. 


Lawyers at the Justice 
Department have’ read the 
handwriting on the wall: a rising 
number of court cases and bills 
aimed at curbing forfeiture. Rather 
than risk losing their favorite 
weapon, the Justice Department has 
written its own legislation to 
"reform" asset forfeiture laws. They 
would curb the headline-grabbing 
excesses of law enforcement yahoos 
who try to seize someone's home 
for a parking ticket. At the same 
time, this legislation will expand the 
application of asset forfeiture 
beyond drug crimes to all kinds of 
offenses, especially "white collar 
crime." I suppose that "white collar crime" means 
those offenses where the perpetrator has some as- 
sets worth taking. 


Free Market Forfeiture? 


Perhaps you find this information on asset for- 
feiture a little frightening, a little repugnant? But 
really, it's very Libertarian. I mean, why should we 
have to fund law enforcement through taxes? Why 
not make the criminals pay for the police, by seizing 
their ill-gotten gains? Used to its fullest potential, as- 
set forfeiture could lead to totally "privatized" police 
departments, funded completely with money seized 
from "criminals." A great burden would be lifted 
from the taxpaying public. 


So let's hear it for the private police departments 
of the 21st Century! Let's give a cheer for asset for- 
feiture! e 
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Illustration by Nick Bougas 


Introduction 


Between February and July, 1992 a small group of 
disorganized ex-convict heroin addicts in Springfield, 
Massachusetts defrauded the Internal Revenue Service (IRS) 
of over $100,000 through the filing of false tax returns 
claiming large refunds. The Criminal Investigation Division 
(CID) of the IRS ended the scheme with raids and arrests in 
July. 

During the same period another Springfield ex-con netted 
over $500,000 through the filing of 500 false tax returns. He 
was arrested in October, 1992. 

In both cases Federal Sentencing Guidelines call for 
sentences of up to 4 years and the cases remain pending. 

For many years the IRS has lost millions in such schemes. 
A lot of them originate in prisons. In the Federal System the 
problem got so bad that in 1979 the U.S. Bureau of Prisons 
agreed to annually provide the IRS with lists of all federal 
prisoners’ Social Security numbers (SSN's) which the IRS 
then flagged as "suspect" in their computers. By 1987 there 
were notices on federal prison inmate bulletin boards. "NO 
MAIL ADDRESSED TO THE IRS WILL BE SENT 
UNLESS THE ENVELOPE IS MARKED ‘ATTENTION: 
CRIMINAL INVESTIGATION DIVISION." Many state and 
county prisons do not provide the IRS with such lists, and 
schemes have been reported in cities such as Boston where 
persons in the community used state or county prisoners’ 
names and SSN's to file for false refunds. 

Some exploit classes of persons other than prisoners for 
use of their names and SSN's. These classes would include 
welfare recipients, children too young to work, bums, winos 
and others who did not work and had no reported earnings 
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the previous tax year. This is what the heroin addicts did. 
They purchased SS cards on the street for amounts ranging 
from $20 to $500. 

The problem of multiple fraudulent tax refund filing will 
continue, and as will be pointed out, cannot be stopped 
because the IRS operates on the "honor system" when issuing 
refunds based upon W-2's and tax returns submitted to them. 
With the proliferation of electronic filing and refund 
anticipation loans offered by such companies as H&R Block, 
the problem will only get worse. 


W-2 Forms 
(Wage and Tax Statements) 


A Form W-2 (Wage and Tax Statement) is an employer 
statement of earnings which must be mailed to the taxpayer 
by January 31 of each year. The W-2 contains the following 
information: 

Employer's name and address 

Employer Identification Number (EIN) 

Employee's name, address and Social Security number 
Gross wages for the year 

Federal tax withheld 

Social Security tax withheld 

Medicare tax withheld, 

and if applicable, state or local tax withheld. 

When issuing W-2's the employer sends one copy to the 
Social Security Administration (SSA), one copy to state or 
local tax agencies (if applicable), keeps one copy, and sends 
the taxpayer 3 copies. The taxpayer files one with his federal 
tax return, one with his state or local return (if applicable), 
and keeps one copy. 
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Blank W-2 forms are obtained free, 2 to a sheet, directly 
from the IRS. They can also be purchased in large book and 
stationery stores for about 60¢ per sheet. 


Tax Refund Processing 


Tax refund fraud works simply because the IRS Service 
Center does not verify the information contained in the W-2's 
which are submitted with the tax returns (Forms 1040, 
1040A, and 1040EZ). Whatever information is typed into the 
W-2 is taken at face value and as long as the amounts are not 
way out of the ordinary, they are not questioned. Thus for 
example, a 1040EZ (single filer with no dependents) 
submitted with a W-2 showing gross wages of $26,000 and 
federal income tax withheld of $13,000 would obviously 
come to the attention of the IRS's Questionable Refund 
Detection Team (QRDT) because federal tax withheld 
amounting to 50% of the gross income is far out of the 
ordinary. But the same filing indicating only 18% ($4,680) 
withheld in federal tax is typical and not out of the ordinary, 
would not come to anyone's attention, and the tax refund 
would be issued. 

It is unknown for certain why the IRS does not, prior to 
issuing a tax refund, match the W-2 copy submitted by the 
employer to the SSA with the W-2 copy sent with the tax 
return. If this were done in every case most fraudulent W-2's 
would be detected and the refunds not issued. What is known 
is that the match eventually does take place and virtually all 
fraudulent refunds are detected several months after they are 
paid out. 

Suppose an employer sends out legitimate W-2's to John 
Doe on January 10th. On January 11th Doe files his federal 
tax return claiming a large refund. Doe ordinarily will have 
his refund within 6 weeks, or if filed electronically, 18 days. 
Apparently it takes awhile (several months) for the SSA 
copies of the W-2 to be computerized and the data 
retrievable. Therefore Doe's refund is issued and is based on 
the "honor system" — a presumption that his W-2 is genuine. 
If the IRS were required to wait for W-2 copy-matching prior 
to issuing refunds, it would likely bog down the system which 
deals with tens of millions of tax returns each year. W-2 
copy-matching might delay refunds for six months or even a 
year or more. 


Since legitimate tax returns far 
outnumber fraudulent ones, probably 
by a margin of 10,000 to 1, it's likely 
easier for the IRS to pay off the 
fraudulent refunds and try to chase 
them down later, than it is to grind 
the whole system to a halt in order for 
W-2 copy-matching to take place. 

Since legitimate tax returns far outnumber fraudulent 


ones, probably by a margin of 10,000 to 1, it's likely easier 
for the IRS to pay off the fraudulent refunds and try to chase 
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them down later, than it is to grind the whole system to a halt 
in order for W-2 copy-matching to take place. 

As the scheme of multiple fraudulent tax refund filing has 
been going on for many years it is apparent that W-2 copy- 
matching will not occur, fraud will continue, and the IRS 
would rather just absorb the losses than change the system, 
which might cost even more. 


Requirements For Fraudulent Filing 


Genuine Name and Genuine SSN 

There have been cases reported recently where multiple 
filers used made-up names and SSN's. They were quickly 
caught and never got any money. The IRS computers are 
obviously set up to detect non-existent SSN's and names that 
don't match a SSN. Therefore this author concludes that a 
genuine name matching a genuine SSN is a necessity for a 
fraud to be successful. 


W-2 Showing a Genuine Employer and Genuine EIN 

Most multiple filers simply take a legitimately issued W-2 
and pirate the employer name, address, and EIN which is 
then used to type up fraudulent W-2's. They get the genuine 
W-2 from a friend, relative, or associate who had been 
gainfully employed. The use of a made-up employer or EIN 
would likely be unsuccessful. It is believed that IRS 
computers can recognize a false employer/EIN combination 
just as they can recognize a false name/SSN combination. 


Reasonable Money Amounts in W-2's 

As pointed out earlier, a W-2 showing 50% of the gross 
wages as being withheld as federal income tax would clearly 
be unreasonable and would probably bring scrutiny by the 
QRDT. The first thing that QRDT would do would be to call 
the employer to verify the W-2 and thereby find it to be 
fraudulent. 

There is possibly a "percentage trigger" in IRS computers 
that kicks out refund claims when the percentage amount of 
claimed federal income tax withheld in relation to the gross 
year's wages exceeds that limit. The heroin addicts mentioned 
in the beginning of this article successfully used percentages 
of 15-20 on each return. 

A typical W-2 submitted by the heroin addicts showed the 
following amounts for the 1991 tax year: 

Wages — $28,694.32 

Federal tax withheld — $5,722.02 

Medicare tax withheld — $401.72 

Social Security tax withheld — $1,793.18 

State tax withheld (Massachusetts) — $1,764.68 

Filing a 1040 EZ resulted in a tax liability of $3,830. This 
figure subtracted from the $5,772.02 figure resulted in a 
refund of $1,892 (cents rounded off). All the refunds 
obtained by that group were in the range of $1,700 to $1,900. 


Other Requirements 

Several things can prevent a tax refund. These would 
include (1) Another tax return already filed previously for the 
same tax year, (2) IRS tax liens or delinquent taxes owed, (3) 
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delinquent child support or alimony, (4) delinquent student or 
federal loans, (5) petitions for federal bankruptcy, and (6) 
power of attorney on file with IRS to direct refund to a third 
party. 

Fraud artists avoid using names/SSN's that have any of the 
above listed problems. 


An Address to Receive Refund 

To obtain a refund one must have a mailing address to 
receive it. Some people use their own names and addresses 
and simply don't care if they are later caught. Many, many of 
these cases are never prosecuted and the Tax Division of the 
Department of Justice seems to be prosecuting only the major 
players of large operations. In the case of the one time fraud 
filer the IRS would likely use the mechanisms of tax lien, 
lawsuit, confiscation of future legitimate tax refunds, etc. to 
recoup their loss. This writer knows several state prisoners 
who received false refund checks deposited right into their 
prison canteen accounts in the 1970-80s and to date nothing 
has ever happened to them. (In the case of prisoners serving 


anyway.) 

The more clever will use maildrops, post office boxes, 
change of address mail-forwarding, unused mailboxes of 
large apartment complexes, etc. to receive their refund 
checks. The possibilities are endless but one does need a 
mailing address unless he is going to electronically file 
through an agency such as H&R Block. 


This writer knows several state 
prisoners who received false refund 
checks deposited right into their 
prison canteen accounts in the 1970- 
1980s and to date nothing has ever 
happened to them. 


Electronic Filing 


The advent of electronic filing around 1988 created many 
new problems for the IRS's Criminal Investigation Division 
(CID) who are responsible for investigating false tax refunds. 

With electronic filing the taxpayer takes his papers to an 
agency such as H&R Block. For a fee the agency then files by 
computer the information in the papers. As a result the refund 
arrives in 18 days rather than in 6 weeks. 

Furthermore the agencies offer "refund anticipation loans" 
or as H&R Block calls them, "Rapid-Refunds." For an 
additional fee the agency will pay the tax refund within 24-48 
hours and be paid back 18 days later when the refund issues 
and is sent directly to the agency. 

All fees can be deducted from the expected refund so one 
has to put up no cash. One does need ID however. (The 
addicts created their own employer ID cards, using a speedy- 
print shop to make the blanks, then typing them up as needed 
and applying a Polaroid shot and laminating them.) 


very long or life sentences, they have nothing to lose. 


Use of electronic filing eliminates the need for a mailing 
address. Although the agencies usually require a home 
address and home telephone number (the addicts used phony 
addresses and a pay phone) the checks are always picked up 
in person. The agency cashes the IRS check and then issues 
its own check, minus the fees. 

Because the mailing address problem is eliminated it is 
much harder for the CID agents to track down the 
perpetrators. Also, those agencies are literally all over the 
place. Many filings can be done in a short period of time 
using many agencies or branches of agencies (the addicts 
used nearly 25 different H&R Block branch offices 
throughout Massachusetts and Connecticut). 

In the last 3 years the Rapid-Refund false tax return 
problem at H&R Block has gotten so bad that the IRS has 
threatened to stop guaranteeing that agency that particular 
taxpayers have no tax liens, outstanding child support, 
alimony, student loans, etc., a step required before H&R 
Block pays out the money. It remains to be seen whether that 
threat will be carried out and whether H&R Block will still 
offer rapid-refunds in 1994. 


Other Problems 


Cashing the Checks 

Cashing refund checks leaves a paper trail for CID agents 
to follow and has always been a problem for successful 
fraudulent filers. Some open false bank accounts or run the 
checks through businesses. In the case of the heroin addicts, 
they used city check cashers that charge a fee of 2-4%. One 
thing is certain — IRS refund checks and checks issued by 
H&R Block or other electronic filers are as good as gold and 
are treated as such by commercial check cashers. One needs 
only minimal ID. In the case of the H&R Block Rapid- 
Refund checks there is even an 800 number printed on the 
face of the check which the check casher calls for an 
approval number that guarantees the check is good. 


Going to Jail 

The stealing of money from the government by fraudulent 
tax filing is blatantly illegal and violates numerous federal 
statutes. Persons unlucky enough to get caught, and further 
unlucky enough to be prosecuted by the Tax Division face 
sentencing under the Federal Sentencing Guidelines. The 
sentence depends upon the amount stolen. A person with no 
prior criminal history stealing $8,000 would face 6-12 
months, the same person stealing $100,00 would face 15-21 
months; $500,000 — 27-33 months; $1,000,000 — 30-37 
months. 


Conclusion 


The ease with which fraudulent filers steal money from 
the IRS, the system which allows them to do it, the growing 
number of electronic filers, the few prosecutions brought, and 
the relatively light penalties imposed all combine to give the 
IRS quite a headache for a long time to come. @ 
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WHAT'S NEW ABOUT 
\ THE NEW AGE? 


( OR THE NEW 


WORLD ORDER? 


Philosophers Stoned 


A species that invents "good" 
and "evil," treats the herd to 
purges, inquisitions, holocausts 
and ethnic cleansing, cold wars, 
crusades and jihads, is demon- 
strating an uncanny ability to 
hold two diametrically opposed 
ideas to be simultaneously true. 
It is asserting through its behav- 
ior that creation must be concep- 
tualized as a divided continuum, 
a dualistic realm in which the 
two fundamental elements of a 
morally understood existence 
permeate the world and are in- 
termixed to such a degree that 
only the alchemical addition of 
human blood into the tincture of 
being will suffice to precipitate 


92 


i 
* 


x 
@ 
> 
4 
She Sr 


out of the 


is 
We 


"solution" 
essences: good and evil . 


VAN 


by BEN G. PRICE 


these two crystallized 
. one of which will be 


‘aa a service and the aiid servitude. 


A species a Teeuik 
"good" and “evil,” 
treats the herd to 
purges, Inquisitions, 
holocausts and_ ethnic 
cleansing, cold wars, 


crusades and jihads, is 
demonstrating an un- 
canny ability to hold 
two diametrically op- 
posed ideas to be simul- 
taneously true. 


Thus incarnated, these ideo- 
logical replicas of the mystical 
philosopher's stone can be as- 
sayed, the gold separated from 
the fool's gold. The offending 
pyritic element can be removed 
and smelted in the moral 
forgery of eternity, called 
"infamy" which, in every day 
parlance, translates into one 
human generation. 

The predilection to set-up 
warring camps on every level of 
human intercourse can scarcely 
be denied. In the political 
arena, conservatives are set 
against liberals. On the meta- 
physical front, religionists bat- 


tle atlietsts as well as "heathen" religionists scented 
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with the musk of any dogma pissed from the bitch's 
hind by any God Dam Mad Dog but their own. In- 
dividualists fight lonely battles against collec- 
tivists, socialists, and "one worlders," while Ob- 
jectivists, Existentialists, Nihilists, and the rest of 


underlying theme of human interaction that will be 
changed and amplified on a global scale, but is un- 
likely to be abandoned. 

Individualism will suffer its most profound 
blow when the whole world is tallied into social 


the unstoned philosophers slan- 
der each other 
ridiculousness. 
As the old traditional banners 
of exhausted factionalisms dis- 
integrate in tatters from the 
abuse of age-long onslaughts, 


new flags are raised across the | . ae 
details of individual be- 


killing fields of history in order 
to rally the scattered troops, the 
believers, to reinvigorate plati- 
tudes and attitudes of intoler- 
ance. Now there are two pow- 
erful forces gathering on oppo- 
site horizons of the Noosphere, 


into mutual | — 


ORDER is the oper- 


‘ative word. Order sug- 


gests control. As tech- 
nology advances in its 


_ability to render minute 


havior to ever more ef- 
‘ficient 
and panjandrums of or- 
der, liberty and freedom 


bureaucracies 


will become commodi- 


and economic equations of 
what will be allowed and what 
will be left over to the person, 
after the needs of the popula- 
tion as a whole are fulfilled. 
Freedom, Liberty, Autonomy: 
without a powerful and politi- 
cally influential organization, 
such concepts as pertain to the 
individual will quickly become 
quaint cultural artifacts under 
the New World Order. 

ORDER is the operative 
word. Order suggests control. 


a As technology advances in its 


to replace the decimated aspi- 
rations of the twentieth century, 
already forgotten, along with the 
recently made-ancient animosity 
of the cold war. 

Will humanity become one great encounter 
group? Or will society evolve to the efficiency of 
an ant hill, at the expense of every individual? 
After a predictable age of conflict, what blueprint 
for the new human empire on Earth will actually be 
built upon: the vision of a New Age, or the values 
of a New World Order? 


Convergence vs. 
Conversion 


Some of the cultural loud- [| 


ties, not rights. 


There are no absolute 


ability to render minute details 
of individual behavior to ever 
more efficient bureaucracies 
and panjandrums of order, lib- 
erty and freedom will become commodities, not 
rights. Surveillance of personal activities has al- 
ready been accepted as a simple marketing tool, 
since information of a personal sort is now more 
"sacred" than a commodity with a definite price 
tag. The sanctity of the individual survives in atro- 
phied form only as it creates the statistical base for 
collective manipulation. Products are psychologi- 
cally engineered; customers are psychologically 
coopted. 


New Age proponents act a bit lack-luster in 
their confrontation of what is shaping up to look 
like Orwell's "1984" and 
Huxley's "Brave New World" 


mouths, like fundamentalist | combined but amplified by 
Christians and fundamentalist triumphs in battles be- § leapfrogging advances in 
Muslims, will cause many deaths | + oan artificial adver- § technology. Nobody 


before they realize they are not 
essential players in the new 
global conflict. Fundamentalism 


saries, and that is what 
dualism creates. 

itself, as a conceptual agenda, is | — 
not at risk, however. It will be 


promised you a rose garden" 
will be answered in kind by 
massive guerrilla actions 
# bloodying high rise rose gar- 
dens around the world. Abo- 


preserved by the New Order camp. Rule. Law. ;iginal revolt will continue as a grassroots response 
Covenant. Obedience. Justice. Punishment. Itis an to global hegemony, but it will be marginal and 
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only noteworthy insofar as it is officially cited to 
illustrate the futility of resistance. 


In opposition to the soul-engulfing global 
hegemony of the "NEW WORLD ORDER" is an 
emergent spiritual renewal that is only an undertow 
at the beachheads of culture. A foo 
laughable one at that, as are all |. 
attempts to elevate humanity 
above the swill marketed as the 
high water mark of society. 
Calls for a "New Age" pale in 
the shadow of the militant politics that insist on a 
"New World Order." The differences between the 
two, as has been suggested, are alchemical. That is 
why the political and military agendas are likely to 
ascend meteorically (as we see them doing now) 
and then fail. They haven't a grasp of the inner 
nature of humanity, despite psychological profiles 
and actuary tables. They are doomed not for lack of 
power but for lack of wisdom. 


There are no absolute triumphs in battles be- 
tween artificial adversaries, and that is what dual- 
ism creates. True, it requires a highly sophisticated 
mentality to grasp the reconciliation of militarism 
and pacifism, but a way exists. More difficult still 
is the project to translate whole cultures in tradi- 
tional opposition to each other into pregnant oppor- 
tunities for a historical renaissance born of open 
communication and crossfertilization of ideas. 


War is the result of bad or failed communi- 
cation, except when it is planned [F- 
by very sophisticated cultures 
that possess a known. tech- 
nological superiority. Hence any 
war entered into by a : 
power" or a member of the Nu- | order, 
clear Club, for instance, must be 4 
considered to be a desired war. 
All propaganda to the contrary should be ignored 
by those interested in objective assessments of 
international brinkmanship. Domestic populations 
unsure of their government's commitment to peace 
or war will always distrust the government, since it 
demonstrably and by design always knows more 
than the individual. General popular agreement 
with the official agenda of a state that keeps secrets 
from its citizens is a measure of successful propa- 
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Patriotism, 
'ticed, 


is the sincerest 
form of communism.” 


Re ccdict mili is ihe 
surrender of self to the 


“Super. | Hntimate dominance of 


ganda. War is a government's way of telling the 
world that it has successfully bamboozled its own 
people. 
Some “truths,” then, should be ignored vigor- 
eye If the heavens open up, fine. If all you value 
=], argues a course of action, fine. 
But what if all your personal 
avenues of information retriev- 
al fail to converge? What if the 
action you are called to carry- 
out seems not to come from the 
heart, but from the headlines? Is basing a life and 
death choice on the verisimilitude of highly 
publicized rumor a responsible stance? This is, I 
understand, the essence of patriotism, but does it 
fulfill the responsibilities of citizenship? 


Conversion to any "cause" involves an assault 
on individuality. No one inherently agrees with all 
the tenets of an ideology as packaged, but once 
jingoism and war prattle fill the air, individuality is 
expected to dissolve into communal, even "com- 
munistic" fervor. Communism isn't usually identi- 
fied in this stark and honest way. Patriotism, as 
practiced, is the sincerest form of "communism." 


as prac- 


Because the human world population is con- 
verging into a state of regular intercourse, the real- 
ity of cultures other than those parochially experi- 
enced challenges ideologies based on the transcen- 
dent splendor of local cosmologies and dogma- 
tisms. Supposed convergence is more than just a 

metaphysical slogan. Those 
hell-bent on converting the 
world to a local dogmatism will 
cling to the narrow reality they 
have known, while denying the 
legitimacy of any notion not 
home-grown. 


"Convergence" was first 
presented to the world, by the owners of the organs 
of communication, as a laughable, mystical ritual 
without grounding in reality. The reality of it is that 
reality itself is undergoing a shift as the plate 
tectonics of human intercourse grind old mountains 
of cultural truth down, subsuming a past era and 
transforming a mindset into a fossil record of 
noumenal trial and error gone error. Any swipe at 
convergence is a bid for conversion. 
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Weird or Wired? 


If Wyrd means fate, and Wired means linearly 
determinate in an electromagnetic circuit, then why 
does Weird imply the unexpected and _indeter- 
minate? 

NEW AGE attitudes, where they are not merely 
mercantile, crystal silicate sell- -— 
ers, Offer some hope of tran- 
scending the Wyrd of our cen- 
tury, in which the patriarchic 
gerontocracy actively promotes 
a wired predictability for this 
overpopulated victim-class to 
which you, the reader of this, 
belong. 


What the NEW AGERS 
promote is precisely the illogical 
and unpredictable world that 
individuality must have for it to 
survive. A chaotic, inchoate ex- 
istence is the wellspring of cre- 
ative life, and to have every 
stage of maturation, every po- | 


N either 
Capitalism, 
ism, © 


tendencies. 


tential reaction to psychological | 
coercion predicted as a scenar- | ters, 
ioed contingency and pre-re- Le 
acted to by any governmental 
body is cause for revolt. Any government that 
intends the desire of its people is a tyranny. 


Predictability is the surrender of self to the in- 
timate dominance of order. Order is the victory of 
another over personal contingencies that have been 
usurped through predictability. Freedom is the con- 
frontation between what is known and what can 
never be known. Slavery is valuing the known 
more than the unknown. Order forges links, 
blinded by paranoia, and unaware that an un- 
breachable unity already exists. 

It is not enough to be "weird" about methods of 
coercion, conversion, and enslavement. Hip tyrants 
excite but never liberate. 

The New World Order might come about under 
any authoritarian guise, and if it does that guise 
will without doubt seem the embodiment of libera- 


_ No New Age will be 
founded. ‘on. doctrine. 
Objectivism, 


Marxism, 


chism, Mysticism, nor 
Libertarianism, 


‘moted with authoritar- 
ian zeal, will serve the 
“Fnsievitiyn of humanity 
‘from its  self-enslaving 


-countenances no mas- 


tion to those who lend it support and at first reap 
the benefits of its ascendancy. But the true test of 
any "system" of liberation will be this: if your 
children must be taught to recognize and 
acknowledge "enemies," or if they themselves 
choose to live in ways unsanctioned by the 
"system," and suffer at the hands of that system for 
their choice, then the promise of liberty was a false 
one. Liberty does not reward converts and follow- 
ers. It does not ostracize or 
punish "infidels," "traitors," 
"pagans," or "foreigners." 


By the same rationale, mys- 
tical movements fail to liberate 
when they embrace intolerance 
of non-pagans, or when they 
ridicule a non-coercive disci- 
pline adopted freely. 


The Old World Orders were 
instituted with mystical foun- 
dations; so too may the New 
World Order come into being. 
In the West, Constantine 
adopted and co-opted Christian 
mysticism, devaluing its Gnos- 
tic qualities and erecting a rigid 
hierarchy that effectively sepa- 
rated the individual from 
experiential divinity. The or- 
derly organization of "religion" forcefully super- 
seded the empowering filial customs of early 
Christian sects, devolving those human impulses 
into a system of social control where, eventually, 
self-incrimination (confession), indulgences 
(extortion), and reverence for authority (tyranny) 
came to be regarded as sacramental Duties. 


No New Age will be founded on doctrine. Nei- 
ther Objectivism, Capitalism, Existentialism, 
Marxism, Anarchism, Mysticism, nor Libertarian- 
ism, promoted with authoritarian zeal, will serve 
the liberation of humanity from its self-enslaving 
tendencies. Liberation countenances no masters. e 


Existential- 
Anar-. 
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Ben G. Price's articles and reviews have appeared in 
many alternative publications. A number of Mr. Price's 


writings have been reprinted in Loompanics' Greatest 
Hits and Loompanics' Golden Records. 
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Obtaining 

Consent to 
Enter by 
Deception 


JOHN GALES SAULS 
delivery service truck 
pulls to the curb in a 


A residential neighbor- 
hood, and a uniformed delivery man 
walks to the front door of a house. 
The package that he carries bears the 
address of the house, but the ad- 
dressee of the package is not the 
resident. He asks the person who 
answers the door if the addressee is 
there, and when told no one of that 
name lives at the house, the delivery 
man asks if he might use the phone 
to call his company. 

While being escorted to the 


phone, the delivery man observes a 
“thot box” and other drug trafficking 
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paraphernalia in one of the rooms. 
After making his call, he thanks his 
“host” and leaves. In a couple of 
hours, the delivery man and other 
police officers will return with a 
search warrant for the premises, 
based in part on what he saw on the 
covert visit. 

This article discusses the legal 
considerations of police officers 
who conceal their official identities 
and use deception to gain admit- 
tance to homes and businesses. It 
first addresses whether entry into 
particular classes of premises con- 
stitutes a “search” implicating 
fourth amendment concerns. The 


article then sets forth the require- 
ments of the consent exception to 
the fourth amendment warrant re- 
quirement, emphasizing the factual 
predicate officers must be prepared 
to produce to establish the “reason- 
ableness” of their entry and the law- 
fulness of their actions. 


PLACES OPEN TO THE 
PUBLIC 


On May 6, 1981, a plainclothes 
detective entered an adult book- 
store, and after browsing through 
displayed merchandise for several 
minutes, purchased two magazines 
from aclerk. A short time later, after 
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determining the magazines to be 
obscene, the detective returned to 
the store and arrested the clerk. In 
the prosecution that followed, the 
clerk moved to suppress the maga- 
zines from evidence, claiming that 
the officer’s entry into the store was 
an unreasonable search in violation 
of the fourth amendment. 

The U.S. Supreme Court con- 
cluded that the clerk “...did not have 
any reasonable expectation of priva- 
cy in areas of the store where the 
public was invited to enter and 
transact business,”' and that the 
““..Mere expectation that the possi- 
bly illegal nature of a product will 
not come to the attention of the au- 
thorities, whether because a custom- 
er will not complain or because un- 
dercover officers will not transact 
business with the store, is not one 
that society is prepared to recognize 
as reasonable.”? The Court found 
the “...officer’s action in entering 
the bookstore and examining the 
wares that were intentionally dis- 
played to all who frequent the place 
of business did not infringe a legiti- 
mate expectation of privacy and 
hence did not constitute a search 
within the meaning of the Fourth 
Amendment.” 

Consequently, officers may dis- 
guise their official identities and 
enter private commercial premises 
open to the public. Once there, they 
may examine items on display as 
any other member of the public 
might be expected to do without this 
conduct constituting a search.* 


NONPUBLIC PLACES 

An officer’s entry into non- 
public places, such as nonpublic 
business premises, hotel rooms, or 
private residences, will constitute a 


fourth amendment search.* In de- 
termining the reasonableness of 
government intrusions under the 
fourth amendment, the Court has 
expressed an emphatic preference 
for searches made pursuant to judi- 
cially issued warrants.° As the Court 
has stated, the “Constitution re- 
quires that the deliberate, impartial 
judgment of a judicial officer be 
interposed between the citizen and 
the police...{and] searches conduct- 
ed outside the judicial process, 
without prior approval by a judge 
or magistrate, are per se unreason- 
able under the Fourth Amend- 
ment—subject to a few specifically 
established and well-delineated 
exceptions.” 

One exception the Court has 
recognized to the warrant require- 
ment is that of consent.® An officer 
entering premises based on consent 
should be prepared to prove at a later 
time that: 1) The consent was volun- 
tarily given;’ 2) the person giving 


the consent was in apparent lawful 
control of the premises searched;'° 
and 3) the search performed was 
within the scope of the consent that 
was given.!! 


VOLUNTARINESS 


A voluntary consent is one that 
is the product of a person’s exercise 
of free will.'* In assessing 
voluntariness, courts examine the 
totality of circumstances surround- 
ing the consent, scrutinizing the 
facts to detect if coercive fac- 
tors were present, such as the use 
of force, the making of promises or 
threats, and badgering or harass- 
ment.'’ Because the Supreme Court 
has held that a consent need not be a 
knowing waiver, the use of 
noncoercive deceptions by law en- 
forcement in seeking consent is law- 
ful.'* In this regard, certain types of 
deception used by officers in seek- 
ing consent have been routinely ac- 
cepted by courts. 
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TYPES OF DECEPTION 


“Loyal Friend” Deception 


Between October 22 and De- 
cember 23, 1962, James Hoffa was 
being tried in Federal court in Nash- 
ville, Tennessee, for a violation of 
the Taft-Hartley Act. During the tri- 
al, Hoffa occupied a three-room 
suite in the Andrew Jackson Hotel. 
Edward Partin, a Teamsters union 
official from Baton Rouge, Louisi- 
ana, was a frequent social guest in 
Hoffa’s suite and was present when 
Hoffa and others discussed bribing 
the jurors in the case on trial. 

Partin, a government informant, 
relayed information about the brib- 
ery to Federal officers, which 
resulted in a subsequent prose- 


“Fellow Criminal” Deception 


On December 3, 1964, an un- 
dercover Federal drug agent tele- 
phoned a man named Lewis, and 
pretending to have been referred by 
a friend of Lewis’, sought to pur- 
chase marijuana. Lewis told the 
agent to come to his home. The 
agent did so, knocked on the door, 
and continuing to conceal his offi- 
cial identity, was admitted. At his 
subsequent trial for sale of marijua- 
na, Lewis claimed that this entry by 
the agent was an unreasonable 
search in violation of the fourth 
amendment, because the invitation 
to the agent to enter was the product 
of fraud and deception. 


hamper the Government in ferreting 
out those organized criminal activi- 
ties that are characterized by covert 
dealings with victims who either 
cannot or do not protest.”*! Conse- 
quently, lower courts have routinely 
approved consent to enter based on 
the deception by undercover law en- 
forcement officers that they are also 
criminals.” 


“Mundane or Ordinary Visitor” 
Deception 

On May 6, 1988, a United Par- 
cel Service (UPS) delivery man and 
a police officer posing as a UPS 
employee entered the defendant’s 
residence at his invitation in order to 
receive payment for a COD 
delivery. While inside the 


cution of Hoffa for bribery. In 
an effort to suppress Partin’s 
testimony about the conversa- 
tions, Hoffa asserted that 
Partin’s failure to contempora- 
neously disclose his role as a 
government informant vitiat- 
ed Hoffa’s consent to Partin’s 
repeated entries into his hotel 
suite.'° 

The Supreme Court held 
that Hoffa’s consent was vol- 
untary and binding.'® The 


Court noted that the fourth 
amendment did not protect “...a 
wrongdoer’s misplaced belief that a 
person to whom he voluntarily con- 
fides his wrongdoing will not reveal 
it.”'’ Similarly, courts have held 
that an employer who relies on an 
employee to conceal evidence of 
crime revealed to him and an em- 
ployee who shares details of crimi- 
nal conduct with a coworker assume 
the risk that the person is a govern- 
ment informant or an undercover 
police officer.'* 
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In holding that no fourth 
amendment violation had occurred, 
the Supreme Court focused on the 
evidence indicating that Lewis had 
voluntarily admitted the agent!’ and 
noted that the agent did not “...see, 
hear, or take anything that was not 
contemplated, and in fact intended, 
by [Lewis] as a necessary part of 
his illegal business.””° In approv- 
ing the use of deception in this cir- 
cumstance, the Court stated that do- 
ing otherwise would “...severely 


house, the police officer de- 
tected a strong chemical odor 
that he associated with the 
manufacture of methamphet- 
amine. This fact was included 
in an affidavit supporting the 
issuance of a search warrant 
for the residence. 

In the criminal prosecu- 
tion that resulted, the defend- 
ant sought to have the warrant 
invalidated, claiming that the 
entry into his house by decep- 
tion was an unreasonable 
search. In holding that no fourth 
amendment violation had occurred, 
the Eighth Circuit Court of Appeals 
noted that “‘...one who consents to 
an undercover agent’s entry into his 
house ‘has no legally enforceable 
expectation that [the agent] is not an 
undercover officer.’ ”** 

Other courts have similarly up- 
held the validity of consent to enter 
based on the deception that the un- 
dercover officer is a sort of individ- 
ual who might ordinarily visit one’s 
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home. For example, in United 
States v. Wright,“ undercover offi- 
cers knocked on the door of the 
defendant’s motel room, told him 
that they had experienced car trou- 
ble, and asked to borrow tools and a 
flashlight. While obtaining the 
flashlight and tools from the defend- 
ant, the officers saw white powder 
and drug paraphernalia in the motel 
room. This information was incor- 
porated into an affidavit supporting 
the issuance of a search warrant for 
the room. In reviewing the use of 
deception to obtain the view of the 
incriminating objects, the court held 
that no fourth amendment violation 
had occurred.” 


Coercive Deception 


In a few cases, courts have cited 
deceptions that were out of the ordi- 
nary in holding that a consent to 
enter was the product of coercion, 
and therefore not voluntary in a par- 
ticular circumstance. For example, 
in United States v. Giraldo,”* offi- 
cers gained entry into the defend- 
ant’s residence while dressed as util- 
ity company employees claiming to 
be investigating a gas leak. 

In holding the consent to enter 
involuntary, the court noted the ap- 
parent danger of the situation pre- 
sented to the defendant and the fact 
that the officers were presenting an 
offer that no reasonable person 
could refuse. Similarly, use of a sec- 
ond ruse when the first fails has been 
held “coercive.””’ Therefore, it is 
advisable to devise a deception that 
might routinely be experienced by 
residents in the ordinary course of 
events. 

Ironically, officers may in- 
crease the likelihood that a consent 
to enter will be deemed involuntary 
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when they reveal that they are law 
enforcement officers, but are decep- 
tive regarding the purpose or justifi- 
cation for their visit. In United 
States v. Bosse,”® a Federal firearms 
enforcement agent accompanied a 
State firearms licensing agent to the 
defendant’s home, pretending to be 
the State officer’s assistant. The 
State officer wanted to ask the de- 
fendant questions about the firearms 
license application that he made. 


An officer’s entry 
into nonpublic 
places...will 
constitute a fourth 
amendment search. 


7 


The Ninth Circuit Court of Ap- 
peals held that the Federal agent’s 
entry into and observation of the 
defendant’s home was an unreason- 
able search due to the deception 
employed.” Although the reasoning 
of this case seems in conflict with 
the Supreme Court’s decisions re- 
lating to the use of deceit to obtain 
consent, officers overtly seeking 
consent to enter should recognize 
that deception regarding their pur- 
pose may be viewed by some courts 
as coercive conduct that invalidates 
a consent.” 


FACTUAL PREDICATE FOR 
DECEPTION 

A few courts have imposed a 
requirement that officers possess at 
least reasonable suspicion that per- 


sons in a residence are engaged in 
criminal conduct prior to seeking a 
consent to enter by means of de- 
ception. For example, in United 
States v. Maldonado Garcia,;' the 
U.S. District Court for Puerto Rico 
stated: 


“[O]fficers cannot use a ruse to 
gain access unless they have 
more than conjecture that 
criminal activity is underway. 
To hold otherwise would be to 
give police a blanket license to 
enter homes randomly in the 
hope of uncovering incriminat- 
ing evidence and informa- 
fone 7 


The Supreme Court has upheld 
as constitutional the suspicionless 
following”’ or questioning™ of per- 
sons in public places and officer 
requests of persons in public places 
for consent to search.**> However, 
until the Court rules on the legality 
of seeking a consent by deception 
from a person not suspected of crim- 
inal activity, it is recommended that 
officers preserve a complete record 
gf all the facts known about a per- 
son’s suspected criminal activity at 
the time they seek to obtain consent 
by deception. 


APPARENT AUTHORITY 
REQUIREMENT 


Gaining a voluntary consent to 
enter satisfies the first requirement 
of a lawful entry. The second re- 
quirement is that the consent be ac- 
quired from a person who apparent- 
ly has the authority to admit 
guests.°° Generally, an adult who 
answers the door will apparently 
have such authority. Where the per- 
son who admits the officers is some- 
one other than the defendant, it is 
prudent to determine the person’s 
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relationship to the premises so that 
the person’s authority can be factu- 
ally established at a later time.*’ 


SCOPE OF ACTION 


As with any other search based 
on consent, officers may not exceed 
the limits of the license they have 
been given. Consequently, the offi- 
cer pretending to be a delivery man 
may only do those things a genuine 
delivery man would be likely to do 
under the circumstances. Exceeding 
the scope of the consent by walking 
unescorted away from the area into 
which one has been invited or by 
looking into drawers or other places 
that a delivery man would not will 
result in an unreasonable search that 
violates the fourth amendment.* 


CONCLUSION 


Obtaining consent to enter 
through deception is an extremely 
useful law enforcement tool in cer- 
tain circumstances, particularly 
when acquiring a search warrant is 
not possible because of insufficient 
facts for establishing probable 
cause. In using this technique, offi- 
cers should use care to choose a 
noncoercive deception and to care- 
fully document the circumstances 
under which consent is obtained, 
the scope of license acquired, and 
the factual support for use of the 
technique. 


Endnotes 


' Maryland v. Macon, 105 S.Ct. 2778, 2782 
(1985). 

2 Td. 

3Id. 

“Id. See also, Autoworld Specialty Cars, 
Inc. v. United States, 815 F.2d 385 (6th Cir, 
1987)(Customs agent entered car dealership and 
inspected illegally imported cars); Winkel v. 
Reserve Officer of City of Beloit, Kansas, 773 
F.Supp. 1487 (D. Kan. 1991)(19-year-old 


FBI Law Enforcement Bulletin 


reserve officer entered tavern and bought beer, 
claiming to be the legal drinking age). 

5 Michigan v. Tyler, 436 US 499 (1978); 
Michigan v. Clifford, 464 U.S. 287 (1984); 
Payton v. New York, 445 U.S. 573 (1980); 
Steagald v. United States, 451 U.S. 204 (1981); 
Minnesota v. Olsen, 110 S. Ct. 1687 (1990). 

6 See Katz v. United States, 389 U.S. 347 
(1967). 

"Id. at 357. 

8 Illinois v. Rodriguez, 110 8.Ct. 2793 
(1990); United States v. Matlock, 415 U.S. 164 
(1974). 


One exception the 
Court has recognized 
to the warrant 
requirement is that of 


consent. 


° See Schneckloth v. Bustamonte, 412 U.S. 
218 (1973). 

© Illinois v. Rodriguez, 110 S.Ct. 2793 
(1990). 

" Florida v. Jimeno, 111 S.Ct. 1801 (1991). 

"2 Schneckloth v. Bustamonte, 412 U.S. 218 
(1973). 

37d. 

'* Compare Lewis v. United States, 385 U.S. 
206 (1966), with Bumper v. North Carolina, 
391 U.S. 543 (1968). 

'S Hoffa v. United States, 385 U.S. 293, 300 
(1966). 

'S Td. at 302. 

'’ Id. at 301, See also, United States v. 
Scherer, 673 F.2d 176 (7th Cir. 1982)(under- 
cover officer invited on defendant’s property to 
help build duck blind observed evidence of 
crime); United States v. Raines, 536 F.2d 796 
(8th Cir. 1976)(undercover officer gained entry 
into defendant’s apartment where he observed 
evidence of crime by claiming to be friend of 
defendant’s drug associate). 

8 See Pleasant v. Lovell, 876 F.2d 787 (10th 
Cir. 1989)(employer); Matter of John Doe 
Trader Number One, 894 F.2d 240 (7th Cir. 
1990)(co-worker). 

" Lewis v. United States, 385 U.S. 206 
(1966). 

0 Id. at 210. 


Mitel 

22 See United States v. Paul, 808 F.2d 645 
(7th Cir. 1986)(undercover drug purchase in 
defendant’s residence); United States v. 
Robinson, 720 F.2d 18 (8th Cir. 1983)(under- 
cover officers enter defendant’s residence to 
engage in illegal gambling); United States v. 
Lyons, 706 F.2d 321 (D.C.Cir. 1983)(undercov- 
er drug purchase in defendant’s hotel room); 
United States v. Shigemura, 682 F.2d 699 (8th 
Cir. 1982)(entry into defendant’s residence to 
purchase stolen meat). 

23 United States v. Wagner, 884 F.2d 1090, 
1095 (8th Cir. 1989). 

4641 F.2d 602 (8th Cir. 1981). 

25 Id. at 604 (and cases cited therein). See 
also, Hrubec v. United States, 734 F.Supp. 60 
(E.D.N.Y. 1990)(postal inspector disguised as 
letter carrier admitted into defendant’s residence 
while defendant signed receipt). 

26743 F.Supp. 152 (E.D.N.Y. 1990). 

21 United States v. Rivera, 762 F.Supp. 49 
(S.D.N.Y. 1991). 

8 898 F.2d 113 (9th Cir. 1990). 

GL. 

» See also, United States v. Briley, 726 F.2d 
1301 (8th Cir. 1984)(officers claimed purpose 
for entry was desire to talk to roommate when in 
fact they were there to arrest him. The court 
noted that deception could be a coercive factor, 
but that in this case, it did not render the consent 
invalid.) 

31655 F.Supp. 1363 (D.P.R. 1987). See also 
United States v. Montoya, 760 F.Supp. 37 
(E.D.N.Y. 1991). 

32655 F.Supp. at 1367. The court's 
reasoning appears to disregard a citizen’s ability 
to turn away unwanted visitors from his door, a 
frequent occurrence for most. 

33 Michigan v. Chestnut, 486 U.S. 567 
(1988). 

* United States v. Mendenhall, 446 U.S. 544 
(1980); Florida v. Bostic, 111 S. Ct. 2382 
(1991). 

id: 

* See Illinois v. Rodriguez, 110 S.Ct. 2793 
(1990), 

37 See United States v. Matlock, 415 U.S. 

164 (1974). 

38 See United States v. Aguilar, 883 F.2d 662 
(9th Cir. 1989); Pleasant v. Lovell, 876 F.2d 
787 (10th Cir. 1989), 


Law enforcement officers of other than 
Federal jurisdiction who are interested in this 
article should consult their legal advisor. 
Some police procedures ruled permissible 
under Federal constitutional law are of 
questionable legality under State law or are 
not permitted at all. 


a eee 


100 


TRON ORE ASIAbs 


(pS 3 |MODEKN GEX-WAR. 


a a= SS 
a . as 
4 ‘ ‘ ie 
me, e . ~ 
g e ; 
* ? 
= 
‘ 


Illustration by Nick Bougas 


By the early 1930s, well before Nazi Germany had 
taken the lead in the field, over 20,000 Americans had 
been eugenically sterilized. 

Eugenics was a scientific craze, a pervasive philos- 
ophy, a cure-all for societal ills, a system of inter-class 
revenge and a new manifestation of the 
Puritan hatred and fear of the human 
body. By the early 1900s, eugenics had 
swept the United States, gaining first 
scientific acceptance, then popular 
support and then finally — making its 
way into the law-making arena — was 
enshrined as the new anti-sex gospel. 

Indiana enacted the world's first 
sterilization statute, in 1907. Soon, over 
half the states in America had created 
laws inflicting sterilization on 
undesirables. These laws were 
nominally aimed at sex offenders and 
habitual criminals. And though some 
have argued that the laws had humanitarian 
underpinnings — to rid the human gene pool of "vicious 
protoplasm" — their punitive nature can not be so easily 
argued away. 

Eugenics is the "science" devoted to the improvement 
of the human race through the control of hereditary 
factors in mating. And while this may seem simple and 
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straight-forward, as neutral in content as the breeding of 
better milk cows, it is in fact only a small part of the 
story. Eugenics was more a religious movement than a 
science. It was not just a push for more "advantageous" 
marriages. It was holy war, and its exponents thought of 
it in exactly those terms: crusade, 
commandments, "genetic sin and 
redemption." Eugenics was a_ jihad 
against the genitals, a hysterical attack 
on flesh and freedom. The sex organs, 
as the focus of the eugenicist's hate 
and fear, became the primary target. 
Castration was on occasion used, 
though generally vasectomy and tubal 
ligation was prescribed. 

The repressed content of this is 
a obvious: the flesh was not the enemy 
f in mere secular, scientific terms, but as 
religious dogma. The sexual human 
body was the prime battleground, the 
most tenacious stronghold of enemy resistance. And the 
eugenics mania which swept the country between 1880 
and 1930 was just one more manifestation of the body- 
dread that haunts the American psyche. 

It flourished two centuries before, when Calvinist 
overlords ruled much of the United States. And it might 
well be remanifesting in our time, both in the right and 
left of American politics. The pinch-lipped anti-abor- 


was a| 
the | 


be- | 


(Continued next page) {01 


tionists and the PC thought police who would rid — by 
fiat — human life of all that's fierce or fecund have more 
in common with each other than either side would like 
to admit. 

The word "eugenics" was first used in 1883, by Fran- 
cis Galton, a cousin of Charles Darwin. Galton coined 
the word from Greek roots that mean "good birth" or 
"noble heredity." Though the word itself didn't appear 
until the 1880s, he'd been preaching eugenic theory well 
before then. In 1865 he published an article in McMil- 
lan's Magazine in which he proposed that the state insti- 
tute competitive examinations in hereditary merit. The 
winners would then be celebrated in a mass wedding at 
Westminster Abbey and would be encouraged to pro- 
duce many eugenically perfect children by grants from 
the state. The unworthy, he suggested, should be segre- 
gated in places where they wouldn't be able to propagate 
their kind. 

As did almost all the major figures in the eugenics 
movement, Galton grew up in a middle-class family 
plagued by extremes of religious feeling. He was prone 
to nervous disorders, and was frequently affected by 
dizziness, palpitations, wooziness and other signs of 
what would now be called a nervous breakdown. 
Though he was as an adult anti-religious, eugenics 
served as a Substitute faith for him, a spiritual system 
that gave order and meaning to his world. 

Obsessed by counting, he spent a great deal of his 
time enumerating human characteristics. He became 
convinced that through selective breeding, the human 
race could be improved. As did many scientists of the 
time, he believed firmly in numerical objectivity, that 
observation and counting could give the scientist a per- 
fectly clear understanding of human nature. Plagued by 
doubt, nervous turmoil, religious uncertainty, Galton 
embraced numerical certitude in the hopes that perfec- 
tion could be found there. 

Much impressed by his cousin's Origin of Species, 
Galton spoke of Darwinism as a therapy or medicine to 
drive away superstition and nightmare. Just as Darwini- 
ans saw evolution as a process by which "perfected" 
mankind developed, so Galton believed that by winnow- 
ing out bad, "cacogenic,” strains of human gene plasm 
humanity could reach a higher state. "... what Nature 
does blindly, slowly, and ruthlessly, man may do provi- 
dently, quickly and kindly." 

Another religion-haunted scientist, the one who car- 
ried the flame of eugenics to the new world and set the 
entire nation ablaze, was Charles Davenport. He too 
grew up in a hyper-Christian home, with an oppressive, 
puritanical, hot-tempered father. He too rejected patriar- 
chal piety, and replaced it with an obsessional religiosity 
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of another kind: the worship of Science, the crusade to 
improve mankind through eugenics. Margaret Sanger, 
the birth control pioneer, recalled that Davenport, wor- 
ried about the negative impact of contraception would 
have on the better racial stocks, "used to lift his eyes 
reverently and with his hand upraised as though in 
supplication, quiver emotionally as he breathed, 'proto- 
plasm, we want more protoplasm." 

Davenport, in 1904, persuaded the Carnegie Institu- 
tion — one of the primary philanthropic organizations of 
its time — to establish a station for the experimental 
study of evolution. Under his directorship, it was set up 
at Cold Spring Harbor on Long Island, about thirty miles 
from New York. Five years later, he convinced Mary 
Harriman — one of his proteges — to approach her 
mother — the widow of railroad tycoon E. H. Harriman 
— in hopes of gaining monetary support for further eu- 
genic research. As was often the case at the time, the 
wealthy philanthropists were more interested in social 
manipulation than in true altruism. Mrs. Harriman was 
intrigued by Davenport's idea and funded the establish- 
ment of the Eugenics Records Office. With her money, 
seventy-five acres were bought nearby Davenport's Cold 
Spring Harbor station. Her money also went toward op- 
erating expenses and salaries for the field workers, who 
numbered —— between 1911 and 1924 — over two hun- 
dred and fifty. 

Pleased by the work Davenport was doing, Mrs. Har- 
riman contributed steadily until 1918, when the entire 
installation was turned over to the Carnegie Institution. 
All told, Harriman's patronage came to over a half mil- 
lion dollars. Other millionaires, including George East- 
man and John D. Rockefeller, Jr., contributed to the 
cause, believing that by improving the human gene 
stock, humanity as a whole would be improved. 

As was the case with Galton, the Eugenics Records 
Office and its many field workers were devoted to enu- 
meration, compiling vast stores of data on the human 
gene pool. With little training, only a few weeks in some 
cases, the researchers would go out to compile as much 
information as they could on selected — usually rural — 
families. The cacogenic traits they looked for included 
some obvious physical handicaps such as blindness and 
deafness. But in general the dysgenic traits tended to be 
much more socially-defined: sexual immorality, alco- 
holism, criminality, nomadism, "shiftlessness," and even 
the excessive love of the sea. Retardation or "feeble- 
mindedness" was one of the characteristics that was 
thought particularly undesirable, yet how this was de- 
termined was vague at best. Many individuals were cat- 
egorized as feeble-minded based purely on their poverty, 
refusal to work, or criminal record. 
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Clearly there was a bias to the eugenicist's work. Any 
behavior that didn't jibe with the white upper middle- 
class world view was deemed dysgenic. Almost univer- 
sally, eugenics workers and theorists were educated, 
Protestant and of Anglo-Saxon background. They tended 
to be from the professional class: physicians, social 
workers, clerics, writers, professors. They were a public- 
minded group, abreast of science and contemptuous of 
superstition and old-fashioned ways. They were a very 
modern group, liberal and progressive, with a surpris- 
ingly high number of women in their ranks 

Inextricably entwined with this modernism was a 
profound racial/ethnic bias. According to American eu- 
genicists, the 1870 and 1880 censuses proved that the 
immigrant population was growing much faster than the 
"native" population. It was feared that the WASP com- 
plexion of the United States was being quickly eroded 
by the higher birth rates of immigrants and _ blacks. 
Published in 1916, Madison Graut's The Passing Of The 
Great Race claimed that the “higher orders of white 
races" interbreeding with southern Europeans would 
result in "mongrelization." Foreigners were perceived as 
a genetic threat. As though in a 
genetic arms race, eugenic leaders 
lashed their people into frenzies of 
fear with stories of the "mongrel 


Eugenics' hysterical pre- | 
occupation with eroticism | 


sity for crime. His hatred of Jews was bolstered by the 
conviction that they exhibited "the greatest proportion of 
offenses against chastity and in connection with prosti- 
tution, the lowest of crimes." 

In his study of so-called wayward girls, he put forth 
the idea that the cause of prostitution was not poverty 
but "innate eroticism." He was convinced that the brain 
contained a center for eroticism, similar to the speech 
center. In normal (white, upper-middle class) people, the 
erotic center was controlled by a genetically-determined 
governor. He coined the term "feeble-inhibited" to de- 
scribe those individuals whose governor was not strong 
enough to control their erotic urges. 

Though he was in favor of segregation of the "unfit" 
to prevent procreation, he believed that castration, not 
vasectomy, should be used to sterilize the cacogenic. 
Vasectomy prevented fertility, but not carnal desire, and 
he believed that separating the sex act from its 
procreative consequences would be an encouragement 
to rapists. Also, castration "cuts off the hormones and 
makes the patient docile, tractable, and without sex 
desire." In other words, a perfect citizen. 

Eugenics, by its nature, was 
about sex. And eugenicists spent a 
great deal of their time and effort 
on the question of other people's 
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Italians, Irish, Poles, and 
"Hebrews," were all biologically 
distinct races. He claimed that Jews 
were "intermediate between the | 
slovenly Servians and Greeks and 
the tidy Swedes, Germans and 
Bohemians." Italians were prone to crimes of violence 
and Poles were self-reliant and clannish. He was 
convinced that the influx of immigrants would make the 
population of the U.S. "darker in pigmentation, smaller 
in stature... more given to crimes of larceny, kidnapping, 
assault, murder, rape and sex-immorality." 

Davenport was appalled by even the suggestion of 
sexual self-indulgence. Virginal before his marriage, his 
Victorian-puritanical childhood had been oppressive and 
pleasureless. He was opposed to birth control, not just 
because if its dysgenic effect on the genetically-superior 
classes, but also because it, he believed, encouraged 
sexual excess. He frequently placed sexual immorality in 
the same category as feeble-mindedness and a propen- 
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thought to be unalterably over- 
sexed, uncontrollable and 
unashamed. Given that a weaker 
intellect accompanied a weaker 
sense of inhibition, it followed 
that retarded women were thought 
to be much more lustful than normal women. Though 
there was a great deal of thought devoted to the 
question, it was largely an issue of circular reasoning: 
sexual immorality was a sign of feeble-mindedness and 
feeble-mindedness was direct proof of sexual 
immorality. 

Eugenics’ hysterical preoccupation with eroticism 
and physical pleasures such as tobacco and alcohol use, 
its condemnation of feminism, and its obsessional geni- 
tal attacks all point clearly to a deep uneasiness — an 
unacknowledged loathing — of the human body. 

The two most famous victims of eugenics were both 
young, sexually-attractive women trapped in institutions. 
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Deborah Kallikak (a fictitious name: Kalla from Greek 
for good, and Kak from bad) was institutionalized for 
eighty-one years, the daughter of a poor woman who 
sent her to the Vineland Training School after marrying 
a man who was not Deborah's father. The study based on 
Deborah's family history, The Kallikak Family: A Study 
in the Heredity of Feeble-Mindedness, shaped much of 
eugenic thought. It purported to trace the lineage of two 
sides of Deborah's family: one with pure Qua blood 
and one tainted by "bad seed." Though ~—- 

she was classified as feeble-minded, Like all 
evidence of her abilities (music, crafts, -eugenic 
wood-working, sewing, etc.) makes it }: 
clear that she was more likely learning 
disabled than retarded. Her charm and 
beauty, however, were unquestioned. 
And the combination — indigence, 
helplessness and attractiveness —- made 
her a likely candidate for eugenic inter- 
ference. With little evidence, she was deemed sexually 
immoral. Eugene Doll, who was an administrator at the 
the Vineland School, said, "Hers was a body which 
moved with the full knowledge of the impact its 
movements had on the opposite sex." 

Another case, that of Carrie Buck, put the stamp of 
legitimacy on the eugenic laws. Young and pregnant, 
classified as a "moral imbecile," she was scheduled for 
sterilization to prevent her "tainted spoor" being passed 
on to other generations. A legal battle ensued and in 
1927 the case reached the United States Supreme Court, 
which declared the law constitutional. Oliver Wendell 
Holmes wrote the majority opinion on the Buck case, 
declaring that "three generations of imbeciles are 
enough." 

Besides the Kallikak book, dozens of other family 
studies were produced between 1877 and 1926. Often 
bankrolled by the Eugenics Records Office, these stud- 
ies set out to "prove" the hereditary nature of feeble- 
mindedness by studying human pedigrees. Giving the 
families bizarre names (the Nams, Jukes, Dakes, etc.), 
fudging facts, and even altering photos to make the 
subjects seem more alien, these studies make more sense 
as fiction than as science. The 1907 Indiana sterilization 
act was largely a response to the Tribe of Ishmael, a 
closely-knit nomadic community of black, Indian and 
“poor white" descent, numbering near ten thousand peo- 
ple. The study made by Oscar McCulloch was instru- 
mental in the war waged against the Ishmaelites by gov- 
ernment officials. 

The Pineys of New Jersey were another group who 
were studied in order that they be controlled. Elizabeth 
Kite, one of the Vineland field workers, wrote a fanciful, 
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factually-inhibited study which includes this explanation 
of the Pineys' nature: 

"Like the degenerate relative of the crab that 
ages ago gave up a free roving life and, gluing its 
head to a rock, built a wall of defense around 
itself, spending the rest of its life kicking food 
into its mouth and enjoying the functionings of 
reproduction, the Piney and all the rest of his type 
have become barnacles upon our civilization, all 
the higher functions of whose 
manhood have been atrophied 
through disuse." 

Other studies used pseudo-science, 
cooked statistics, and pure invention to 
paint a picture of American culture 
riddled with pockets of "degenerate 
protoplasm," festering sores ready to 
@ burst and leak their infections on 
hygienic white culture. Many of the 
studies became popular reading and the Kallikak book 
was seriously considered as Broadway theater material. 

Like all science, eugenic research was heavily col- 
ored by the social and moral structures it grew out of. 
But in the case of eugenics, the belief systems are more 
overt and unmistakable. 

Plainly put, eugenics was a religion. Shaped almost 
entirely by people who'd lost their faith in traditional 
religion, eugenics was nonetheless referred to as 
"gospel," and scientists as the "new priesthood." Galton 
expected that eugenics would provide a_ secular 
alternative to religion, yet his — like most others’ — 
view was still profoundly religious. Original sin became 
genetic taint, inescapable and intrinsic to the person. 
Moral elevation was the goal; eugenicists talked of 
supermen and fitter families as the minister might talk of 
saints and the elect. The American Eugenics Society 
even launched a eugenics sermon contest to bring the 
genetic gospel and organized Christianity closer 
together. 

Albert Wiggam, a journalist, author and lecturer, 
wrote a 1923 bestseller called The New Decalogue of 
Science in which he claimed that eugenics was “simply 
the projection of the Golden Rule down the stream of 
protoplasm." He posited a new, biological Golden Rule: 
“Do unto the born and unborn as you would have the 
born and unborn do unto you." 

For Wiggam, religion and science are inextricable. 
"... in our day, instead of using tables of stone, 
burning bushes, prophesies and dreams to reveal 
[God's] will, He has given men the microscope, 
the spectroscope, the telescope, the chemist's test 
tube and the statistician's curve in order to enable 
men to make their own revelations. These 
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instruments of divine revelation have not only 
added an enormous range of new commandments 

— an entirely new Decalogue — to man's moral 

codes, but they have supplied him with the 

technique for putting the old ones into effect." 

If eugenics was a nascent faith, then it, like all other 
organized religions, is more about social control than 
true spirituality. Those who gained the most from the 
triumph of eugenics were the professionals — institu- 
tional staff, mental health workers, welfare bureaucrats, 
prison officials — in the business of shaping social 
structure and maintaining the status quo. 

By the eve of World War Two at least 27,000 com- 
pulsory sterilizations had taken place in the U.S. It took 
the rise of the Third Reich, which pushed eugenics to its 
logical conclusion, to disabuse Americans of the value 
of eugenic laws and controls — at least temporarily. 

The most zealous of compulsory sterilization advo- 
cates was Harry Laughlin, brought to the ERO in 1917 
by Davenport. Laughlin devoted a great deal of effort to 
encouraging States to enact sterilization laws, and devel- 
oped a model law which he presented to states as well as 
foreign governments. The Virginia statute declared 
constitutional in 1927 was based closely on Laughlin's 
work. And six years later Nazi Germany enacted its first 
Hereditary Health Law. As in the American plan, the 
law was designed to ensure that racially unworthy indi- 
viduals not pass on their "bad seed,” to winnow out un- 
desirable traits. In Germany, heredity courts were es- 
tablished, comprising two doctors and a judge appointed 
by the state. 

The German law was implemented with great enthu- 
siasm and speed. After one year, more than 56,000 peo- 
ple had been deemed defective and sterilized. Hitler's 
diligence and devotion were praised by American eu- 
genicists, and the admiration went the other way too. In 
1936, The University of Heidelberg bestowed an hon- 
orary doctorate in medicine on Harry Laughlin, by then 
in charge of the Eugenics Records Office and still an 
enthusiastic supporter of sterilization. In accepting his 
award, Laughlin stated, "To me this honor will be 
doubly valued because it will come from a nation which 
for many centuries nurtured the human seed-stock which 
later founded my country and thus gave basic character 
to our present lives and institutions." 

The year before, the German government had insti- 
tuted the Nuremberg laws, an extension of the eugenic 
statutes already on the books. These Racial Hygiene 
laws banned marriage between Jews and Non-Jews as a 
method of "purifying" the German gene-pool. Though 
early on the German sterilization program was not con- 
nected with Nazi Jew-hatred, as Hitler's rage and fear 


were progressively manifested in law, the racial and eu- 
genic programs merged. The line between racially-infe- 
rior and genetically-tainted rapidly blurred. The blind, 
retarded, deaf, schizophrenic, epileptic, manic-depres- 
sive, and even alcoholic were all slated for sterilization. 
Estimates vary, but it is reasonable to assume that more 
than twenty million people were found defective and 
sterilized in Germany between 1933 and 1945. 

And it is of course no great leap to go from eugenic 
sterilization to racial extermination. The hatred of Jews 
and other racially-unacceptable groups in the U.S. was 
reflected, amplified, and acted on in the death camps of 
Nazi Germany. Just as the sterilization programs became 
euthanasia programs — killing first mentally ill and re- 
tarded inmates of institutions, then physically handi- 
capped children and adults — so it was simple for the 
Germans to expand their racial-hygiene efforts from 
merely prohibiting the conception and birth of racially- 
inferior children to the killing of all those who were 
thought to be a moral, social, or biological threat to the 
state. 

While the atrocities of the Nazi death camps — once 
they were exposed — gave eugenics a bad name, still 
the basic tenets and psycho-social underpinnings 
continue to exist in American culture. From know- 
nothing white supremacists to afro-centric racists 
ensconced in academia, from the pseudo-genetics of 
Shockley to the pseudo-biology of Leonard Jeffries, 
eugenic thought continues to shape the way Americans 
see themselves. 

The eugenic world-view is a leap of faith, driven by 
fear, compelled by a profound sense of spiritual absence. 
Just as a missionary seeks to convert himself to a higher 
level of faith by adding more souls to his record, so eu- 
genicists seek to heal and purify themselves by expung- 
ing from the world around them all that is a threat or 
temptation. 
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CORPUS DELICTI: 


PICTURE STORY OF A CORPORATION 


3.In exchange for their money 
these people become part 
owners (stockholders) in the 
new company 


2.He tells his idea to people 
who hove money 


1. A man mokes on invention 


5. There are about twice as mony 6. The stockholders elect a board 
stockholders as there are of directors to direct the work 
workers of the company 


A. These are the owners 
(stockholders) of the company 


Corporations Don’t Habeas Corpus 


© 1994 by Ben G. Price 


To examine the history of corporations is to dis- 
cover the re-establishment of a modern form of 
feudalism wherein individual liberty is subordi- 
nated to hierarchical social institutions which have 
been able, through the machinations and manipula- 
tions of wealth, to insinuate themselves into the po- 
litical process by extra-constitutional means. The 
two most significant examples of extra-constitu- 
tional usurpation of political power in the United 
States are the major political parties and the corpo- 
rations. Perhaps not surprisingly, party and corpo- 
rate institutions have developed symbiotically, each 
promoting the other, at great cost to the political 
interests of ordinary citizens. 


The two most _ significant 
examples of extra-constitutional 
usurpation of political power in 
the United States are the major 
political parties and the cor- 
porations. Perhaps not 
prisingly, party and corporate 
institutions have developed sym- 
biotically, each promoting the 
other, at great cost to the political 
interests of ordinary citizens. 


sur- 
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First published in 1994 Fall Supplement 


by Ben G. Price 


A brief and true definition of the term 
"corporation" must encompass its imaginary nature. 
A corporation is a legal fiction granted legitimacy by 
legislative decree. The bestowal of legitimacy em- 
powers collective endeavors, usually economic in 
nature, with organizational liberties pertaining to 
capital, liabilities, and contractual agreements. 
These liberties, which have been granted by fiat, su- 
persede those of corporeal citizens. 

Corporations are recent inventions. They are 
social constructs, which is to say they are political 
scaffolds upon which our present society is erected. 
If there are fundamental aspects of our culture 
which seem antithetical to individual liberty, citizen 
participation in governance, and the constitutional 
rights of free human beings, then it will be prudent 
to uncover the undemocratic premises upon which 
our society has been building for over a century. 

Corporations have transcended the financial and 
economic role once naively envisioned for them. 
They have been transformed into dynamic artifacts 
that infiltrate the social and moral infrastructure, 
invisibly, insidiously altering the human habitat. On 
the strength of what has been promoted as mere 
economic expediency, they are taken for granted, 
and their dictatorial effect on erstwhile people-run 
government is overlooked. It is time for us to decide 
whether or not they enrich us, or if instead they im- 
poverish us as a society, by their very nature. 
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Corporations are not living, sentient entities, al- 
though current law recognizes them to be just that 
and gives them a latitude of behavior, a breadth of 
domain, rights, and especially power in litigation 
that have never been granted to the individual citi- 
zen who is supposedly the foundation of our ersatz 
democratic society. 


Corporations are not living, 
sentient entities, although current 
law recognizes them to be just 
that and gives them a latitude of 
behavior, a breadth of domain, 
rights, and especially power in 
litigation that have never been 
granted to the individual citizen 
who is supposedly the foundation 
of our ersatz democratic society. 


The notion of an "incorporated" organization is a 
mental construct that was codified into law by an 
act of Congress. During the same era that labor 
unionists proposed organizing the common worker 
into a global community empowered with the ability 
to negotiate terms of employment from a position of 
strength, the eradication of that same notion be- 
came the highest priority of capitalistic labor 
barons. The misidentification of those demanding 
workers’ rights with "Communism" (Soviet Social- 
ism), and by extension the villainization and "red 
baiting" of any person or group suggesting that cor- 
porations bear certain social responsibilities, has 
been the masterstroke in the twentieth century psy- 
chological war against which we, as operantly con- 
ditioned organs of the capitalistic commercial me- 
dia, have so far failed to make a stand. No expense 
has been spared in the struggle to institutionalize 
capital. Everything from spiritual damnation to 
atomic annihilation has been threatened as the dire 
but deserved social consequence of permitting 
workers directive power in the emerging global 
workplace. 

Colonialism was industry's nascent attempt to 
achieve its goals of controlling the cheap availability 
of both natural and human resources. The homey 
tools of colonial industrialization were the manipu- 
lation of national sentiments through vitriolic (and 
xenophobic) propaganda, and the production of 
advanced weapons to expedite conquests and make 
subjugation of whole societies cost effective. 


The corporation not only transcends national- 
ism, jingoism, and patriotic sentiments, it coopts 
them as marketing tools when expedient. It makes 
them irrelevant as they pertain to foreign policy, 
unless national interests (read: "corporate interests") 
are at stake. Then, the tribal instincts of citizens, so 
long anesthetized in the service of the corporate 
State, are stimulated by manipulating emotive sym- 
bols to which the popular culture has been condi- 
tioned as being intrinsic to national (supra-tribal) 
pride. As patriotism pertains to corporate expansion 
(as in the case of protectionism and tariff barriers 
erected by nations on behalf of corporations in the 
midst of turf disputes with international competi- 
tors), patriotism will be dusted off and promoted 
assiduously by national political parties funded by 
interested corporations. 

But the fast expanding industrial empire is estab- 
lishing itself without true allegiances, itself unin- 
spired by flags, and with disregard for constitutions. 
Corporations thrive as suprasocial entities, account- 
able only as they fail to insulate themselves from 
human concerns. Hype, glitz, and the industry that 
made Madison Avenue famous are not innocent 
sparklers for the delight of a worker's leisure-time. 
The mystique of Hollywood and the cinema, like the 
anonymity of the corporations that ("who?") dictate 
celluloid reality, is manufactured with a utilitarian 
purpose in mind. 

Corporations have long been in the business of 
creating economic conditions under which domes- 
tic populations can be colonized and coopted to the 
creation of corporate fiefdoms. Acting as stateless 
governments, corporations are modeled on the feu- 
dal system that met its greatest challenge with the 
dawn of the Renaissance and the flowering of ratio- 
nal and democratic movements, starting in the six- 
teenth century. But feudal power has never rested; it 
has regained its ascendancy in the guise of corpora- 
tions carrying on "business as usual." 

Corporate entrepreneurs have forged a global 
consensus wherein there burgeons a universal ac- 
ceptance of a worldwide market for human and 
manufactured commodities: goods and services. Po- 
litical systems across the globe have been bent and 
twisted to the utter success of this enterprise. Twen- 
tieth century history is a chronicle of the war of cap- 
ital against all other systems aspiring to hegemony. 
But there are precedents to the corporate dream of 
global domination. Feudal lords of the Middle Ages 
once tallied wealth in terms of crops, mined and 
forested materials, and then livestock and serfs, 
always with an eye to the "services" they could ren- 
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der. The feudal social hierarchy likewise reinforced 
every demand and requirement for the continuation 
of trade which lumped natural and human re- 
sources into a common category of values and 
wealth. 

With the eruption of libertarian revolutions 
against the alliance of nobility and industry, the in- 
dividual and the work he could do began to take on 
a value unheard of in the long history of human 
domestication through selective self-tyrannizing. 
But socio-political experiments with freedom and 
dignity now seem to have been largely abandoned. 
Industry has learned to downplay ceremonies of 
majesty, and in a rare concession to common sensi- 
bilities some token deference is paid to the revul- 
sion experienced by the masses toward those who 
would "lord over them." But with the completion of 
such perfunctory symbolic gestures, incorporated 
power proceeds on its course toward domination. 

Except where blatantly necessary counterfeits 
just can't be avoided, "human rights" is an issue sel- 
dom employed by corporate-run government as 
leverage to gain entrance into new markets for the 
sale of goods and the exploitation of cheap labor. 
The realization of this truism goes a long way in 
explaining why foreign policy is so unevenly af- 
fected by the human rights issue. And it gives some 
justification for popular suspicion about govern- 
ment and leaders of industry as they run hot and 
cold in their eagerness to engage in confrontations 
with tyrannical foreign powers. Iraq has oil. Bosnia 
does not. China has a vast labor pool. Panama has 
the canal. Haiti has neither. Global corporate poli- 
tics sets the agenda. 


Seary labels like 
"rioter,' "dissident," 
tent," and many others are only 
masks hideously painted to hide 
the facts and causes of social 
unrest. They are readily accepted 
as "factual" shorthand and used 
to signal the rest of us that we 
shouldn't want to know any more 
about the roots of discontent than 
we are officially told. 


"terrorist," 
"malcon- 


From the inception of government "by the peo- 
ple," political movements have, with predictable 
regularity, devolved from democracy to republican- 
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ism to patriarchy and finally simple tyranny. In 
these later times, labor disputes and grassroots 
movements have been villainized as _ society's 
boogeymen. In the public's imagination, a modern 
feudalism camouflaged as representative democracy 
fought the onslaught of "communism," and 
"anarchy." But it is objectively demonstrable that 
popular attempts to seek a social redress of 
grievances against the status quo have suffered 
calumny by the organs of official propaganda, slan- 
der of the subtlest sort, hammered at in the popular 
press, the schools, from the pulpit, and through ev- 
ery organ of society with even a hint of indebted- 
ness to corporate sponsors or donors. Scary labels 
like "terrorist," "rioter," "dissident," "malcontent," 
and many others are only masks hideously painted 
to hide the facts and causes of social unrest. 

They are readily accepted as "factual" shorthand 
and used to signal the rest of us that we shouldn't 
want to know any more about the roots of discon- 
tent than we are officially told. 

In the real sense, the revolutionary trends of the 
eighteenth century that began in France and in 
America, where democracy and individual liberty 
were first promoted as the prime political agenda, 
were brought to an abrupt end with the successful 
insertion of corporate law between the lines of hard- 
fought-for constitutional governance. Simply put, 
liberty is the newer impulse, tyranny the well-stud- 
ied, practiced and established order of the ages. 
Tyranny has the pedigree for which freedom longs. 

The presumptions and condescension of privi- 
lege have nowhere been more blatantly advocated 
than in Matthew Arnold's century-old book Culture 
and Anarchy. Arnold was on the side of "culture," 
aristocracy, and that strange sense of values that 
imagines rights and dignity can only be inherited 
from wealthy or politically powerful progenitors. 
Capital (property) was and remains the clearest 
measure of fabricated social righteousness, as a 
reading of Arnold's vitriol compared to current so- 
cial trends reveals. The comparison is poetic simile. 

Tradition is the central premise of every argu- 
ment in favor of the ideology of conservatism. More 
exactly, a tradition of wealth has been historically 
sufficient to assert that preference justly belongs to 
the already favored. Such a tradition also suggests 
that those empowered by wealth should fill posts of 
"responsibility" (power) in the community. This 
seems to be the sentiment legitimizing corporate 
sponsorship and control of the media and, through 
lobbying, the legislative branch of the federal gov- 
ernment. Of course, the result of such foolishness is 
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the entrenchment of wealth and favor, not the flour- 
ishing of citizen-directed democracy. In fact, democ- 
racy suffers the fate of lost oratory in a wind tunnel 
when it attempts to find its voice among Congres- 
sional representatives in the act of being lobbied by 
corporate salesmen. 

But the age-old traditions are handily preserved 
and popular deference to “our betters" is success- 
fully promoted whenever feudalism is, as we con- 
cede, revered and conservatively defended to be a 
traditional lifestyle with new found vitality. 

The "haves" are by design and intent in a better 
position to define the "have nots" in whatever terms 
they like. To own the organs of social discourse is to 
own the organs of social recourse. The ordinary cit- 
izen forfeits a large measure of once idealized citi- 
zenship simply by participating in the corporate 
community as a worker. The "work ethic," though 
mythologized as an intrinsic cultural virtue, has 
been uprooted from the common brain pan, not by 
a lazy, welfare dependent non-work force, but by a 
corporate logos' redefinition of citizen laborers as 
"consumers." 


One is right to wonder who 
produces the goods and services 
the social cattle called 
sumers' consume! 


n 
con- 


One is right to wonder who produces the goods 
and services the social cattle called "consumers" 
consume! Is it "capital" that produces or is capital 
just the motivation for organizing the dehumanizing 
process that creates the possibility for the produc- 
tion and concentration of wealth? Many workers in 
the fields of capital have come to wonder about 
their demotion to the role of "consumer," and con- 
sequently have lost faith in their ultimate potency as 
the singular and constituent element in a demo- 
cratic society. With the loss of faith in democracy 
has come the loss of democracy itself. 

Defining the criminal element in society is left to 
the corporate-run media. The tabloid "news" show is 
adept at dramatizing the unexamined premises of 
ersatz public morality. The untested nature of this 
manufactured morality accounts for our discomfort 
as we watch the standards for public behavior being 
changed and manipulated before our eyes. People 
do things that they have done daily for eons, and 
they are daily criminalized for what they do. At the 
same time, once foul deeds are redefined as mere 
eccentricities. The power to judge, once culled from 


tradition (and nothing's more traditional to the dec- 
imated nuclear family than the theme signs of the 
corporate sponsored TV shows and the jingles sell- 
ing corporate manufactured products we watched 
as we grew up, ignoring the real world all the while) 
is now a matter of aesthetics, not ethics insofar as 
the individual is concerned. The state, the 
government, the corporate conglomerate will 
ultimately decide absolutes. The world may be a big 
place, but one of the things we have been 
conditioned not to acknowledge is that things could 
or should be much different than they are. 

An imported, immigrant labor population 
(whether brought in as slave labor in "legitimate" or 
semi-legitimate immigration schemes or simply en- 
ticed as cheap labor by the capitally-endowed, for 
instance through the North American Free Trade 
Agreement) will bear the weight of almost every 
fault that can be socially defined, whenever the ge- 
nius of the controlling aristocracy fails to produce 
lucrative results in the marketplace. Social unrest is 
born in the Corporate Boardroom. 

Since capital is the passport to true citizenship, 
according to the corporate logos, its gain or loss be- 
comes the measure of the value of each individual 
participant in the corporate game. When things go 
dreadfully wrong, when the forcibly corralled and 
ghettoized labor pool find their subsistence level 
existence disintegrating, their jobs evaporating be- 
cause of bad business decisions in offices from 
which they would be forcibly expelled and subse- 
quently jailed for trespassing, they know that their 
value to the doling elite has been eroded. 

Then another more spontaneous form of social 
participation occurs, beginning at last in the viscera 
of each man and woman placed in the position of 
economic helplessness. Without ideological under- 
pinnings, despair erupts into violent social repul- 
sion. Without regard to legal niceties, the whole 
concept of a corporation is vomited out of the gut of 
society by those that the corporations have victim- 
ized by human devaluation. 

How does an entrenched and isolated hierarchi- 
cal elite react to the outrage of an underclass sud- 
denly awakening to its betrayal? The words of 
Matthew Arnold, written in desperate defense of his 
kindred aristocrats, are a good example. They 
sound like the 1992 Republican response to the 
rioting in Los Angeles after the absurd verdict ac- 
quitting those involved in an officially sanctioned 
(given the official judgment of the courts) beating of 
Rodney King by the rich people's hired security 
guards, the LAPD: 
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"As for rioting, the old Roman way of dealing 
with that is always the right one; flog the rank and 
file, and fling the ring leaders from the Tarpeian 
Rock!' And this opinion we can never forsake, how- 
ever our Liberal friends may think a little rioting, 
and what they call popular demonstrations, useful 
sometimes to their own interests... and however they 
may preach the right of an Englishman to be left to 
do as far as possible what he likes, and the duty of 
his government to indulge him and connive as much 
as possible and abstain from all harshness of 
repression — still we say no, and that monster 
processions in the streets and forcible irruptions 
into the parks, even in professed support of this 
good design, ought to be unflinchingly forbidden 
and repressed." (pp. 203-204) 


If we are not the property of corporate culture, 
not duped slaves in this ersatz "free" society, then 
why are entrepreneurs contractually absolved of re- 
sponsibility for the crimes funded by and enacted 
on behalf of their corporate investments? Why does 
their investment in the corporate milieu entitle them 
to legal immunities unavailable to us individually? 
Why must each of us endure and fund, often 
retroactively, whatever miscreant consequence cor- 
porate committeework cooks up? 


By legally defining incorporated property as 
"equivalent to" [sic] one living citizen in the 
ephemeral form of a "corporation," civil law, without 
further incident, destroys individual constitutional 
liberty. By creating a fiction, a chimera of individu- 
ality, corporate law mocks constitutionally guaran- 
teed liberties for real, incarnate individuals. 


The new Feudalism is born in and flourishes 
from the legal notion and institution of the 
"corporation." Democracy died in the same instant 
as the birth of corporate America. 


All of this has been accomplished in the interest 
of corporate power, which relegitimizes feudalism 
but camouflages it in barely rational, certainly un- 
palpable legalese. The whole fiction of incorpora- 
tion, in fact, must finally be denounced for being the 
publicly subsidized religious exercise that it is. 


What dogmatic materialists treat as a eucharistic 
transubstantiation of wealth into the icon of national 
worth (the corporation) must at last be exposed as a 
profession of faith, not a legal statement of social 
truth. The national icon status of the " corporation" 
is an immaculate deception. 


The incarnation of unaccountable wealth, by way 
of "incorporation" into the sphere of democratic, 
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people-run government, has served to elevate, once 
more, an abstraction of power, such as papal au- 
thority or divine-right royalty, to the pinnacle of real 
earthly power. With the rise of corporations came 
the fall of democracy. Collective power is antitheti- 
cal to the rights of the individual in any guise, even 
in the guise of capitalism. 


The institutionalization of corporate power 
clearly demonstrates the establishment of a state re- 
ligion in this country, and the usurpation of the 
right of ordinary citizens to believe and act upon 
their own inspirations. Because people who act in 
the interest of a corporation can not be held legally 
responsible for their actions (the "corporation’ itself, 
with legal standing equivalent to a human individ- 
ual, is supposed to be responsible for the collective 
actions of those people who oversee its business), 
and since no personal risk or stress can be brought 
to bear on an incorporeal "person," in fact a corpora- 
tion is but a shield to enforce unaccountability in 
favor of the wealthy elite who own them. Individuals 
have been robbed of moral accountability, and the 
ethical underpinnings of society are called into 
doubt. 


The corporate overthrow of American democ- 
racy was a plutocractic coup that usurped control of 
government from the citizenry. Liberty as a national 
keystone was replaced by the concept of 
"opportunity." Though the distinction has been 
eroded by the propaganda blitz of public service an- 
nouncements sponsored by the corporate-run gov- 
ernment on corporate owned media, there is a dif- 
ference between liberty and opportunity. A huge dif- 
ference. 


Opportunity used to mean a gift of chance or 
providence. Liberty was, in American mythology, a 
gift of well-being granted on the premise of free 
birth, in a land where all are free. In the real world, 
we grant our "betters" the right to dictate an eco- 
nomic cycle of opportunity that replaces the vis- 
ceral attachment to the cycle of the seasons. 
"Opportunity" is a counterfeit form of freedom that 
has lead to the doling-out of rights to favored 
opportunists who in their turn will ascend to the 
high tower of privilege, in the shadow of which 
facade defrocked citizens compete for a foothold on 
the lower rungs of the corporate ladder. 


The Feudal Lords of corporate globalization 
have become the pharaohs of modern times. The 
corporation, the latest incarnation of the rotting 
body politic, is due for immediate embalming. e 


I Fall From High Places 
She Said In Robotic French 


Prague. Dinner at the Hotel Paris with Trieste the 
Dadaist, Simona, Catalan Carlos, and a tall statuesque 
woman, heavily made-up, of indeterminate nationality, 
who called herself the Queen of Hearts. 

“Look closely at the Queen of Hearts,” Trieste said to 
Simona. “Beneath her alabaster make-up are some 
smashing tattoos. Up and down her body. Spontaneous 
tattoos. Deep bruises. She calls them ‘bruise tattoos.’ 
How do you think she gets them?” 

“How do you get your bruise tattoos?” Simona asked 
the Queen of Hearts, who sat elegantly straight, a head 
and a half taller than Trieste to her left. She had the 
bearing of a featured dancer at the Crazy Horse Saloon. 


“I fall from high places,” she said in robotic French. 

Simona, looking closely at the Queen of Hearts, 
imagined she saw the intersecting tracings of variegated 
bruises on her face and graceful bare arms. Her arm from 
elbow to shoulder was longer that Trieste’s from shoulder 
to wrist. 

Trieste had finished his zemlovka. Pushed the plate 
away, then reached into his leather case and laid some 
photos on the table. 

Simona picked up the large glossies and examined 
them one-by-one. Photos of the Queen of Hearts in 
various busted configurations, sprawled on pavement or 
grass, genitals exposed, bruised and bleeding, semi- 
conscious, gazing at the camera in what looked (to 
Simona) like exquisite pain. 
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“Who took these photos?” Simona asked. 
“Catalan Carlos,” Trieste said. “Carlos and the Queen 
of Hearts are inseparable. When she isn’t in the hospital, 
that is.” 

“What happens if you fall from a high place but don’t 
survive?’ Simona asked the Queen of Hearts. 

The Queen of Hearts shrugged. 

“She always survives,” Trieste said. “She is supple. 
She falls like a cat.” 

“So what do you have in mind?’ Simona said, 
pushing the glossies to the center of the table. 
“A performance,” Trieste said. 


At 9:45 the Queen of Hearts “fell” from the seventh 
floor penthouse of the Hotel Paris, in gaudy Prague. 
Catalan Carlos, using his Nikon FM2 and numerous lens 
changes, snapped her before the ambulance showed, 
while she was being lifted into the ambulance and, 
minutes later, while she was being gurney’d into the 
hospital. A friend of Trieste’s developed the photos in his 
own darkroom and 136 eight-by-ten glossies were ready 
before midnight. Trieste tacked the glossies to the wall of 
his suite in the Hotel Paris. He suspended them from the 
baroque chandelier. He papered the thickly carpeted 
floor. On the mangled, bloodied, ecstatic carpet Trieste 
the Dadaist, Carlos, Simona and a nameless fourth, a 
Ukrainian prostitute Trieste found in the lobby, commit- 
ted glorious sex. 

Was it really glorious? 

It was darn good. 

No sex toys? 

The eight-by-ten glossies. 


112 


What about the Queen of Hearts? 
What about her? 

She survived? 

You serious? Piece of cake. 


It Hurt A Lot 
But The Queen Of Hearts 
Enjoyed Herself 


Trieste was right. The Queen of Hearts landed like a 
cat. She was out of the hospital in five days and 
contriving her next outrage. Her concept was to have a 
team of Parisian plastic surgeons recast her face to closely 
resemble the facial representations (surprisingly few in 
number) of Joan of Arc. What all the representations 
shared was Joan’s large soulful eyes, delicate features, 
pointed chin and rapt expression. The surgery was done 
with local anesthetic and would be videotaped from 
beginning to end. The video would be featured in an 
exhibition the Pompidou Centre was planning on the 
“Esthetics of Pain.” 

The surgery took place as scheduled. It hurt a lot but 
the Queen of Hearts seemed to enjoy herself. The 
surgeons were French, hence appreciated the extravagant 
claims of art. They kept the surgery theater open, which 
allowed intense-eyed Carlos, his glossy long hair in a 
braid, to vid the whole monkey. 
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Not only that. The surgical procedure was projected 
by satellite to 18 cities around the world, including 
Amsterdam, Paris, Venice, Berlin, Tokyo, and San 
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Francisco. The Queen of Hearts, graphically displayed, 
“interacted” by televideo with philosophers, artists, 
critics, and lay-people too, common folk. 

As always the Queen of Hearts healed rapidly. In 
twenty-one days nearly all of the swelling disappeared 
and she became the reincarnation of Saint Joan, though at 
six-feet-two she was probably a foot and a half taller than 
the Maid of Orleans. 

Interviewed in the print media and on French and 
German TV, the Queen of Hearts admitted that she was 
less interested in Joan than in pain. 

“For its own sake?” the interviewer from La Nouvelle 
Observateur wanted to know. 

“Yes.” 

“What will you do next?” the interviewer asked. 

“Je ne sais pas.” 

After the media blitz, the Queen of Hearts flew 
Concorde to Wall Street, USA, where Trieste the Dadaist 
was in the process of wrapping the stock exchange in an 
enormous pelt of human shit. 


Queen Of Hearts Plots A New Outrage 
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Having enveloped the New York Stock Exchange in 
merde, Trieste the Dadaist and his theatrical terrorists 
flew to Santiago, Chile, to mount their machine-gunning- 
the-Pinochet-palace-guards performance in the central 
soccer stadium. After that performance, which was 
condemned by the right but enthusiastically received by 
the left, the Queen of Hearts disguised herself as a black- 
skinned gay male and went to a soccer match between 
Chile and one of the British regional squads, Manchester 
United, I think. She sat among the rabid British fans 


while rooting loudly for the Chileans. After the match 
ended in a nil-nil tie the British boosters beat the 
disguised Queen of Hearts severely, especially around the 
head and face. Some of the hooligans used lengths of pipe 
and brass knuckles. Catalan Carlos, wearing a maroon 
watch cap to hide his Latin hair and with his face and 
hands bleached, caught the whole bloody beating on vid. 

The Queen of Hearts had her Joan of Arc nose broken 
in four places, eye sockets shattered, retina detached, jaw 
dislocated and skull fractured. No teeth were knocked 
out, which was a surprise. 

She was treated by a team of surgeons led by a 
German émigré (this being Chile) who had served with 
the Waffen Corps. He refused to let Carlos video the 
surgery. Moreover he did a lousy job of reconfiguring the 
Queen of Heart’s face, which is why she flew to Los 
Angeles a week later where a team of top-notch plastic 
surgeons broke her bones and re-operated. Here too 
Carlos was forbidden to videotape the proceedings, 
though he did get some good snaps of her post-operative 
swellings. In six weeks the Queen of Hearts resembled 
her stunning marmoreal self and was plotting her next 
outrage. Meanwhile Carlos’s vid of the beating and 
miscellaneous snaps were forwarded to the Pompidou 
Centre as part of their Esthetics of Pain exhibit. 


Cut Into Her Chest 
Exposed Her Heart 


After a performance in which a vengeful band of 
Quiche children of “the disappeared,” locked the forty- 
nine living Guatemalan generals in the Spanish Embassy 
in Guatemala City and firebombed the building 
incinerating every last general, Trieste and his troupe, 
including the Queen of Hearts, toured the country. In the 
ancient Mayan city of Tikal, the Queen of Hearts 
contemplated jumping from the top of the central Mayan 
temple but desisted. 

How come? 

Too high. And the ground was too rocky. She 
wouldn’t have survived. Not that survival per se was her 
paramount aim. 

You mean she wouldn’t mind not surviving one of her 
“performances?” 

Not exactly. Survival was simply one factor among 
several. She’d died so many times already in small ways. 
Shattered bones, ruptured organs, features reconfigured. 

So what did she do? 

Staying with the Maya motif, she cut into her chest 
with an ancient stone blade and exposed her heart. Or a 
portion of her chest in the area of her heart. 
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In Tikal? 
Yes. In the holy, heathen city of Tikal. At the foot of 
the Queen’s Temple. Though the Queen of Hearts had 
closely studied anatomical templates, she severed an 
artery instead of a vein. Or maybe it was the other way 
around. The result was she very nearly died. A physician- 
member of Trieste’s team stanched the bleeding. She was 
flown back to Guatemala City in a tiny single-engine 
prop where they sewed her back together. Carlos 
videotaped the whole monkey. 


Three Hours Later She Was In Solola 


After exposing her heart in the ancient Maya capital 
of Tikal and getting sutured in Guatemala City, the Queen 
of Hearts travelled into the heart of Guatemala. She 
travelled alone. 

The Queen of Hearts caught a bus for the northwest 
highlands. Squeezed among the poor Indians and 
campesinos and livestock, among the smells of animals 
and woodsmoke, the Queen of Hearts looked different, 
pliant, almost Indian. No one paid her any special atten- 
tion. She’d bought a bunch of bananas in the public 
market. She rode the crowded, bumpy bus, up and around 
the hairpin turns, occasionally eating a banana. 

About two hours out of Guatemala City the bus was 
stopped at a military checkpoint. Soldiers with bayoneted 
rifles ordered the passengers out, lined them against a 
walled husk of a church, then fumigated the inside of the 
bus with two large hoses. The passengers were ordered 
back into the bus, which stank of disinfectant. En route 
again some of the passengers muttered to each other. The 
Queen of Hearts ate another banana. 

Three hours later she was in Solala. 

At the Solal4 market the Queen of Hearts bought a 
Bat Clan jacket weaved by the Cakchikel Indians out of 
sheep wool. 

She washed her hair in the volcanic lake. 

She ate tortillas, chiles, beans and roasted corn in a 
local restaurant, then rented a room above the restaurant. 
She sat on a cushion on the floor of the small room and 
listened to the night sounds. Laments of drunken men and 
drunken boys. Crickets sawing. The faint whistling of a 
poorwill. 

She smoked a cigarette. 

She shared her narrow bed with fleas. 

The next morning she rode a bus farther into the 
mountains. 

That afternoon she drank beer in the dusty cantina, 
fourteen Indian or Ladino men and the Queen of Hearts. 

Sentimental music from an old jukebox. 
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The men stared at her. A Ladino asked her to dance. 
She danced with the man whose head came to her 
shoulders in the confined dusty space. Another man 
asked her to dance and she danced with him. When a 
third man asked her to dance she said, No, I must leave. 

Two men, drunk, followed her outside, knocked her 
down, dragged her behind the cantina and brutally raped 
her. 

You expected something like that and so I gave it to 
you. It never happened. 

She left the cantina, walked to the center and rented 
a room. She washed. 

That evening she went to the zécalo and listened to 
music: brass, a harp and two wooden flutes. 

Back in her small room she sat on the floor and 
smoked a cigarette. 


Nineteen Toucans 


The Queen of Hearts bussed north from Guatemala 
through Belize into Quintana Roo, the eastern portion of 
the Yucatan Peninsula. She got off at Akumal, just north 
of the Maya ruins of Tulum. She avoided the tourist 
hotels fanning south from Cancun. She rented a room in 


a tiny pension in the low-lying jungle. 
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Gazing through the small cracked window of her 
room at dusk she saw nineteen toucans one after the other 
fly from the west to the east side of the jungle. 
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Someone said there were alligators in the mangroves. 
The Queen of Hearts lay nude in a mangrove swamp in 
the jungle denseness. 

The next day she bussed to Cancun. Checked into 
Hotel Jestis Intercontinental, which was also a theme 
park. She bathed, made herself beautiful, and that 
evening at seven-thirty, she mounted the six-story Mary 
Mother of God Barn, filled with theme rides and 
“recreations,” facing the ocean, in full view of the St. 
Paul Plaza dining area. She launched herself into the 
moist salt air. She lay sprawled, exposed and bloody on 
the astroturf below. 


Setting Her Face On Fire 


“Well, the Queen of Hearts did Mexico and now 
she’s planning on Cuba,” Trieste said to Simona on the 
phone. 

“Why Cuba?” Simona said. 

Trieste laughed. “She thinks she can get an audience 
with Fidel Castro. When that happens she’I1 slip on a fake 
salt-and-pepper Fidel-like beard and light a match to it.” 

“Castro’s bodyguards will let her do all that?” 

“The Queen of Hearts moves fast. Besides, when 
Fidel sees her he’!] probably visit her alone. He’s pushing 
seventy but he’s still sexy.” 

“So she sets her face on fire,” Simona said. “What 
then?” 

“Her face burns.” Trieste shrugged. “And her hair. 
She recovers in a Havana clinic. They do advanced burn 
work in Cuba. The only thing she won’t have is a video 
record, or maybe even snaps. Nothing for posterity.” 


Fidel Was Amazed At 
How Rapidly She Healed 


The Queen of Hearts was resting in the burn clinic of 
Habana Hospital when Fidel visited her. Because of all 
the lies and disinformation people don’t know this about 
Fidel, but he’s a funny guy. He appreciates a good joke 
even at his expense. Plus he has a refined esthetic sense 
— despite long lip-service to socialist realism. 

What are you saying? 

Fidel and the Queen of Hearts hit it off. He saw to it 
that she got class-A treatment. After spending five days 
in the hospital Fidel had her removed to his own dacha. 
And he was amazed at how rapidly she healed. Ina word 
they became lovers. 

What did he do? Take a vacation from running the 
country? 

Not at all. Fidel still has enormous zest. And he’s 
always had a raunchy private life. 


I see. So how long did this go on? The affair, I 
mean? 

I don’t know how long. A month, six months. We’re 
talking about narrative, not “real” time. 

Oh. 

The Queen of Hearts has a watch but doesn’t use it. 
She never looks at the calendar. She plots her outrages 
by the phases of the moon. When industrial pollution 
obscures the sky, she reads tea leaves. 

Tea leaves? 

Right. She learned that from her aristocratic Russian 
grandmother. 

So she’s upper class. I thought so. 

Not so fast. Her grandfather was a Marseilles street 
musician. One of those French peasants who tilts his 
beret roguishly and plays love songs on the concertina 
for coins. 


Without A Dick And Balls? 


After Cuba and amorous nights with Fidel, the Queen 
of Hearts was flown in Habana 1, Fidel’s private jet, to 
Barcelona where she regrouped with Catalan Carlos. 
From Barcelona they drove in Carlos’s indestructible 
Citroén 2CV through France and Belgium into the 
Netherlands. 

In Amsterdam they got a room on Achterburgwal in 
the Red Light district. After settling in, they had dinner at 
a créperie close by. After dinner they dropped in on the 
mafia office which controlled access to the windowed 
prostitutes’ compartments in the area around Oudekerk. 

The next evening the Queen of Hearts, sleekly 
radiant in magenta chemise, matching G-string and ivory 
velvet slippers, was posed in the neon light of her 
whore’s window near Oudekerk. It was Friday, teeming 
with tourists. 

When a successful transaction was arranged, the red 
drape was pulled closed. The Queen of Hearts opened 
and closed her drape half a dozen times at intervals which 
averaged thirteen minutes, having entertained one Sikh, 
two Indonesian businessmen en menage, a nineteen-year- 
old American marine, good for thirty-three seconds, an 
Armenian drug merchant and a Lutheran minister from 
Antwerp. After the Lutheran she locked her door, took 
her place in the illuminated window and commenced to 
strip. 

The gawkers, hugger-mugger in front of the window, 
watched her recline naked on a plush red divan and 
masturbate herself with a pearl-colored dildo. Suddenly a 
burly man with an Afrikaans look and carrying a metal 
crutch burst into her compartment from an inside door 
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and attacked her, whacking her with the crutch across her 
face and breasts and buttocks, then when she was in a 
bloody heap on the floor, pulling down his pants and 


mounting her from behind. 
huson 


IV PRODUCED A 
STRAIGHT 


He’d just thrust into her and arched his back, 
moaning coarsely with his head held high, when the 
Queen of Hearts violently pulled away and in the same 
motion produced a straight razor and hacked off his 
genitals. 

You’re making this up. 

No I’m not. 

Where’d she get the straight razor? 

From under the divan cushion. Every hooker keeps 
some kind of weapon close by. 

She hacked off his dick and... 

The whole monkey. 

What were the gawkers doing while this was going 
on? 

Gawking. They must have felt it was part of the 
performance. 

It wasn’t? 

What do you think? 

Well, what did the Queen of Hearts have in mind? 
She wouldn’t have been satisfied just masturbating, 
would she? 

You think it’s a small thing to masturbate with a 
pearl-colored dildo behind a neon window in front of a 
hundred and sixty-eight gawkers? 

No. Though it seems sort of predictable. And Catalan 
Carlos? He was videotaping,I suppose. 

Naturally. 

If the Queen of Hearts was really being assaulted, 
wouldn’t Carlos have intervened? 
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Carlos is an artist, not a vigilante. 
Right. What happened to the burly Afrikaans at- 
tacker? 
Survived. Sentenced to three years in detention. 
What’s he going to do in prison without a dick and 
balls? 


She Could Feel Every One Of Her 
Scales Which Were Her Wounds 


Sleeping alongside Carlos in the large walnut bed, 
designed by Gaudi, in their flat in the medieval quarter of 
Barcelona, the Queen of Hearts dreamt of a dwarf with a 
hump under his left shoulder and a comically large 
erection. With his black head thrown back he blew 
thythmically on a wooden flute. She danced naked to the 
music. Cobra-like she wound around the dwarf and as she 
closed herself onto his penis the flute he blew became her 
cobra mouth. She could feel every one of her scales which 
were her wounds. The flute player blew into her mouth, 
the music was the sounds of whales surfacing. 

The Queen of Hearts woke, drank some water, went 
back to sleep. Not yet dawn. 

I suppose she sleeps in the nude. 

Nude or in a hair shirt. 

What about Catalan Carlos? 

Carlos sleeps in his briefs with his thumb in his 
mouth. 

You’re pulling my chain. 

I was into a metaphysical riff which you dampened 
with your Oprah-like questions. 

Sorry. What do you expect me to do? 

Do exactly what you’ve been doing. Ream me with 
banalities. I deserve it. 


Deutsche Mark On Their Chest 
On Their Back A Large Black Swastika 


Outside the Bundesbank in Frankfurt five Nazi skins 
gassed Chancellor Helmut Kohl, all 293 pounds of him, 
in a replica crematorium. After this “performance” the 
German authorities detained Trieste the Dadaist. 

Four days later sixty-six other Dadaists led by the 
Queen of Hearts converged outside the Frankfurt prison 
which was holding Trieste in solitary confinement. The 
temperature was two degrees centigrade with light rain. 
The Dadaists commenced to undress and when they were 
entirely naked held hands and formed a wide circle 
around the prison. Each of the sixty-six had the initials 
DM, for deutsche mark, tattooed, large and black, on their 
chests. On their backs each wore a large, black swastika. 
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Beneath the windowless second-story confinement 
area where Trieste was held, the Dadaists formed a 
naked-bodies pyramid two stories high. From the apex of 
this pyramid the naked Queen of Hearts suspended 
herself upside down from her left ankle, like the Hanged 
Man of the Tarot. First the Queen of Hearts, reading from 
a script in her upside-down hand, recited Heinrich Heine 
in German. Then, loudly, in chorus, the sixty-six 
Dadaists with their tattooed deutsche marks and 
swastikas, repeated: 


Night lay upon my eyelids, 
Upon my mouth lay lead, 
With rigid brain and breast-bone, 
I lay among the dead... 


Since the international newspapers and TV channels 
had been forewarned, the performance was taped, 
photographed, video’d, and beamed by satellite around 
the globe. Result: The German authorities gave way, 
announced they would release Trieste at midnight with 
the condition that he leave Germany at once. Trieste 
rejected that condition. He was released in any case, 
filtered through a tight cordon of police to shield him 
from neo-Nazis. 


Her Black Hair Was Arranged 
In Intricate Dreads. 


While Catalan Carlos followed Trieste to Asia and 
mischief at the expense of the Japanese and brave-new- 
world Singaporeans, the Queen of Hearts flew to Jamaica, 
West Indies. Deplaning in Montego Bay directly behind 
the Queen of Hearts, perspiring in a size 56-long 
seersucker suit and size 16 triple-E cocoa wingtips, was 
the pornographer, Duane Redbone. Turned out they were 
staying in the same hotel and, at Bone’s suggestion, 
shared a taxi. In the taxi he introduced himself. She shook 
the large hand he pressed on her. 

At dinner time Bone rang the Queen of Hearts’ room. 
She didn’t answer the phone and wasn’t thinking of 
dinner. Bone came by in person and knocked on her door. 

She answered the door. 

“Hello, there,” Duane said. “How about dinner?” 

“T’m not hungry.” 

“Well, how about a drink?” 

“Perhaps later.” 

“How’s ten-thirty? We can meet at the patio pub. It’s 
a pretty spot.” 

“Okay.” 
“See you then,” Duane said. 
Did she show up for the drink? 


No. 

What’s she doing in Jamaica now? It would have 
made better sense to go there from Cuba? 

She’s not a sensible traveler. 

The next morning at about 8:30, the Queen of Hearts 
rented a beige Toyota Camry from the hotel rent-a-car and 
pulled out of the driveway. A taxi was blocking the exit 
with rawboned Redbone about to get in. He saw her. 

“Hey, where you going?” 

“Negril,” she said. 

“Coincidence,” Duane said. “I was going there 
myself. Daytrip. Can I come with you?” 

She motioned for him to get in. 

As she pulled onto the road, Duane said, “I would’ ve 
rented a car but driving on the left side of the road’s a 
hassle. What’s your name?” 

“Delphine.” 

“Nice name. I guess you’re French. How long you 
going to be in Negril, Delphine?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“So I guess you didn’t make it for the drink last 
night?” 

“I was tired.” 

It takes about two and half hours to get to Negril and 
Redbone did almost all the talking. 

“Have you ever heard of Freak da Virus, Delphine? 
It’s a film company. Actually video. I was a cameraman 
and director. We do porn films. Some of the best porn 
around, even if I do say so myself. Do you like porn? 
Pornography? 

“Love it,” she said. 

This simple affirmative surprised and aroused him. 

‘I’m not working there anymore. [m doing 
something else now. What do you do?” 

“Performance.” 

“You mean... Like where?” 

“Maybe you will get a chance to see,” she said. 

Just outside Negril, with the placid blue Carib to the 
west and dense tropical bush to the east, Delphine was 
accelerating to pass a lorry on the single lane road when 
she suddenly blacked out, losing control of the wheel. 
Redbone with quick reflexes snatched the wheel with one 
large hand and guided it into the correct lane seconds 
before an oncoming lorry. He steered onto the narrow 
shoulder and stopped the car. Delphine had regained 
consciousness; she gazed at him. 

She was all right, she said, and took the wheel again. 
She drove to the new, large Hotel Tafari. It was a few 
minutes past noon. Redbone arranged to meet her at two 
for a drink on the penthouse patio. 

He was sitting at a table overlooking the sea nursing 
a Red Stripe when he saw Delphine open the door. At 
(Continued on next page) 
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first he wasn’t sure it was her. Her black hair was 
arranged in intricate dreadlocks. She wore a floor-length 
purple batik skirt and beige halter top. She was smiling. 

Redbone finished his beer and ordered Jah cocktails 
for himself and Delphine. A Jah cocktail is three parts 
white rum to one part fresh coconut water. With a 
sprinkle of freshly grated nutmeg. 

“So where do you do these performances of yours, 
Delphine?” 

“You wish to see one?” 

“Yeah. You bet.” 

“T will go for a bathe (that’s how she said it). You stay 
here and watch from the patio.” 

“Aren’t you going to drink your drink?” 

But she was up and gone. Seconds later Duane saw 
her on the white sand stripping off her clothes. She did 
this deliberately. There were maybe a dozen other people 
on the beach in her vicinity, sunning white tourists. There 
was a lifeguard tower but no lifeguard. He watched her, 
lithely naked, move toward the water and wade out 
beyond the coral reef. He watched her swim, not fast but 
steadily, freestyle then breaststroke, farther out. Too far... 


He 


WATCHED 

) Wer Swim 

FARTHER 
OuT. 


Foo Lar.. 


Redbone was racing down to the beach tearing off his 
clothes on the run. By the time he stripped down to his 
fuchsia briefs, she had disappeared. He plunged into the 
water and propelled himself, freestyle, in her general 
direction, swimming — it occurred to him — faster than 
he’d ever swum, because he was far from an expert 
swimmer. When he stopped, breathing hard, treading 
water, there was no sign of her. On the shore, distantly, 
the sunning tourists continued sunning. The water was 
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mild, clear, dappled with sun; he dove but didn’t see her. 
He dove again, swimming and twisting under water, 
gasping for air as he surfaced. Again he glanced toward 
the shore and this time he shouted: Help, Help, flailing 
his arms. People heard, they moved slowly toward the 
shore waving. 

Redbone sucked in his breath and dove again, 
swimming farther out underwater. A school of gold and 
purple fish swiftly swerved out of his way. He was about 
to resurface when he felt a strong tug at his left ankle. 
Thinking shark, he panicked, managed to pull away to- 
ward shore. As soon as he slowed he was tugged at again, 
hard around the waist, actually pulled under water. 
Delphine, her long hair on his chest, pulling him down. 
He fought her, he was 245 pounds, he surfaced dragging 
her with him, keeping her head above the water. And now 
a lifeboat was motoring toward them... 

One Jamaican lifeguard gave her mouth-to-mouth on 
the boat while the other maneuvered the boat to shore. 
Mouth-to-mouth was continued on the surf, the 
Jamaicans taking turns. She was breathing. They covered 
her and transported her in a stretcher to the ambulance 
with its red roof light rotating slowly parked on the sand 
near the hotel. 

Duane rode with her to the small hospital a few 
kilometers away. She lay on her back, the white cotton 
blanket up to her chin. Her eyes were open, she looked 
like a Madonna, she gazed at Redbone as she had in the 
car on the shoulder after she’d blacked out while trying to 
pass the lorry. 

Did Redbone have any idea he was part of a 
performance? In the rented Camry? In the sea? 

Interesting question. Especially since this is the new 
Redbone, post-electro-shock. What do you think? 

I think he might have sensed his contribution. In 
some unspoken way. But does that matter to the Queen of 
Hearts? Does she care whether the people who 
“perform” with her know they’re performing? 

That’s an even more interesting question, isn’t it? 

Did they screw? 

Duane and Delphine? Well, Redbone was told she’d 
be in the hospital overnight. And he was booked to fly out 
of Montego Bay to LA the following morning. One of 
those non-cancellation tickets. You forfeit, it’s your ass, 
you pay anyway. When he tried to extend his stay with the 
travel agent at Hotel Tafari, he was advised to deal with 
the airlines in person in Montego Bay. So what he did 
was get a note from the physician at Queens Hospital, 
drive Delphine’s rented Camry back to Montego Bay, 
persuade American Airlines to rewrite his ticket, pack his 
belongings, check out of the hotel, and return to Negril 
that same night, late. 
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The Queen of Hearts was gone. 

How did you guess? The physician said she was a 
good deal better and insisted on checking out. She left 
Duane a note and a few hundred dollars to pay the rental 
fee on the Camry. 

What did the note say? 

Je regrette... 


Someone Argued For Killing Her 
By Degree. 


The Queen of Hearts was in Naples. She had sent 40 
invitations to the movers and shakers of that extroverted 
city to attend a formal-dress premiere “installation” in the 
Silvio Gallery. Invited guests included pols, industrialists, 
mafiosi, and art bigs. 
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The installation was called Vino da _ Pasto 
(tablewine). It consisted of the Queen of Hearts wearing 
a couture-designed business suit, crucified on a Teflon 
cross, within reach of the guests who stood beneath her 
around a large rectangular oak table. The table contained 
the following implements: gardening shears, four rubber 
dildos, three anal plugs, five packets of razor blades, two 
butane lighters, half a dozen wax candles, three serrated 
kitchen knives, one rattan cane, a length of steel chain, 
two pairs of faux-ivory ben wa balls, a Beretta nine 
millimeter semi-automatic with full magazine, and a Sony 
high-resolution monitor with remote. Also a Mason jar 
containing the Queen of Heart’s relics from previous 


jacked into overdrive. They gave the Queen of Hearts 


performances: skin, tears, blood, mucus, urine, discharge, 
assorted teeth, bits of bone, toenail clippings, matted 
clumps of hair. 

When everyone was settled the Queen of Hearts said 
just six words: “Give me pain. Give me pleasure.” 

In Italian? 

No, Swahili. Of course in Italian. 

Where was Catalan Carlos? 

Carlos was operating the concealed videocam. 

So what happened? 

Not much at first. A few cuts and burns, her panty 
hose cut away. Dildo probing. Tentative sniffing of the 
relic jar. Actually three or four of the guests tried to leave 
but the doors where bolted from the outside. After an 
hour or so they got into the spirit. 

Meaning? 

They ripped and cut off her clothes. Administered 
razor cuts to the tender insides of the thighs, candle 
burns, whippings about the breasts and thighs, liberal 
use of the anal plugs, sniffing and licking of the relics. 
Pressing the buttons of the Sony remote shocked nerve 
endings in her breasts and genitals. A row broke out 
when one of the guests forced the loaded Beretta into her 
mouth. 

Someone tried to keep him from killing her? 

No. Someone argued for killing her by degree. 

What happened? 

The one who wanted to shoot her in the throat ended 
up shooting the one who wanted to kill her by degree. 

Which effectively terminated the installation. I 
suppose. 

Hardly. The distinguished guests ripped off their 
clothes and took it to the next level. 

Took “it?” 

The action, asswipe. You know what it means to 
channel surf through 180 sectors then just fix on 
something, collectively? The killing grooved them. They 


what she asked for. In spades. 
Judas O 


By the time the Queen of Hearts was healed she was 
in Budapest. So was Simona, informed by Trieste that the 
Queen of Hearts was planning an “installation” in the 
voguish Soros Gallery in Pest on the east bank of the 
Danube.The Queen of Hearts and Carlos were staying in 
a flat in the Buda hills and Simona taxied there directly 
from the airport. 

Carlos, who opened the door, did not seem surprised. 
Maybe he didn’t recognize Simona. The Queen of Hearts 


(Continued on next page) 


119 


was in the sitting room on the floor playing with a frisky 
Abyssinian cat. She looked up with a mild smile. 

In French, Simona said: “I admire your art. I'd like to 
work with you. I’m prepared to do anything you ask of 


INSTALLATION 
CONSISTED 


That was Tuesday. The premiere installation was 
scheduled for Friday. Again, forty movers and shakers — 
pols, the so-called Russian mafia, industrialists, art bigs 
— received invitations. Called Judas O, the installation 
consisted of the Queen of Hearts and Simona, naked, 
each mounted like a caryatid on one side of the narrow 
opening that led to the exhibition space. Together they 
constituted an arc, connected to each other by sticky 
transparent tape: Simona’s left earlobe to the Queen of 
Hearts’ right nipple; the Queen of Hearts’ clitoris to 
Simona’s nose bridge; Simona’s clit to the Queen of 
Hearts’ left big toe; Simona’s tongue to the Queen of 
Hearts’ unshaven right armpit; the Queen of Hearts’ right 
eyelid to Simona’s right nipple... 

To enter the exhibition proper the invited guests had 
to squeeze past the mounted, fastened-to-each-other 
women, get entangled in the sticky tape, hence cause 
multiple bleedings and eruptions in the women’s bodies 
where the tape aggravated the skin — and get their own 
fine clothes soiled and bloodied in the process. Carlos 
videotaped the fortuitous configurations. 

What was in the exhibition proper? 

Nothing. The exhibition space, a high-ceilinged, 
well-lighted, L-shaped room, was painted chartreuse... 
and was empty. 
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But Why The Red Stiletto Heels? 


Trieste and his theatrical terrorists mounted a 
performance in Singapore in which the entire population 
of toilets backed up and overflowed into the antiseptic 
WCs, down the building walls, onto the sanitized streets, 
flooding the plasticine city in hard sewage. 

For his pains, Trieste and Catalan Carlos were 
arrested, with the prospects of a substantial sentence and 
caning. 

Although officially refused admittance into the 
country, the Queen of Hearts slipped into Singapore with 
a gang of four, made it to the detention center where 
Trieste and Carlos were being held. Three of the four, all 
in black latex executioner suits, were either fems or 
slender males; the fourth was burly. They surrounded the 
Queen of Hearts while she stripped and slipped into her 
Trieste mask. One of the latex fems draped the Queen of 
Hearts over a trestle which projected her buttocks. The 
burly one caned her four hard times. She groaned loudly 
from deep in her throat. At that point the authorities 
moved in with their own rattan canes breaking up the 
party, forcing a robe on the Queen of Hearts, arresting the 
participants. 


Nonetheless, the Queen of Hearts’ performance had 
been videotaped by technicians from CNN, BBC and 
Agence France-Presse. It was beamed by satellite to 
fourteen different locations, including the Centre 
Pompidou in Paris and the McLuhan Center in Toronto. 
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That same afternoon everyone, including Trieste and 
his lieutenants, was released and ordered out of the 
country. 

So pious Singapore gave in? 

In a sense, yes. 

But only after the Queen of Hearts took four lashes 
on her bare butt. 

I can understand the Trieste mask but why the red 
Stiletto heels? 
I can’t answer that. 
In any case, she didn’t pass out? 
On the contrary. 


Our Lady Of The Hookers 


Oudekerk, the oldest church in Amsterdam, dating 
from the early 14th century, is in the very groin of the Red 
Light area in a small cobbled square overlooking an 
ancient canal. Brown rats are in the canal and thousands 
of used condoms. And, though the area is less violent 
than you'd expect, body parts and the odd body sough in 
the scum. A drunken sailor on leave toppling into the inky 
water. A prostitute from Morocco or Senegal or Borneo or 
Manila, eighteen and alone utterly, throwing herself into 
the bloody water. Mallards and mute swans, resourceful 
feeders, in deliberate transit from linking canals. 

The Queen of Hearts’ concept was to gargoyle herself 
to the easternmost turret of the Oudekerk, open her veins, 
bleed into the canal. 

The performance was scheduled for Saturday, 
midnight, when the area would be thick with whores, 
johns, windowshoppers, bussed-in tourists. Announce- 
ments were posted.: 


The Queen of Hearts 
Will Derform “Kuan Yin” 
Oudekerk, Fast Facade 

Saturday, May 1, Midnight 


Underneath the English was the same info in Dutch. 


Kaun Yin Holding a Vase of Sweet Dew 


It’s midnight, the Queen of Hearts is lashed by the 
waist to the easternmost turret of Oudekerk overlooking 
the canal. Her waist-length hair is gathered into an 
elaborate topknot. She is incandescent, naked and 
tattooed. 

What kind of tattoo? 

An image of Kuan Yin in Green on her torso. Kuan 
| Yin is the Buddhist goddess of mercy and she is holding 
a vase of “sweet dew.” Don’t ask what that is. The Queen 
of Hearts has a scalpel in her hair. 


Uh-oh. 


She slits both wrists and ankles and bleeds slowly 
into the inky water. 


SLITS BoTH 
WRISTS ancl 
ANKLES 
and BLEEDS 

SLOWLY 


INTo Che 


And Catalan Carlos is vid— 


Carlos is not videotaping this one. He’s down below 
on the ancient cobblestone sucking it up. Along with 
Simona, Trieste the Dadaist, Redbone... It’s an overflow 
“audience,” the largest since last year when Mother 
Teresa performed an outdoor Xmas mass for the Red 
Light-area prostitutes. The Queen of Hearts’ admirers 
have not yet spotted each other. But, hey, French 
Channel 4 is beaming the performance by satellite to 
sites all over Europe, Asia and San Francisco. 

You know, I have a feeling the Queen of Hearts is not 
gonna make it this time. 

You’re right. She bleeds to death. But she has left this 
verse behind to share with her admirers. 


You are crossing the ocean 
Hunting for white jade 
If you wish finally to reach the other shore 
Be mindful of Kuan Yin 
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APPLICATION FOR PERMIT TO SIT ON SIDEWALK 
(Pursuant to SMC 15.48.040(E)(3)) 


Printed Name of Applicant 


ee 


Address 


Location of Public Sidewalk Where Sitting is to Occur Time and Date When Sitting Will Occur 


Type of Constitutionally Protected Activity That Will Take Place While Sitting (ie. begging, voter registration , meeting, playing music, 


exchanging ideas with the public): 


Date of Application Name of City Official Accepting Application Signature of City Official Accepting Application 


If this permit is denied please give a written explanation: 


Submit permit to City Engineering Department, Street Use Division, attention: Kirk Jones, 600 4th Ave, Sth Floor, Seattle WA 98104 
Keep copy for yourself and send copy to National Lawyers Guild, 2005 Smith Tower, Seattle, WA 98104, (phone 622-5144) or to Seattle 
Displacement Coalition, 4759 15th Ave NE, Seattle, WA 98105, (523-2569). 


Location Map of Activity 


LEGEND 
Applicant wil! be sitting in other areas Sidewalk 
as described above in addition to the SM Siar 
areas identified on this map. @®)_Siner (alternate location) 
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My first trip to a firing range as a 10-year- 
old in the summer of 1966 was a pleasant 
afternoon of popping away with a bolt-action 
.22, the traditional "boy's first gun." It was an 
adventure with a school friend and his father. 
Had they known, my parents probably would 
have disapproved. Our kind of people didn't 
hunt, didn't own guns, and didn't hang 
around with the sort of people who did. 

It was a relief to take a day off from the pal- 
try tyrannies of childhood. In everyday life, I 
was already an anguished nonconformist, but 
behind the firing line, I eagerly submitted to 
rules that, for once, did not seem arbitrary: 
always assume a gun is loaded; never point a 
gun at anyone unless you plan to shoot them; 
never have a round chambered when some- 
one is down range. 

A firing range, with its life and death im- 
peratives, is a strangely intimate setting. I felt 
part of an ancient fraternity. Grown-up 
strangers were depending on me, a boy hold- 
ing a rifle in his hands for the first time, to do 
the right thing. It was an oddly captivating 
experience, a small act of initiation. As Danny 
and I filled the black and white targets with 
tiny holes, I felt the first tug of a tide pulling 
me toward adulthood. 

I made my second visit to a range almost 
exactly 25 years later, OSHA-approved ear 
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protection clamped over my receding hairline. 
Again I was with a friend, more or less tag- 
ging along. He put a big Smith & Wesson re- 
volver in my hand, stood to one side, and let 
me blast away. Once again, I felt that sense of 
fraternity. The revolver was not like the 
boyhood .22. It jumped, spat fire and smoke, 
and blew much larger holes in the target. I 
didn't count the shots. There was always a 
sharp spike of adrenalin when the hammer 
snapped quietly down on the seventh pull. 

Near the end of the day, a man dressed in a 
dark parka and worn jeans stepped up to the 
line and began firing an equally tough and 
scruffy looking firearm. Something about the 
crack of the rifle and its stark, utilitarian 
design drew my attention immediately. The 
man was intent. He paused now and then to 
scan his targets with a spotting scope. We 
watched him for a while, joked a bit about 
how some folks really toted some serious 
weapons, and packed up for the day. It was 
my first look at an assault rifle. 

Less than a year later, I was back at the 
same range holding a Beretta BM-59, an 
Italian-made assault rifle based on the M-1 
Garand, the standard U.S. infantry weapon of 
World War II. By then, assault rifles had gone 
from being obscure toys for gun hobbyists to 
celebrity status as the latest menace to Ameri- 
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can civilization. Assault rifles are ‘the 
weapons of choice," or so we are told, of the 
urban drug gangs who are on the vanguard of 
nihilism and mayhem. 

I don't personally feel the need to keep an 
assault rifle around the house. If I did decide 
to buy a home defense weapon, shotguns are 
much more effective. But as the controversy 
about assault rifles has grown, I've developed 
a perverse affection for these pariahs of the 
gun world. I've fired them, cleaned them, and 
learned to field-strip them. I've had assault 
rifle dreams. I've accumulated a stack of mag- 
azines with titles like Shotgun News and Com- 
bat Arms. I've started to receive some very in- 
teresting catalogs. And along the way, I've 
horrified a few acquaintances, worried my 
parents, wondered what my employer would 
think, and learned to dissemble a bit in the 
way of all people with unpopular hobbies. If 
nothing else, one gets tired of answering the 
same questions again and again. 

I've also learned that assault rifles, despite 
the current level of public hysteria, are one of 
America's most thoroughly insignificant crime 
problems. But before we take a look at the de- 
tails of the nonexistent "assault gun crisis,” I 
must stage a little demonstration. Even though 
nearly every decent, right-thinking person in 
America is now convinced that assault rifles 
are a towering threat to public safety, hardly 
anyone really knows what an assault rifle is. 

Admit it. You aren't quite sure, are you? 

First, we need to get clear on what assault 
rifles are not. They are not machine guns. In 
true military versions, assault rifles are usually 
"selective-fire," able to operate semi-automati- 
cally (one shot for each squeeze of the trigger) 
or automatically ("machine-gun" style). But 
unless you serve in the military or have black- 
market connections that rival those of the IRA 
and the PLO, you will probably never see such 
a weapon. The assault weapons that have the 
media in an uproar are semi-automatic. There 
is nothing unique, magic or especially danger- 
ous about semi-automatic rifles. Strictly 
speaking, even the venerable "six shooter" is a 
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semi-automatic weapon, since it brings a new 
cartridge into firing position with each pull of 
the trigger. 

So again, what is an assault rifle? 

In essence, an assault rifle is a heavy-duty 
rifle. The critical characteristic shared by all 
assault rifles is an ability to stand up to re- 
peated firing without suffering barrel warpage 
from overheating. This is an absolutely vital 
factor for an infantry soldier, who may fire 
hundreds of rounds in an intense firefight. It is 
nearly worthless for street criminals ("Man 
Holds Up Convenience Store, Fires 200 
Shots"?). The "military features" found on 
some assault rifles are also useless to the aver- 
age criminal. Bayonet mounts, folding stocks, 
bipods and flash suppressors make a nasty 
impression, but when's the last time you heard 
of someone being bayonetted? 

Think about it for a minute. Why would a 
criminal planning a hold-up or a murder 
choose an expensive, heavy, bulky, con- 
spicuously weird looking, hard-to-conceal rifle 
whose sole selling point was its ability to 
deliver hundreds of rounds of sustained fire 
without suffering thermal damage? 

Despite their enormous media cachet, as- 
sault rifles are not at all popular with crimi- 
nals. Last year, there were 1,400 homicides in 
Washington, D.C. None of them involved a 
rifle of any kind, let alone an assault rifle. 
Other crime statistics are similar. The New Jer- 
sey Attorney General's office found that rifles 
of all types were used in 1% of homicides 
between 1987-92. Assault rifles figured in 
roughly 0.25% of New Jersey homicides. By 
comparison, knives were used in 28% and 
hands and feet in 11%. 

In fact, only one type of criminal uses as- 
sault rifles with any regularity: mass murder- 
ers, people who kill large numbers of people 
at once. Demented as they may be, mass mur- 
derers are making a logical choice. They don't 
care about stealth and wish to kill a lot of 
people in a hurry. 

While it might seem tempting to ban as- 
sault rifles in order to rid us of the scourge of 
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mass murder, two facts argue against this 
course of action. First, mass murder is an ex- 
traordinarily uncommon way to die, even in 
the world's most violent industrialized 
country. While mass killings are tragic, they 
account for only a few dozen American deaths 
in an average year; by comparison some 500 
die in collisions at rural railroad crossings and 
more than 1,000 die after falling on stairs. 
Secondly, while some mass murderers prefer 
assault rifles, they are perfectly willing and 
able to use a variety of other weapons. The 
recent shootings on the Long Island Railroad 
involved a medium-priced semi-automatic 
handgun. The mass killings on the Staten 
Island Ferry a few years ago were 
accomplished by a mentally deranged man 
with a machete. In July 1966, Richard Speck 
killed eight student nurses with a knife and 
his bare hands. Ted Bundy, who was both a 
serial killer and a mass murderer, killed three 
Florida college students with a club — two of 
them with an ordinary piece of firewood he 
found outside their sorority house. At best, 
banning assault rifles will make mass murder 
a bit more inconvenient. 

It is also worth noting that mass murder is 
generally not an impulsive act. Stockton killer 
Patrick Purdy, who used a civilian version of 
the AK-47 in his 1989 schoolyard shooting 
spree, planned his crime to the last detail, 
wearing full military garb, decorating his 
weapons with cryptic slogans, and even set- 
ting his car on fire to create a diversion. It is 
difficult to believe that Purdy (who had a 
record of plea-bargained violent offenses go- 
ing back to a robbery committed with a spear 
when he was only 14) would have abandoned 
his deranged quest if assault rifles were illegal. 

There are some legitimate reasons to fear 
assault rifles. Even though they make a negli- 
gible contribution to current U.S. crime statis- 
tics, they are extremely popular in areas of the 
world where social order has broken down 
completely. If massed para-military attacks by 
roving bandits become the norm (think of 
Beirut), an assault weapon becomes a very 


appropriate and useful weapon rather than a 
conspicuous liability. Conditions in many 
American cities are deplorable, but they 
would have to deteriorate to an almost 
unimaginable degree to resemble conditions in 
Somalia or Rwanda. Still, it could happen. 

But even if all the claims made against as- 
sault rifles are largely hysteria and nonsense, 
why not just ban them on general principles? 
What good are they? 

Here I may lose some readers who have 
been nodding their heads thus far, but assault 
rifles are an ideal insurance policy for ordi- 
nary citizens against the potential excesses of 
their own government. They are rugged, pow- 
erful, easy to use, and easy to store. Unlike the 
Bill of Rights, they cannot be made to disap- 
pear conveniently in times of national emer- 
gency. This concern may seem foreign (or 
even bizarre) to most modern Americans, but 
it certainly would not have seemed odd to the 
generation which fought the Revolution and 
wrote the Constitution. 

Before I became an historian, I spent many 
years studying geology. Once one becomes 
accustomed to measuring time in hundreds of 
millions of years, human history never looks 
quite the same. Inside our tiny temporal eddy, 
it seems that American stability and civil order 
will never perish. And so it no doubt seemed 
to the citizens of Republican Rome, and those 
of Nineveh, and to those of Teotihuacan. It 
would be a wonderful world if we could sim- 
ply relax and trust the nice folks with the 
badges and the uniforms and the corner of- 
fices overlooking the Potomac, but much 
painful historical experience, some of it quite 
recent, has shown this to be unwise. 

The following quote from Thomas Jefferson 
(ref: The Harper Book of American Quotations, 
NY: Harper & Row, 1988, p. 204) might be 
appropriate: 


"What country can preserve its liberties, if 
its rulers are not warned from time to time 
that this people preserve the spirit of 
resistance? Let them take arms." e 
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The biggest obstacle to buying the Red-faced and stammering, the cus- 
coolest handguns is your ego. Lots of tomer gets led back over to the big guns, 
people just don't have the courage to buy the expensive guns, guns that fire enor- 
one of those ultra-concealable, small caliber mous bullets with "stopping power,” guns 
handguns sometimes called “Saturday so powerful the recoil dislocates your wrist 
Night Specials." bones. Soon the customer learns that's the 

Too bad. most important thing — stopping power. 

First time buyers, especially, get jeered Looky here, this .45 slug'll goddam shoot a 
at when they (quite naturally) move away man in half if it so much as grazes his 
from the hand-held cannons like the shoulder. Anything less than a nine mil- 
"Desert Eagle" toward smaller, more limeter is of no use, see? Gettin’ hit with a 
reasonable-looking guns. Little do they .22 is like, well, it's like maybe it stings a 
know they've identified themselves to the little. You'd be better off just to hit the guy 
store clerks as rubes, queers, and possibly in the head with one of them guns than to 
niggers — by even looking at those palm- fire it. 
sized, small caliber weapons. Haw, haw, haw! 

"Hell, if you shoot somebody with that Their disdain for "belly guns" or "nigger 
thing,” the cretin behind the counter snorts, guns" makes you wonder why the hell they 
"you're just liable ta make ‘em mad... that's display the things in the first place. I've 
all." heard gun-store clerks tell people that 
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“gang members" want to be shot by some- 
one pointing a .32 at them. Particularly stu- 
pid is their oft-expressed viewpoint that .22 
or .25 caliber bullets are practically harm- 
less. 

Right. I'm sure Bobby Kennedy would 
agree that such bullets don't do much 
damage at all — except he got 
his head blown off by one. No 
wait, ask Jim Brady. See what 
he has to drool on the subject. 
The .22 long round that broke 
into his skull traveled a few 
laps around the inside of his 
head before it ran out of 
steam. Not only did the tiny 
round "stop" him, it did a neat 
job of removing or damaging 
most of his neocortex. 

Clerks also tell people little 
guns are so inaccurate you'd be lucky to hit 
someone with such a pea-shooter anyway. 
That's another lie. 

Let's get real here! 

Entirely too much emphasis is placed on 
a handgun with the magical power to dis- 
integrate someone in a single shot. Any 
study of bullet wounds will show that 
what a bullet does once it hits the body is 
not predictable. Caliber, velocity, foot-fuck- 
ing-pounds of energy are so much macho 
hee-hawing. Small caliber guns have a lot 
to recommend them, not the least being the 
kinds of ammo they fire. 


‘serious 


Ammo 


Small caliber ammo will bust into a hu- 
man body just as well as any other bullet, 
then, unlike more powerful ammunition, it 
loses a lot of energy, gets deflected off 
bones or even solid tissue and from there 
it's anybody's guess where it will end up. 
While a larger caliber might punch right 


A few .22 slugs ro- 
totilling the abdo- 
men. have 


we | inflict. Why limit yourself to 
hurts.a lot. It. is 


i eo 
might be even more. 


pleasing than a 
‘corpse, depending 


on who you shoot. 


through causing a beautifully scientific 
“wound channel," the .25 caliber might 
tunnel around a person's innards, chop- 
ping up an intestine here, fragmenting into 
a lung there, before lodging itself alarm- 
ingly close to a vital organ. 

Such a wound does more than sting a 
person — though it might not 
kill him. Not outright. 

Such wounds might be 
exactly the type you want to 


caused 


fatal wounds only? It's not 
always necessary or desirable 
to kill someone, after all. 

Even if not instantly dead, 
the person stands a good 
chance of dying unless he gets 
immediate medical care. In 
" many ways, you, the shooter, 
are the one who decides how fast that 
medical care will be coming. A few .22 
slugs rototilling the abdomen have caused 
serious internal bleeding. And it hurts a lot. 
It is agony. Such a sight might be even 
more pleasing than a corpse, depending on 
who you shoot. 

And so what if the guy lives? He ain't 
never gonna be the same again. Perforated 
intestines, a chopped up pancreas and the 
like cause pain and debilitation for years, 
probably for the rest of the dude's life. 
There are going to be operations to remove 
the slugs and slug fragments from him, 
more operations to sew up all the rips and 
tears and piece together the severed veins 
and arteries. Hell, they might have to give 
the guy a colostomy! 

One last comment on the holy doctrine 
of "stopping power." The ability to in- 
stantly kill or incapacitate a person with a 
single shot depends mostly on placement 
of the bullet — not the bullet itself. Cop 
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files are full of instances of guys soaking 
up many rounds of "one-shot-stoppers" 
and continuing on. 

At the same time, some people are felled 
by the mere sound of gunfire. I know of one 
guy hit in the leg by an ejected shell from a 
blank who fell writhing in the street and 
had to be helped to his car by his buddies, 
although no damage had occurred at all. 
Shit, people can faint if you point a gun at 
them. Imminent mayhem and death can 
have profound psychological/physiologi- 
cal effects. 


Accuracy 


Once again, what's the goal here? Is it 
really the one-shot stop? Who fires just one 
shot? The fact that these big-ass .40 caliber 
handguns got magazines 
holding more than 15 rounds 
suggests at least someone was |: 
thinking about pulling the | 
trigger more than once. Same 
goes for the little belly gun. 
You got you 6, 7, 8 or 9 shots. 
Squeeze ‘em off! One hit is 
sufficient. : 

In fact, in my experience + 
these little guns are plenty accurate — for a 
couple of reasons. First, most gun battles 
take place within ten or fifteen feet. At ten 
feet almost anybody can group shots 
closely enough to hit the face or heart every 
time. The smallness of the weapon just 
makes this more likely. Since the barrels of 
these guns extend out about as far as the 
index finger would, it is easy to use the 
"instinct" or "point & shoot" method of 
aiming. You can also shoot one-handed 
and without taking a karate stance before 
firing. 

The gun's lack of serious recoil means 
the shooter is less likely to flinch when 
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For the price of your. 
Dirty Harry gun, you 
can buy a few of 

these little guys and 


hide ‘em around the. 
-house, throw..one in. 
ayoue car, leave one. 


pulling the trigger, thus missing the target. 
In short, a person can feel more comfort- 
able more quickly with a belly gun than 
other weapons. That means less practice 
and more loafing around, less money 
wasted on practice ammo fired into some 
indoor range's backstop. 

Small caliber guns are far more conceal- 
able. In that, they win hands down. An Ace 
bandage will hold one so close to your 
stomach you can wear a tee-shirt and not 
be noticed. You can even "palm" one in 
your hand and stand there. When your foe 
takes a swing (or goes for his big bad .45) 
you shoot him. 

Smaller caliber guns are cheaper, too 

(and so is the ammo). That means for the 
price of your Dirty Harry gun, you can buy 
a few of these little guys and hide 'em 
around the house, throw one 
in your car, leave one at work, 
etc. This. just increases the 
chances you'll be armed when 
you need it most and gets 
around some of the carry per- 
| mit problems. 
Finally, if the barrel is just 
|an inch or so longer than 
normal, a belly gun can be si- 
lenced by any one of many homemade 
methods. Usually it's enough to duct tape a 
two liter soft drink bottle over the muzzle 
to silence a sub-sonic gun. Of course your 
precious accuracy might suffer with such a 
rig, but there are advantages to a silenced 
weapon. 

So fuck the snoots who tell you not to 
buy the "pea-shooters" and if you really 
must have something in the one-shot stop 
category, buy a .32 and use Winchester Sil- 
vertip ammo. This bullet has been proven 
to have just as much fucking stopping 
power as a 9mm. = 


MATTEL TOYS RECENTLY ASKED LITTLE GIRLS 
eS eR BARBIE SHOULD OUMP KEN ANDO FING. A WERE mtx 
fe FRIEND, OR STANO BY THE BLUE EYED BLOND THAT'S BEEN 
fi ae SQUEEZE SINCE HIS INTRODUCTION IN I96/. THE 
me GIRLS WANTEO BARBIE TO STICK WITH KEN, BUT WANTED 
N TO LOOK COOLER, MORE HIP, MORE CUTTING EDGE. 
(aoe EARRING MAGIC KEN IS VERY HIP: EARRING IN HIS 
FT EAR, TWO-TONE HAIR-OO, PURPLE MESH SHIRT, LEATHER 
: yo ANO ROUNDING OFF HIS NEW ENSEMBLE- A COCKRING* 
4 HANGING ON A CHAIN AROUND HIS NECK. KEN SEEMS TO HAVE 
EMBRACEO AN ALTERNATIVE LIFESTYLE, ANO AS KEN'S 
SELF-ESTEEM AND PRIDE GROWS, BARBIE MAY FINO 
HERSELF THE OUMPEO DOLL ANO NOT VICE-VERSA. 


<< BARBIE 
Out “fa 


éy Dan and James with photos by Colby Katz 


HEY KEN, YOU'RE GOSH GOLLY, KEN! YOU NEVER HAVE 
LATE FOR OUR TIME FOR ME ANY MORE. 


ae SORRY, BABS, 


GOT TO CANCEL. IVE BEEN KINO 


OF BUSY. 


1 FEEL LIKE | OON'T y | CAN'T LIVE A LIE 
KNOW YOU ANYMORE... a ANY MORE... 
KEN! / 


EX tte 0PM yyy, 


. VR 


"COCKRINGS ARE WORN AROUNO THE BASE OF THE PENIS, SLIP ONE ON WHEN YOU'RE SOFT, ONCE YOU BECOME 
THE PENIS, PROLONGING ENDURANCE ANO ENHANCING ENOURANCE. THEY 


ERECT THE RING TRAPS THE BLOOD IN 
CAN BE MACE OUT OF LEATHER OR RUBBER BUT THE MOST POPULAR VARIETY IS THE CHROME RING- OFTEN 
WORN AS A FASHION STATEMENT ON LEATHER JACKETS OR A CHAIN AROUND THE NECK, STRAIGHT MEN DO NOT 
WEAR COCKRINGS- OR LEATHER VESTS OR SEE-THROUGH PURPLE MESH SHIRTS FOR THAT MATTER. 
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BUT KEN, YOU'VE ALWAYS 
10) QUEER GARES! BEEN A BIT COC. 
A BIT GPLEER... 
YOURE /OIOSYNCREATIC! 


BARBS- IM GAY, ARE YOU suRE? ¥ . | THOUGHT IT WAS 
A PAG- | LIKE TO BECAUSE WE WEREN'T 
; CUT THE SHIT, BARBS. BUILT WITH GENITALIA. 
DO IT WITH GUS. 1M HAVEN'T YOU EVER 
Oe in WELL, THAT TOO, 


the cud! 


"Ken Comes Out To Barbie" is reprinted from Savage Love © 1994 by Bear Bones Press. For further 
information, please contact: Bear Bones Press, PO Box 45432, Seattle, WA 98145. 
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Neal Keating 


Anti-Copyright 1994 


Welcome to the Dreamtime 


When I was interviewing a U.S. citizen whose prop- 
erty was included in an Indian land claim suit, his 
rationale for dismissing the suit was as follows: "that 
[i.e., the seizure of Indian territory) happened two hun- 
dred years ago. It doesn't matter anymore." 

This same man is a devout Christian, and every year 
around this time, performs a ritual observance of an 
event that is supposed to have happened some two thou- 
sand years earlier, i.e., the birth of Jesus. Somehow this 
matters. 

What then determines the statute of limitations for 
historical relevance? How come, in this man's eyes, an 
Indian Land Claim exceeds this statute in a mere two 
hundred years, while the birth of this baby does not, 
even though it happened ten times as distant in the past? 
One old and still useful suggestion 1s that every contem- 
porary culture determines what will be historically rele- 
vant, by a particular selection of historical events and 
processes that are well-suited to maintain the current 
forms of social organization. At the same moment, those 
not selected are dismissed, usually with a simple nega- 
tive gloss. It is well to ask who in the contemporary 
culture does the selecting? Usually it's whoever holds 
power. If a special group — an elite — holds economic 
and political power, they will usually do the selecting, 
often at the expense of the other groups under power. 
However, where no such elite clearly exists, it is a dif- 
ferent story. 

In the USA, power is held by a two-headed hydra: 
State and Market. Consider the annual cycle of national 
holidays in the U.S. The central holidays are Easter, 


First published in 1994 Holiday Supplement 


eM =z 
© eB 


<——\CA 


Memorial Day, Labor Day, Thanksgiving, and 
Christmas. Memorial Day celebrates the military, and of 
course the State that makes it possible. Labor Day 
celebrates the economic organization of capitalism, as 
well as the State which facilitates it. Thanksgiving 
celebrates the English discovery of the "New World," 
and the subsequent State that was erected on the lands 
and bodies of those people that were already there. For 
them the message is clear: thanks for your land, your 
plants, and your knowledge. Now go away. 

Easter and Christmas are on another level of ab- 
straction, that of cosmology. As such they denote a 
higher and more mysterious recognition and confirma- 
tion of current social organization, by reference to the 
place of humans in the universe. Without such refer- 
ence, surely there would be a general social collapse. 
And indeed, is this not what many cowering Christians 
today complain about? Christmas especially deserves 
close scrutiny. There is a slight contradiction between 
the ideals expressed at Christmas (peace on earth, and 
good will towards people), and the reality produced 
through the modern form of organization. That reality 
consists in the main of the material impoverishment of 
the world, a reality which tends to directly negate the 
ideals. 

Today, being kind to your fellow people is not the 
usual form of social relation. Compassion and reciproc- 
ity do not hold the day. While you are reading this, over 
a million people languish in USA prisons. Millions more 
are flat broke, and that's just here in the richest of the so- 
called first-world nation-states. If you look beyond to the 
rest of the world, you will find that total poverty is 
overwhelmingly the basic social relation in practice. 
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Given this factoid, it is difficult to dismiss a simple 
empirical observation: The same societies that produce 
Christmas and those nice ideas about everyone getting 
along, also produce the actual impossibility of them ever 
being realized much beyond the scale of the nuclear 
family. The reasons for the latter are reproduced over the 
course of the other 364 days in the annual cycle. 


Christmas: The Social Release Valve 


The gift exchange at Christmas is a good example of 
Victor Turner's model of a liminal institution: an anti- 
structure that serves to maintain the overall structure of 
a society by providing a period of time and a ritual 
where the normal social rules are suspended. In this 
case, they are economic rules. You probably know some 
of them: buy cheap, sell dear; caveat emptor; only the 
strongest survive in the jungle, etc., etc. Of course, out- 
side of the liminal period (or threshold), the normal rules 
are fully in effect. Although it can be argued that most, 
if not all societies have liminal institutions (e.g., puberty 
rites), this one is especially significant for all of human 
history. It refers to a change that has probably had more 
impact on humanity than that of evolving from homo 
erectus to homo sapiens. By ritual deviation, Christmas 
highlights the rise of the modern world economy. It's a 
sad time for many people who are for some reason un- 
able to get into the spirit of things. Let us consider this 
"inability" from the point of view of world history. In 
those times and places not absorbed into this economy, 
gift-exchange had an entirely different flavor, and fre- 
quency. 


Peace on Earth: of Power 


In Hobbes’ famous argument for the necessity of the 
State, peace would be at least theoretically guaranteed 
by a strong, well-functioning monopoly on the legitimate 
use of force, e.g., armies and police. This would be the 
central role of the State. Without such a monopoly, there 
was no such guarantee of peace. For Hobbes, this sce- 
nario was that of "total warre." Marshall Sahlins pointed 
out that total warre did not mean unending violence day 
in and day out, but only meant the absence of a guaran- 
tee against that happening. In reality, daily life in "total 
warre" could be very peaceful, even if, or more accu- 
rately, because the possibility of war was ever-present. 

One of the greatest examples of the limitations of 
modern enlightenment-style rationality lay in the sad, 
idiotic plight of this guarantee in the twentieth century 
— in which there have been more, and stronger States 
than ever before, and which have guided many of their 
citizens, and other citizens, to war at such a degree that 
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it makes the other 99% of human history seem pretty 
warm and fuzzy. 

Power, by its nature of interaction, is always plural. 
A State only monopolizes legitimate force domestically. 
Between States, other relations of force dominate, which 
in turn affect the domestic monopoly. The "total Peace" 
of Hobbe's Leviathan is about as obtainable as that of 
"total Warre." History has never known either. And so 
forty thousand soldier kids get ready to travel out to the 
deserts where the fossil fuels spout and burn. A more 
accurate proximation of Hobbes' subject might be: the 
greater the activity of monopolizing legitimate force, the. 
greater the use of force in general. This seems to be the 
case within the context of the history of the capitalist 
world economy, the nasty King of the twentieth century. 


Good Will Towards People: 
of Economics 


Like power, economy is always plural. It takes at 
least two to make an exchange. It is the nature of the 
exchange that determines how those two will get along. 
If they both go away happy, there will be no need for the 
use of force. Historically, there are two ways to do this: 
the agents reach a precise agreement about terms, in 
which a satisfactory balance 1s reached. Or, they do not 
discuss any terms, but give things to each other, with 
thanks, A little bit like the way present-giving works at 
Christmas time. There's lots of talk, but not of terms. 
Not directly anyhow, and not politely. 

Of course, if one of the agents goes away unhappy, 
there will probably be some need for the use of force. It's 
an old, but still accurate observation, that notes the basic 
inequal nature of the exchange that transpires in that 
primal sphere of the capitalist economy: production and 
distribution of commodities. This is what all the agents 
of the modern nation-states have fought to guarantee. 
This, and the protection and accrual of surplus value, 
wherever it may be extracted. It is a global phenomena 
in our time. It is why the big two wars of this century 
were world wars. So in a global sense: one day out of the 
year we give each other presents, and about every other 
day we give each other hell. And often in the name of 
Jesus. 

We will get to Jesus in a moment, but first, consider 
part of what it was and is that the modern capitalist 
world economy took over, for exchanges are not inequal 
at all times and in all places. 

Most historians have some kind of scheme where 
they classify their subject matter. Economic historians 
are no different. The most basic (and reasonable) 
schema of economic systems is that of Polanyi's three 
types: the capitalist, the redistributive, and the recipro- 
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cal. We live in the first, as does most of the world any- 
more. The various empires through time (feudal and 
otherwise) demonstrate the second, and virtually all the 
other societies (a.k.a. tribes and bands) demonstrate the 
third. 


Gift Economies 


With few exceptions, all humans have lived in some 
kind of group. Like wolves, we have always lived and 
traveled in packs. They might be bands of gatherers and 
hunters, or big clans grouped into tribes, empires or 
multinational finance capital markets and ghettoes. Ex- 
changes are practiced in all these various packs, or so- 
cieties. By far, the oldest, most ubiquitous, and Jongest- 
lasting type of exchange in human history was that of 
what Sahlins calls "generalized reciprocity," a.k.a. gift 
economy. Here the word "gift" is used in a dual sense, of 
both giving and receiving. When the world was not 
united in the market, when there were many different 
worlds, this is an activity that many of them practiced. 
Just as the profit motive is the dominant economic sig- 
nature of contemporary societies, the motive to establish 
alliances and friendships is the dominant mover in the 
tribal and band worlds. Why? For mutual benefit, or as 
Kropotkin named it, "mutual aid." 

The first thing to be noted in a gift economy is the 
acephalous structure of power and production. There is 
neither a State nor a market that overarches above the 
heads of the members of those societies engaged in a 
gift economy. There is nothing bigger than the people 
themselves. There may be long-range networks of ex- 
change, reaching over land and water, but participation 
is voluntary in that no direct coercion beyond that of 
immediate defense or da feast compels the agents. Both 
the rights of the legitimate use of force, and the control 
over the means of production, are generally held in sev- 
eralty. 

Modern economics is predicated upon what is 
known as "rational choice" theory, or economic rational- 
ism, which in a nutshell claims that people will usually 
act in their own self-interest. From this point of view, 
gift-giving appears as irrational, altruistic, or charitable. 
It goes directly against self-interest, and is closer to a 
mystical doctrine such as that of karma, than it is to any 
kind of so-called practical, down to earth, common 
sense. 

However, given the situation of generalized sever- 
alty of power and production in gift economies, the 
practice of gift exchange may indeed correlate to cosmo- 
logical ideas, but first and foremost, it corresponds to 
lived, material earthly reality. In the worlds of gift 
economies, it was up to individuals and their families 


(whether "fictive" or genealogical) to negotiate their own 
war, peace, and trade. Gift economy practices were 
effective means to minimize war, and maximize peace 
and trade. The means of production were not individual- 
ly-owned factories protected by armies. They were 
forests, and rivers, sometimes controlled by groups of 
families, who would more often than not greet strangers 
in their lands by giving them gifts. By these gestures, 
they demonstrated their diplomatic abilities, the first and 
foremost of which is generosity. Without monopolized 
force at your beck and call, you have to resort to Jess 
coercive means to get other people to do what you want, 
i.e., not attack you, or hassle your tribe, or give you that 
pretty coat. Being generous, and giving presents, hosting 
feasts, and festivals seems to have usually worked. By 
doing so, the obligation to reciprocate generosity was 
laid at the feet of the recipient. This is an invitation to a 
peaceful exchange. That does not mean there is no self- 
interest here. An agent stood to gain by giving, because 
it produces the non-material, but very important accrual 
of status and prestige. Just as the captured enemy, who 
sings derisive songs about his captors and spits in their 
faces as they slowly torture him, generates enough status 
and prestige for himself to be spared and adopted into 
the families; so too will a generous gift exchange pro- 
duce status and prestige. 

Because one exchange of gifts would generally lead 
to other exchanges, the system is rather open-ended, and 
in this way can long-distance networks of both alliances 
and enemies develop. In this way, the actual gifts would 
pass through many hands “down the line” of this gen- 
eralized reciprocity. 

Furthermore, surrounding the ritual gift-exchanges 
would be other sorts of exchanges, more along the lines 
of barter, sometimes called "balanced reciprocity." The 
Trobriand Islanders participated in a gift-economy early 
in this century, which spanned a circumference of hun- 
dreds of miles, involving many different islands and 
peoples in the South Pacific. White shell armbands and 
red shell necklaces were the usual gifts. People traveled 
from island to island by boats, which in addition to car- 
rying these ornaments, also carried other goods to be 
traded. The Iroquois would often carry on negotiations 
"in the bushes" in connection with a ritual gift exchange. 
Sometimes there might arise a conflict as a result. That's 
understandable, given the conditions of generalized sev- 
eralty of rights. The gestures of diplomacy are neither 
fake nor immaterial. They are a political necessity where 
there is no monopoly on rights. In a gift-economy, most 
everyone had a shot at being a diplomat. Only nation- 
states have them now. And they sure seem fake. 

Because gifts tend to circulate, there is (to be 
Hobbesian about it), no guarantee that what you give to 
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someone, will not then be given away to someone else. 
At Christmas the gift-exchange usually begins and ends 
with two parties only, just like a regular business deal. 
In fact many people would be offended if you gave an- 
other person a gift that they had just given you. And they 
would probably be just as offended if you gave them a 
second-hand gift. Of course, not everybody is like that. 
Just the people on TV, and the ones who lay out all that 
money at the shopping malls. About the only gifts that 
get passed along in trickle-down economics are family 
heirlooms, and that only for a few. 

There may be reciprocity between the two parties, 
but there is none beyond the confines of that particular 
exchange. The Christmas gift is immediately received 
and consumed. Gifts cannot circulate in the modern 
economy because that is where commodities are. There 
is no room for gifts in modern economic circulation. 
What usually happens is that a commodity is purchased, 
taken out of circulation, put under the tree as a gift, 
where it is then consumed. From the perspective of a gift 
economy, what happens under the tree is the killing of 
the gift. 


The Gristly Gift of Jesus 


According to my calendar Jesus was born at Christ- 
mas, and died at Easter. As I understand it, the day he 
was born is celebrated, because later he would die in a 
dramatic way. His death was his gift to all Christians. 
Around this time of year, it's often said that this is the 
greatest gift. The units of the exchange? Death for sins. 
That was the swap. Assuming his was a gift freely given, 
and assuming that some kind of reciprocity underlies 
any exchange of gifts, the natural question would be, 
what do the Christians give in return? In exchange for a 
corpse, as it were. What if we condensed Christmas and 
Easter? And then on Christmas morning, we woke up to 
find, not a little baby boy playing with a bunny, but the 
bloodied stiff corpse of a thirty-something year old man 
under the tree? Next to it, a little note saying, "happy 
holydays — love, God." Wouldn't that seem like a rather 
macabre gift? Would we really be happy to receive such 
a present? What would we do with our gift? Prop it up in 
a chair and invite our friends over to see it? Hang it up 
on the wall? Or maybe freeze it and eat it later? 

Really the question I'm begging here is, what kind of 
gift is that? It doesn't seem like a nice gift at all. If you 
love someone, why would you then give up your life for 
him or her? What good are you dead? What does that 
have to do with love? Wouldn't some flowers make a 
better gift? 

Although the public exchange was death for sins, 
there is a catch. You have to accept the cosmology be- 
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fore you can give Jesus your sins. That entails believing 
in, and submitting to, a hierarchical structure of the uni- 
verse, where there is little room for your own will or 
passions, much less imagination. It is to surrender your 
autonomy as a sentient being. Insomuch as you do all 
this, you too are giving up your life. This brings us to the 
actual, functional units exchanged here. It is not death 
for sins, but death for life. Jesus' death was exchanged 
for your life. He gives you his death. In return, you give 
him your life. Basically then, everybody gives up their 
life in this, the greatest gift of all. The cycle goes on and 
on. In the absence of the actual Jesus, you can turn your 
life in at any number of Christian churches. They are 
rather ubiquitous in the USA. At the same place you can 
also receive Jesus’ death. Often you can even get to eat 
his corpse a little bit, and maybe a sip of his blood as 
well. Another related question in all of this is, what hap- 
pens to the rest of your time here on Earth, having given 
away your life? Would that not be some kind of living 
death, similar to that of vampires or zombies? 

During the last five hundred years, this particular 
gift-exchange has been made available on a global scale, 
often right alongside the extension of overtly coercive 
and unequal exchange. Various agents of Jesus have 
fanned out to even the farthest reaches of the Earth. 
They encountered many people living in tribal and band 
societies and worlds, who had never heard of such a 
deal. When presented with this opportunity of a death- 
time, much more often than not, these people declined 
the offer. It probably seemed neither generous, nor 
friendly. Just as often the agents of Jesus would use co- 
ercion to get them to reconsider. The means of coercion 
would often involve more dead, or mutilated bodies. But 
in this way they were able to teach all kinds of people 
about the spirit of Christmas, and the value of private 
property. 

As the satellite webs grow across the skies and the 
wild animals recede into the past, and while the fire is 
yet stoked, it may be useful to fully consider this greatest 
gift of all. Does it not boil down to an obligation to sac- 
rifice? Is it not a bond of servitude? He did not die 
cursing and spitting at his killers. He died quietly and 
mopey-like. Who knows how many since then have been 
taught to die in the same way? Whoever became a 
greater slavemaker? 

I harp on Jesus’ death for the simple reason that 
it is how he died that accounts for why his birth is cele- 
brated. His death is a gift with the spirit of dead things, 
the quintessential killing of the gift, the symbolic re- 
moval of autonomy from earthly circulation. Christmas 
is a gory time. But it is great for the economy. e 
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Your "right" to use tobacco, as far as the 
multinational cigarette companies are concerned, 
consists entirely in being able to buy their product. In 
the guise of defending freedom and the pursuit of 
personal happiness, the tobacco industry is fighting a 
battle for so-called smoker's nghts. But, to no one's 
surprise, this battle is only to keep their markets open, 
not to allow you access to tobacco the way it's been used 
for thousands of years. In fact, large cigarette companies 
would be the first to harass and shut down growers of 
non-commercial tobacco. 


Your ‘right’ to use tobacco, as 
far as the multinational cigarette 
companies are concerned, con- 
sists entirely in being able to buy 
their products. 


For the vast majority of people in the industrialized 
West (and increasingly in spheres coming under 
Western domination), tobacco is indistinguishable from 
its current application: a product, a conveyer of 
addictive chemicals. 
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In effect, tobacco has been held hostage for at least a 
hundred years, dragged off to Babylonian captivity to be 
enslaved for the profit of a few: the governments which 
benefit from the taxes paid on tobacco, and the hugely 
powerful corporations which hope to see you a free 
consumer (read: addict) of their product, shelling out 
thousands of dollars a year to maintain your habit. 

But there was a time before tobacco became merely 
a filler in discrete units of nicotine, when the plant was 
not an agent of slavery, but communion: with one 
another and with the divine. As a symbol and instrument 
of tribal unity, it was smoked, burnt as incense, "given," 
"offered." And as a vehicle to induce shamanic ecstatic 
trances, tobacco was and in a few cases still is not just 
an ingredient in commercial nicotine-dispensers but the 
most important "supernatural plant” in the Western 
Hemisphere. 

Before Columbus waded ashore on San Salvador 
and was offered tobacco by the indigenous people there, 
before the seeds and leaves were sent back to the 
colonial powers and quickly swept Europe, tobacco was 
almost ubiquitous throughout North America. If native 
spiritual practice in the New World contained one 
unique element, it was surely the ritual use of tobacco. 
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But the plant grown by the natives of the Western 
Hemisphere is not the same as that so fanatically 
defended by the tobacco industry. 


The plant grown by the 
natives of the Western Hemi- 
sphere is not the same as that so 
fanatically defended by _ the 
tobacco industry. 


Archeological evidence suggests that tobacco was 
one of the first, if not the original, plant domesticated in 
this hemisphere. Carbonized seeds from approximately 
2,000 years ago are the earliest proof of tobacco 
growing, but mythological and ethnographic materials 
indicate that American Indians were planting and 
harvesting the crop much earlier than that, from middle 
Canada, through the U.S., Central and South America. 

By the mid-1500s, tobacco was being touted in 
Europe as a near-divine cure-all. Portugal seems to be 
the place from which the craze spread. In a period when 
disease was an omnipresent social reality, tobacco was 
recommended as a miraculous healing agent: to be used 
in salves, powders, poultices and even for the cleaning 
of teeth. Drunk in potions and administered in enemas, 
tobacco was thought to cure like no other natural agent. 
In 1560, Jean Nicot, French ambassador to Portugal, 
sent back to his homeland, to the Queen mother 
Catherine de Medici, seeds of the tobacco plant. The 
leaves grown from these seeds were responsible for 
many supposed cures, and the miraculous remedy was 
named Nicotiane. 

Botanically classified in the genus Nicotiana, 
tobacco belongs to the nightshade family, which also 
includes the eggplant and tomato. Nicotiana Rustica is 
the species grown by Native Americans. Rustica is 
seldom commercially grown now, and is used primarily 
for such purposes as the manufacture of insecticides. 
Smoked and drunk in liquid mixtures by South 
American shamans, this plant has a far greater nicotine 
content than the same species in North America. The 
shorter growing season and the colder climate produces 
leaves which are smaller and account for the difference 
in nicotine content. The tobacco grown by modern agri- 
business is nicotiana tobacum, a species derived from 
Caribbean plants. 

Just as the newer species has largely supplanted the 
old, so the methods of use, the meaning of tobacco itself, 
has been converted from a traditional act of social 
communion and personal ecstasy to simple industrial 
addiction. Modern smokers can be seen as nicotine-use- 
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units, machines programmed to imbibe a set amount of 


carefully calibrated chemicals each day. Even the name 
"tobacco" is a perversion of traditional meaning. 
Apparently it is a misapplication of the word for the Y- 
shaped inhaling device used by Caribs. 

The pipe used for smoking tobacco is the single 
most important object in Native American spiritual 
practice. Its central place in Indian religious ceremony is 
omnipresent throughout the Americas, and 
ethnohistorical evidence makes it clear that the basic 
elements of Sacred Pipe ritual do not vary from one 
Native American culture to another. Jordan Paper, in his 
work on the Sacred Pipe ritual, Offering Smoke, states 
the importance this way: "The centrality of the pipe to 
the religious life and understanding of many of the 
native people of North America can be be compared to 
the role of the Torah in Judaism and the Koran in Islam; 
it is the primary material means of communication 
between spiritual power and human beings." (Paper, p. 
15) 

Two major components define tobacco's use as 
spiritual substance: the idea of sacrifice and of 
communion. Tobacco smoke is thought of as the most 
sacred substance by many Native Americans. And the 
pipe in which it is created is thought of as the most 
sacred object. This precious substance is offered as a 
gift to spiritual beings. And as is always the case of 
sacrifice, the process is fundamentally aimed at creating 
or maintaining a true relationship between mankind and 
the sacred. "The bowl of the pipe is a sacrificial vessel 
that itself is a miniature cosmos. Often tobacco is added 
pinch by pinch, each explicitly dedicated to the sacred 
directions as well as animals and spirits... thus bringing 
the cosmos into the bowl itself." (Paper, p. 39) Also, the 
Sacred Pipe ritual is aimed at creating social 
communion. The pipe is passed among the participants; 
it joins all in a circle of sacred union. 


From a sacred plant to an 
agent of addiction, from a bridge 
between the spiritual and 
physical worlds to a unit of ex- 
change, tobacco’s nature and use 
has been completely _ trans- 
formed. 


An instrument with great spiritual significance, and 
carrying great weight of tradition, the pipe as well as the 
tobacco which it offers is never in Native American 
usage an agent of purveying addictive chemicals. A 
comparison might be drawn between the ritual use of 
alcohol in Judaism and Chinese religion. In these 
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cultures, alcoholism is uncommon, perhaps because the 
"sacred" overtones of the substance remain strong. 
Similarly, until the hegemony of commercial tobacco 
was established in the U.S., Native Americans almost 
never used tobacco in an addictive manner. North 
American Indians had little contact with fermented 
beverages until they were brought by Europeans. And 
when alcohol was introduced it had as devastating an 
effect on Indians as commercial, "non sacred" tobacco 
did on European-based cultures. 


In order to liberate tobacco, it 
must be rethought, reconceived, 
perhaps reborn. The plant itself 
has become alienated from its 
own genetic past, a _ souless 
mutant. And the consumer, like 
the consumer of beef, milk, eggs, 
wheat, chicken, vegetables, has 
virtually no connection to the 
natural source and processes it 
once sprang from. 


In Central and South America, many of these same 
dynamics are in play, but tobacco's power as a psycho- 
active agent is more important. The huge quantities of 
tobacco smoked by shamans (the "cigars" are sometimes 
75 centimeters long), and the potency of the higher 
nicotine levels make for experiences somewhat different 
from those of Sacred Pipe participants farther north. 
Nicotine increases the levels of the neurotransmitter 
norephinephrine, which has some chemical similarities 
to mescaline. It releases the hormones dopamine, 
epinephrine, and serotonin, which is related to 
psilocybin. Because tobacco belongs to the same family 
as the hallucinogenic datura, many authorities suspect 
that tobacco may contain as-yet unidentified, mind- 
altering chemicals. And if this is the case, it is likely that 
these constituents will vary from species to species of 
tobacco. In "Tobacco and Shamanic Ecstasy Among the 
Warao Indians of Venezuela," Johannes Wilbert puts the 
question this way: 

...like the sacred mushrooms, peyote, morning 
glories, datura, ayahuasca, the psychomimetic 
snuffs, and ‘a whole series of other new world 
hallucinogens, tobacco had long been known to 
play a central role in North and South American 
shamanism, both in the achievement of shamanistic 
trance states and in purification and supernatural 


curing. Even if it is not one of the "true" 
hallucinogens from the botanist's or 
pharmacologist's point of view, tobacco is often 
conceptually and functionally indistinguishable 
from them. (Wilbert, p. 55) 

It's interesting to note that Siberian shamanism, 
before the end of the 16th century had no access to 
tobacco. But once it was introduced to the culture, the 
tribal shamans very quickly adapted it to their ecstatic 
spiritual uses, thus rescuing or recovering the religious 
meaning it had had for millennia in the New World. 

Wilbert describes in great detail the tobacco 
ecstasies, tobacco trances, tobacco visions which the 
Warao shamans experience. They leave their bodies, 
commune with divine beings, and on occasion return to 
"The House of Tobacco Smoke," the place of origin of 
Warao consciousness. In some cases the plant is not 
merely smoked, but dissolved in liquid and drunk. The 
shamans he observed told him that the tobacco was used 
this way to clarify their thoughts, to increase the power 
of visualization, to speed up the sight, mind and 
imagination. He does not attribute these ecstatic states 
entirely to tobacco however. Acknowledging that in any 
spiritually elevated state involving mind-altering 
substances a complex interaction exists between social 
expectation and plant chemistry, he explains that: 

as with other psychotropic preparations used 

ritually cultural traditions clearly influence the 

kinds of visions experienced by the shaman in 

the Warao Tobacco trance. It would be too 

much to speak of "programming," but there is 

obviously cultural conditioning toward specific 
ecstatic experiences that have nothing to do with 

the chemical action of the tobacco plant itself. 

(Wilbert, p. 80) 

Applying the same logic to commercially grown and 
processed tobacco, one finds a similar dynamic in 
operation. The social expectations of the industrialized 
West, the combination of cultural conditioning and 
chemical effect of cigarettes (compounded of 
genetically-altered tobacco and target-specific additives) 
produce a_ standardized physio-mental response. 
Whereas the Native American use of tobacco was aimed 
at spiritual union, the current industrialized version is 
geared toward commodity fetishism. The equivalent of 
the shaman's ecstatic expectation is the American image- 
addiction. Cigarettes are units of nicotine, but they are 
also bearers of symbolic meaning. A Camel may be 
physically just a little paper tube filled with mutant 
tobacco and industrial poisons, but it also carries the 
entire weight of billions of advertising dollars. A 
Marlboro may be just a tasteless stick of stale smoke, 
but the image it bears remains powerful, a definer in 
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many cases of the user's identity; "I'm a Marlboro man." 
Other cigarettes are aimed at specific ethnic, class, 
racial, gender markets. They are icons of self, to a 
certain extent creating and maintaining the user's 
personality. 

The social construction which the cigarette industry 
has labored at for decades is significant, but 
understanding the physical differences between 
commercial tobacco and its native ancestor is also 
instructive. The current wrangling about what goes into 
a cigarette highlights a few important aspects of 
tobacco's Babylonian Captivity. Because of a 1984 
federal law, every year the tobacco companies must 
make available to the U.S. Department of Health and 
Human Services a list of the non-tobacco ingredients 
added in the manufacture of cigarettes. However, the 
lobbyists in the pay of the tobacco conglomerates were 
quite successful in having the law detoothed and 
declawed. 


The meaning of tobacco itself 
has been converted from a 
traditional act of social com- 
munion and personal ecstacy to 
simple industrial addiction. 
Modern smokers can be seen as 
nicotine-use-units, machines 
programmed to imbibe a set 
amount of carefully calibrated 
chemicals each day. 


There are hundreds of items on the lists, but it is 
illegal for this information to be in any way 
disseminated beyond a tiny coterie of Washington 
functionaries. The tobacco industry argues that this 
unique hyper-protective status is necessary to safeguard 
trade secrets, but clearly there are stronger motivations 
at play here. Even such giants as Coca Cola and 
MacDonalds have nowhere near the "safety" that large 
cigarette makers enjoy. When Canada made it 
mandatory for all cigarette makers to list by brand all the 
additives they used, Phillip Morris — the biggest 
cigarette company in the world — decided it was more 
prudent to forego millions of dollars in profit rather than 
divulge the substances added to their products. R.J. 
Reynolds at the same time withdrew temporarily from 
the Canadian market, supposedly to reformulate their 
product — an end run around the American health 
authorities. In Britain and France cigarette ingredients 
are much less protected. A package of Marlboros in 
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France, for instance, lists the ingredients as 92 percent 
tobacco and 8 percent preservatives, texturizers and 
flavoring agents. In the average American product, that 
would be approximately a quarter inch of foreign 
material in each cigarette. 

What actually goes into the commercial cigarette?.A 
sampling of ingredients includes: shellac, turpentine, 
acetone, acetaldehyde, glyoxal, methyl silicylate. And 
why are these and hundreds of other chemicals added? 
One reason is that tobacco in its natural state doesn't 
burn as smoothly or surely as that treated with burning 
agents. Pipe smokers, and smokers of non-tobacco 
substances need to occasionally re-light. The makers of 
Natural American Spirit, a cigarette with no chemical 
additives, note in their promotional material that their 
product will not burn as evenly as those treated with 
oxidizing agents such as saltpeter. The question of ease 
and convenience is an important one for commercial 
cigarette makers. If the smoking experience is somehow 
disrupted, if attention is drawn to what is actually 
occurring when a smoker lights up, one of the main 
holds tobacco manufacturers have on their buyers is lost. 
Smoking becomes in effect too real, something other 
than the mere feeding of an addiction of symbolic 
incorporation of advertising mythos. 

The texture of a cigarette is also an important factor. 
Hygroscopic agents are added to maintain the moisture 
content in the tobacco; glycerin is a frequent ingredient, 
and others including diethylene glycol are used. 
Preservatives too are added, because tobacco like all 
plant crops, breaks down with time. 

But taste is the paramount consideration. Up until 
the 1940s, flavoring such as honey, sugar syrup, rum, 
licorice, chocolate, prune and peach extracts, tonka 
beans, vanilla, and deer's tongue (a plant rich in 
courmarin) were used. But as strict control over the 
product was made a higher priority, and as 
manufacturers tried to balance taste and tar/nicotine 
levels, a bewildering variety of synthetic agents were 
introduced. Because of the lung cancer panics in the 
1950s and 60s, cigarette makers developed "lighter" 
brands, lower in tar and nicotine and equipped with 
more substantial filters. These were touted as being far 
safer. However there is considerable evidence that the 
additives needed to make these products palatable may 
be more carcinogenic than the original components that 
were removed. 

Of the two most important tobacco varieties in use 
in the United States, Burley was embraced between 
1870 and 1900 because of its unusual ability to absorb 
liquid sweeteners and other flavorings. Originally called 
White Burley, the tobacco was a deviant type that 
quickly came to supplant other, older types. Bright or 
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Flue-cured tobacco also was a fluke of nature, a milder, 
lighter-tasting leaf which grew in poor soils. In 
combination, the use of these two allowed a radical shift 
in tobacco growing and processing, and made it possible 
for manufacturers to step up the process of turning 
tobacco into a substance utterly unlike its ancestor, From 
a sacred plant to an agent of addiction, from a bridge 
between the spiritual and physical worlds to a unit of 
exchange, tobacco's nature and use has been completely 
transformed. 

It's no coincidence that at roughly the same time the 
cigarette was becoming a mere nicotine-dose-unit and as 
chemical additives were being introduced at an alarming 
rate, the cigarette in certain situations became even more 
alienated from its "true" nature, used like money. During 
and after World War Two, through much of Europe and 
Asia, the American cigarette was a more prized unit of 
exchange than even the dollar, far more reliable than the 
mark or lira or pound. Each cigarette, each pack became 
a counter of monetary worth, an odd mixture of 
practicality (a dose of nicotine) and abstract valuation. 
And even today in areas where the unit of exchange is 
unstable, where — as in prisons — the dollar doesn't 
have the same meaning as in the "real" world, cigarettes 
continue as one of the primary units of exchange. 

In order to liberate tobacco, it must be rethought, 
reconceived, perhaps reborn. An industrial product, 
overlayered with greed, social control, _ illicit 
connotations, it is difficult to imagine tobacco "free" and 
usable by Americans as it was before industrialization. 

The plant itself has become alienated from its own 
genetic past, a soulless mutant. And the consumer, like 
the consumer of beef, milk, eggs, wheat, chicken, 
vegetables, has virtually no connection to the natural 
source and processes it once sprang from. With hi-tech 
filters, surrounded by hygienic white paper, wrapped in 
cellophane, sold in bullion-like cartons, the tobacco 
inside the cigarette is invisible, almost an 
embarrassment. Just as coffee is thought of as a mere 
"bearer" of caffeine — not the most chemically complex 
flavor the human tongue can taste — just as beer is now 
a cheap and easy way to consume alcohol, so tobacco 
has been ripped out by its roots, hyper-processed, 
attenuated to the point where it's just a physical and 
spiritual sedative. 

However, it's foolish to think that contemporary 
North Americans can by an act of will make tobacco 
what it once was. Without the cultural context, a group 
of middle class Americans sitting in a circle passing a 
pipe, offering the smoke to spiritual entities of sky and 
water and earth, is ridiculous. And while some might 
embrace the potent rustica tobacco of South America as 


one more recreational drug, getting a powerful euphoria 
from the nicotine, this is just more adolescent self- 
indulgence. Without the social framework, the mythos 
and spiritual expectations, the use of tobacco this way is 
an insult. 

There are those, nonetheless, who are attempting in 
a small way to liberate tobacco from its slavery to big 
business and governmental interference. The Santa Fe 
Natural Tobacco Company (maker of Natural American 
Spirit cigarettes) is currently growing crops of rustica. 
Grown by Native Americans in the southwest, this 
product will probably reach the market in the spring of 
1995, to be sold for roll-your-own use and to be given to 
some Indian tribes for ceremonial purposes. 

A very strict and arcane quota system prevents just 
about anyone from entering the market. However, 
growing one's own tobacco is legal in the U.S., as long 
as one doesn't sell any of the product. Given that Indians 
grew the tobacco throughout most of the hemisphere, 
the home-grower is likely to have some success. A 
number of companies sell seeds for this purpose. Three 
to start with are: 

Native Seed Search, (Albuquerque) 505-268-9233 

J.L. Hudson Seedsman, Box 1058, Redwood City, CA 
94064 

Of The Jungle, Box 1801, Sebastopol, CA 95473 

Questions regarding Santa Fe Natural's rustica 
program should be addressed to: Leigh Park, Santa Fe 
Natural Tobacco Co., Box 25140, Santa Fe, NM 87504- 
9910. 
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THE OLD WOMAN er ee 4 SHE LOOKS LIKE 
SHE SEEMED TO LL THE OLD BAT IN THE 
ADAEe ey Deane nm WORLD'S UGLY PEOPLE PUT T.V. COMMERCIALS 
ARTWORK BY JIM SIERGEY TOGETHER INTO ONE. 


WORSE, SHE HAD THIS BIG HORRIBLE 
THING WITH HAIR ON IT COMING 
OUT OF THE SIDE OF HER CHEEK. 


I COULD TELL IT WAS SMILING AT ME, EVEN THOUGH IT 
DIDN'T HAVE A FACE. IT EVEN SPOKE To ME. 


CRAPPED ME 
OuT AND THIS 
IS WHERE If 


I WENT BACK TO LOOKING AT THAT 
THING ON THE WOMAN'S CHEEK. 
BUT IT WASN'T ON HER CHEEK ANY- 
MORE. NOW IT WAS ON HER LIP. 
IT WAS STILL SMILING AT ME. IT 
SPOKE TO ME AGAIN. 


MOUS CRIMINAL. THEY'LL 
NE 


_ NEVER CATCH ME / 
SQ, OS 


First published in 1995 Main Catalog . 


\\\ Sod SST ; . 
\\” . : Wim TAS 1s WHAT 


H E b Pf Ho's GET! 


THIS 1¢ WHAT 


THE THING ON THE OLD 
WOMAN'S LIP WAS STILL 
THERE ..- 


LT certaincy WAS One 
PERSON WHO WASN'T GONNA 
DIE TO SAVE ANYGBoDY'S ASS. 


NoBopy BoTHERED TO MAKE A FUSS 
ABOUT WHAT WAS HAPPENING TO 


THE GIRL. 
; 7 > WY 
| y 


Sc 
“=S5e 

. be J 
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HEY, I'M JUST THE 
FUCKING WRITER 


eee LT WANTEOTO SAY 
SOMETHING TOIT BUT IF 
I DID L FIGURED THE OLD 
WOMAN WOULD GET 
FREAKED OUT AT ME. 


I vion’‘T WANT To USES WERE TRANSPORTATION E3 } I LooKkeD AT THE THING AND 
CAUSE A SCENE... THE UNFORTUNATE -o- == IT SPOKE TO ME ONCE. AGAIN. 


1 LIKE You, ROBERT. 


a. Youre A NICE FELLA. 
f THESE OTHER PEOPLE 

ARE SHIT, BuT YOU 
\ BEING HERE KILL$5 £ 


\ THE STINK! 


| IGARI : 
Olea tA 


= 


== — 


I Just WANTED THE BUS 
TO GET TO MY DESTINATION 
SO I COULD GET OFF AND 
GET THE HELL OUT OF 

THE RE eee 


exe AND IT WAS UNFORTUNATE 
THAT IL WAS ON THAT BUS 
AT THAT TIME. 
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MAN, YOU (S 
A SERIOUS, , 
SERIOUS FOOL: 


THE BUS STOPPED AT STOP SEVEN AND 
THE DRIVER WALKED TO THE BACK. 


YS CTITTLEI TIT CTT LUST SUSUOTTU IEP Ss Le PIII a 


N THe Gus River's EYES WERE STILL OPEN ANO I 
N WONDERED IF HE COULD SEE ANYTHING. 


It was KINDA SCARY TO SEE SOME- 
BODY DEAD WHO STILL HAD THEIR 
EYES OPEN. 

a 


It WAS LIKE THEY WERE LOOKING AT YOU FROM 
THE BEYOND WISHING THEY COULD STILL BE THERE 
WITH YOU IN REAL LIFE. 
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THE CoupLE RUSHED OF 
F THE BUS 
IN ABSOLUTE FRIGHT. 


\W THE SLEEPING GUY WOKE UP AND 
\ JUST SAT THERE. 
Go ¥ =. 
"gg 


2 


i" PA = } 
THE THING ON HER LIP 
WENT INTO HER MOUTH. 
NINETY-NINE CENTS For ) i 
A POUND OF TOMATOES ITS CRIMINAL 7 
\S WRONG’ I CAN'T WHAT THEY DO TO ‘ 
LIVE THAT WAY, 


THE LITTLE PEOPLES! 
No S/R! IT AIN'T RIGAT, 


No SiR/ 


Iker MY MOUTH SHUT AND 


THATS WHAT A WRITER y 


\\ 


I sust SAT THERE 

WAITING To SEE 
WHAT WOULD 

HAPPEN NEXT- 


THIS STORY IS ADAPTED FROM A STORY THAT FIRST APPEARED IN SA/KED SLURPEE, PUBLISHED 
BY UNDULATING BEDSHEETS PROPUCTIONS, ¢c/O MIKE HALCHIN , RO. BOX 25760,LOS ANGELES, 
CALIFORNIA 9YOO2ZS. SEND $1 FOR A CATALOG. 
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THE 
LEGAL SYSTEM 


© 1995 by Bob Black 


You are a juror. These are the facts: 

A young man is permanently paralyzed from the 
neck down in a motorcycle accident. He is in un- 
speakable agony which will continue for the rest of 
his life. He begs his younger brother to kill him. The 
brother does, as he later explains, out of love. The 
charge: first-degree murder.! What is your verdict? 
An unemployed black teenager, raised in a father- 
less welfare family, robs a liquor store. When the 
white proprietor draws a gun, the startled youth 
shoots and kills him. The prosecutor asks for the 
death penalty. The charge: first-degree (felony) 
murder. In this Southern state, the jury determines 
guilt or innocence, but the judge sets the penalty.2 
You know that it is more than twice as likely that a 
black who has murdered a white will be sentenced 
to death than if his victim were black.3 What is your 
verdict? 

A wife has suffered years of violence at the hands of 
her husband, a foreign-born physician. One morn- 
ing, after beating her, he threatened her with a gun 
and ordered her out of the house. When he put the 
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gun down, she picked it up, shouting that "I am not 
going to leave you, I mean it," and shot him to 
death. The charge: second-degree murder. The de- 
fense: self-defense.4 What is your verdict? 

A cocaine addict becomes a dealer in order to sup- 
port his habit. During a traffic stop, police discover 
1.5 pounds of cocaine. The charge: possession (not 
possession with intent to sell) of more than 650 
grams of cocaine. In this state — and in this state 
alone — the penalty for this offense, even a first of- 
fense, is mandatory life imprisonment without pos- 
sibility of parole.> What is your verdict? 

A college student publicly announces his refusal to 
register with the Selective Service System. A liber- 
tarian, he believes conscription is a violation of nat- 
ural law and his natural right of self-ownership of 
his person. As a male between the ages of 18 and 26 
he is, nonetheless, required to register. The charge: 
nonregistration (a felony). What is your verdict? 

If in every one of these cases your verdict is 


"guilty," you are — legally — absolutely right. And you 
are everything the law requires of a good juror: a good 


- 
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soldier who is "only obeying orders," as the Nuremberg 
defendants used to say. In a jury trial, the orders are 
known as "instructions." The judge informs the jurors 
what he considers the applicable law to be, and tells 
them to apply this judge-chosen (and often judge-made) 
"law" to the "facts." Not all the facts, though — just the 
ones the judge allows the jury to "find" — facts filtered 
through the world's most complex rules of evidence by 
(guess who?) the judge.’ No juror, for example, ever 
gets to ask a witness a question she considers "relevant" 
and "material." Nor may she make use of any facts about 
the case (even if they are relevant) learned out of court. 
Indeed, had it been known she possessed any such 
information, she would not have been allowed to be a 
juror at all. Even some information the jurors did 
acquire in court they will be, again, "instructed" to 
ignore if it was something the judge thinks the witness 
should not have said. 


No juror ever gets to ask a 
witness a question she considers 
“revelant” and “material.” Nor 
may she make use of any facts 
about the case (even if they are 
relevant) learned out of court. 


Thus, trial by jury as the judges envision it today is 
a black box set-up. The judge-given law is the box. The 
judge-filtered facts are put into the box. The verdict 
(and, in about 13 states, also the sentence®) comes out of 
the box. But if this is all there is to the jury's role, trial 
by jury is obviously a costly, inefficient anachronism; 
no wonder the rest of the world has largely done away 
with it. The judge might as well "find" the facts himself, 
as indeed he does in the "bench trials" which comprise 
about one-third of all criminal trials. 

Trial by jury would have gone the way of trial by 
ordeal or trial by battle except for one thing: the United 
States Constitution. In no less than three places the 
Constitution guarantees the right of trial by jury in cer- 
tain civil and criminal cases.? Clearly the Founding Fa- 
thers envisioned a wider role for the jury than the judges 
now allow — and the historical record reveals exactly 
what juries then did and what they were supposed to do. 

From the colonial era until well into the nineteenth 
century, American juries were judges of "law" as well as 
judges of "fact."!° This meant two things. First, juries 
didn't have to take the judge's word for it as to what the 
law was. This made good sense at the time. Most judges 
were not even lawyers; most lawyers for that matter 
were self-taught and less than learned in the law; and the 


sources of the law weren't readily available (publication 
of judicial "opinions" was barely beginning). 

Second, and more important, a jury had the right to 
"nullify" the law — to return a verdict in favor of a 
defendant even if, on the facts and given the applicable 
law, he was guilty of a crime or liable for damages in a 
civil suit. If the jury thought the applicable law was bad 
law, or ought not to be applied in the particular circum- 
stances of the case, it nullified the law in the case at 
hand by finding for the defendant. Jurors could, and 
sometimes did, vote their consciences. Probably not 
very often. Most jurors don't, and never did, have any 
principled objections to laws against murder, rape, rob- 
bery, reckless driving and so forth. Most crimes are not, 
for instance, by any stretch of the imagination 
"victimless." And most jurors are not anarchists. But in a 
legal system otherwise completely dominated by offi- 
cials and professionals, the jury — a temporary body of 
citizen-amateurs — still has the power to thwart the 
state. Here and only here "the people," not their 
"representatives" or "public servants," wield power di- 
rectly. 

For though the judges from the U.S. Supreme Court 
on down!! have nullified the jury's "right" to judge the 
law, they affirm its power to do so. This is no verbal 
quibble. If nullification were a right, jurors would be 
"instructed" about it — but such instructions, requested 
by defendants, are always refused. Indeed, prospective 
jurors (prospective jurors take note!) who reveal their 
knowledge of the power are apparently routinely dis- 
qualified.!2 Yet the power is real. To say that jurors have 
the nullification power means that, if they use their 
power, they will get away with it. They cannot be 
prosecuted or punished. They cannot be sued or in any 
way held to answer for what they do in the privacy of 
the jury room. Nor are they susceptible to the informal 
controls, the interaction patterns which transform the 
courtroom regulars into "work groups" of professionals 
with shared understandings and with a common interest 
in moving the cases along.!3 Once they return a verdict 
the jurors go home, probably never to return. They of 
course don't have to subordinate law to justice — but 
they're the only actors in the system who can do so with 
impunity. 

In just a few years a grass-roots movement has 
sprung up whose aim is to restore to the jury as a right 
the power it still has to nullify the law: FIJA. FUA 
stands for three things. It is an organization, the Fully 
Informed Jury Association. It is a proposed (Federal 
and/or state) constitutional amendment, the Fully In- 
formed Jury Amendment; and it is proposed legislation, 
the Fully Informed Jury Act, to implement the amend- 
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ment. FIJA (the amendment) exists in short and long 
("Maxi-FIJA") versions. This is the short form: 
"Whenever government is one of the parties in a trial by 
jury, the court shall inform the jurors that each of them 
has an inherent right to vote on the verdict, in the 
direction of mercy, according to his own conscience and 
sense of justice. Exercise of this right may include jury 
consideration of the defendant's motives and circum- 
stances, degree of harm done, and evaluation of the law 
itself. Failure to so inform the jury is grounds for mis- 
trial and another trial by jury."!4 So worded, FIJA would 
apply to some (not many) civil actions, but this analysis 
will be confined to FIJA's impact on criminal cases. 


If the jury thought the applicable 
law was bad law, or ought not to 
be applied in the particular cir- 
cumstances of the case, it nulli- 
fied the law in the case at hand 
by finding for the defendant. 
Jurors could, and sometimes did, 
vote their consciences. 


FlJActivists are a disparate lot with, it may be, in- 
consistent or unrealistic expectations as to what the 
Amendment would actually accomplish. Libertarians 
apparently expect nullification in regulatory and victim- 
less-crime cases. So-called Constitutionalists evidently 
expect that fully informed jurors would sympathize with 
their peculiar ideas about taxation, legal tender and other 
issues. Some ethnic activists are interested in FIJA as a 
check on the racial bias they perceive in the legal 
system. And assorted legally aggrieved individuals sup- 
pose that they would have fared better with a fully in- 
formed jury. There is even some support for jury nullifi- 
cation instructions from legal academics,!> although I 
have found no reference to FIJA itself in law texts and 
journals. !6 

My interest in FIJA is different. One court in refus- 
ing to give jury nullification instructions claimed that 
jurors already know of their nullification powers — a 
blatant falsehood — but that “to institutionalize these 
powers in routine instructions to the jury would alter the 
system in unpredictable ways."!7 I think FIJA might 
well "alter the system" — that's the point! — but per- 
haps in predictable ways. 

Many FlJActivists sincerely desire the return of a 
Golden Age of upright yeoman jurors and adversarial 
justice that probably never was. Historically, some juries 
did nullify prosecutions based on religious bigotry 
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(William Penn) or political persecution (John Peter 
Zenger). Juries nullified cases against fugitive slaves in 
the 1850s and bootleggers in the 1920s. But other juries 
condemned John Brown and the Haymarket anarchists 
and Sacco and Vanzetti and the Scottsboro Boys and 
Leonard Peltier. It won't do to romanticize the jury. 
Judges agree with the great majority of jury verdicts.!8 
After all, most cases, civil and criminal, are pretty cut- 
and-dried. An extensive body of research confirms that 
juries assign highest importance to just what the system 
asks them to pass upon — the evidence.!9 

And yet — and yet — the jury is unlike any other 
institution of government. The same U.S. Supreme 
Court which opposes jury nullification instructions 
paradoxically agrees with the FIJActivist premise that 
"{a] right to jury trial is granted to criminal defendants in 
order to prevent oppression by the government."2° A 
black-box jury can do nothing of the sort. 

If there is any place to sabotage the system from 
within, this is probably it. But if FLIJA has any potential 
as a monkey-wrench it will have to be estimated, not by 
some constitutional or moral ideal, not by the "law on 
the books," but by what Roscoe Pound called the "law in 
action" — the real world of the present-day criminal 
justice system. 

The first lesson to be learned about the real-world 
criminal justice system is that trial — much less trial by 
jury — is the exception, not the rule. Only about 10% of 
felony cases go to trial. An almost imperceptible fraction 
of misdemeanor cases go to trial.2! One-third of felony 
trials are, by request of the defendants, bench trials 
(nonjury trials). The vast majority of cases are either 
dismissed or else resolved by guilty pleas (often, but not 
always, pleas to lesser charges). There is a popular 
misconception that plea-bargaining is necessitated by 
heavy caseloads. It isn't. Plea-bargaining is about as 
frequent in low-caseload courts as in high-caseload 
courts.?? Historical evidence suggests that plea-bargain- 
ing is nothing new — that it goes back at least to the 
later nineteenth century,2> when caseloads were light. 
Interestingly, that is the very period in which the judi- 
ciary accelerated its encroachment upon the jury's legal 
autonomy. Both trends — toward pretrial dispositions 
and toward judge-controlled juries — had a common 
consequence: the resolution of cases by legal profes- 
sionals, not ordinary community people.24 

What does this have to do with FIJA? Only every- 
thing. Without a trial there is no trial by jury. Without a 
trial by jury, FIJA is irrelevant. FIJA would matter if, 
and only if it made a difference, not only in what juries 
do, but in how often cases go to trial. There is evidence 
that juries usually agree with judges but that when they 
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do not, the direction of the difference is usually, as FIJA 
presupposes, in the direction of leniency.25 And there is 
evidence that juries given nullification instructions do, 
in certain sorts of cases — murder prosecutions for 
mercy-killing, for instance — override the letter of the 
law,?6 as FlJActivists hope and expect they would. FIJA 
would, then, probably make some difference in what 
juries do, on the relatively infrequent occasions they get 
to do anything. But would it lead to more jury trials? 
And if it did, what would that lead to? 

Although criminal trials are exceptional, they set the 
standard for the terms of the far more numerous pretrial 
dispositions. It is with reference to what probably would 
happen at trial that prosecutors, defense attorneys and 
sometimes judges arrive at a "going rate" for a particular 
offense, sometimes by bargaining, but often also by ar- 
riving at an implicit consensus. As Malcolm Feeley puts 
it, the expression "plea bargaining" is often misleading 
insofar as it suggests haggling over the price of a par- 
ticular product in an Oriental bazaar. There is some of 
that, but the better analogy is the supermarket where 
prices are, to be sure, determined by prior trends in 
supply and demand but which are normally not negoti- 
ated at the checkout stand.’ A criminal conviction is a 
sort of anti-commodity: you pay a fixed price, not to 
obtain it, but not to obtain it. 

If the criminal justice system is a commodities mar- 
ket, its currency is time. No one ever has enough of it, 
not because everybody is swamped with work, but be- 
cause none of the courtroom regulars sees any reason to 
waste his time and antagonize his counterparts by ag- 
gressively litigating any case (and this is the typical 
case) whose outcome is a foregone conclusion. All the 
professionals have an interest in moving their caseloads 
— it is almost their only objective measure of accom- 
plishment, and accomplishments which cannot be mea- 
sured do nothing for anybody's career. The partial ex- 
ception is the prosecutor, for whom the conviction rate is 
a still more crucial pseudo-objective measure of per- 
formance. But the prosecutor is at least as zealous for 
negotiated settlements as anybody else, since a plea- 
bargain guarantees a conviction for something, whereas 
at trial there's a risk, if not a very high risk, of acquittal. 
Plea bargains also insulate the police, on whom prosecu- 
tors rely to supply defendants to prosecute and evidence 
to convict them, from any accountability for their illegal 
arrests, searches and seizures, to say nothing of their 
| gratuitous brutalities. These rights violations strengthen 
the defense attorney's bargaining hand — that's part of 
the game — but get traded away for better deals. But 
whether a defendant gets a good deal or a bad one, too 
harsh or too lenient, no jury has any say in the matter. 


Unless FIJA has some serious impact on_ these 
entrenched arrangements, it might still be a worthy if 
marginal reform but it is likely to disappoint FIJActivists 
and antinomian monkey-wrenchers. 


In a_ legal system otherwise 
completely dominated by officials 
and professionals, the jury — a 
temporary body of _ citizen- 
amateurs — still has the power to 
thwart the state. Here and only 
here “the people,” not their 
“representatives” or "public ser- 
vants,” wield power directly. 


How might jury trials, if there were more of them, 
change the outcomes of cases? In New York, the Rocke- 
feller drug law of the early 1970s mandated harsh 
penalties (and limited plea bargaining) for even minor 
first-time offenses. Judges no longer inflicted harsher 
penalties on those convicted after a trial than on those 
who copped pleas. Having nothing to lose, more defen- 
dants went to trial — 15%, up from 6.5% — over- 
whelming the system despite massive appropriations for 
new courts. After two years the worst features of the law 
were repealed.?8 In a California county at about the same 
time, one judge placed what the public defender's office 
considered unreasonable time limits on plea bargaining. 
In retaliation, the office took all felony cases to trial. 
Defendants won 12 out of 16 jury trials, although the 
defense attorneys would have accepted some sort of 
guilty plea in 9 out of 10 of those cases. The judge 
quietly abandoned his new rule.2? A final example: a 
careful study of a natural or "quasi-experiment” in the 
banning of felony plea bargaining in El Paso, Texas, in 
1975 resulting from a clash between the prosecutor and 
the judges. The ban caused a considerable increase in 
jury trials which was in turn largely responsible for a 
substantial (but gradual) decrease in dispositions. The 
conviction rate was generally unaffected, but there were 
indications that there was more screening-out of weak 
cases after the prosecutor put an end to explicit plea ne- 
gotiations.7° 

Here is a scenario — a legal impact statement on 
FIJA — consistent with common sense and extant em- 
pirical studies and omitting the qualifiers and "maybes" 
to make the main points. FIJA would increase the num- 
ber of jury trials. Increasing the number of jury trials 
would increase the number of dispositions favorable to 
defendants, whether acquittals (as in "Vario County," 
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California) or dismissals (as in New York) or prosecu- 
tion decisions not to proceed in weak cases (as in El 
Paso, Texas). And it would decrease the rate of disposi- 
tions — potentially a serious problem for prosecutors, 
since the Constitution guarantees to most criminal de- 
fendants the right to a speedy trial. It will not take the 
legal professionals of the courtroom work groups very 
long to calibrate a new equilibrium. They will sort out 
the many cases where appeals to conscience would be 
ludicrous from the few which would get a boost from 
FIJA. A prosecutor would rather drop the charges than 
lose a case. A judge or defense attorney would rather he 
dismiss that case too and save them all a lot of unneces- 
sary trouble. He will dismiss the case. 


Juries condemned John Brown 
and the Haymarket anarchists 
and Sacco and Vanzetti and the 
Scottsboro Boys and Leonard 
Peltier. It won't do to roman- 
ticize the jury. 


If that is all FIJA accomplished it wouldn't matter 
much. FlJActivists appear to be largely unaware that 
some of the extralegal circumstances which are withheld 
from juries already routinely figure in the discretionary 
choices of police, prosecutors and judges — for exam- 
ple, the prior relationship between victim and criminal is 
an important influence on felony outcomes.3! But the 
influence of community values is mediated by system 
professionals, not by the jury whose distinctive contri- 
bution is supposedly its independent access to those 
very values, undistorted by the system-maintenance in- 
terests of the courtroom professionals. 

But even a relatively small increase in trial rates 
would have a tremendous impact on most courts, as it 
did in New York. Some cases which would have been 
pled out in minutes will take days to try. Prosecutors and 
judges will make mistakes, some of them grounds for a 
mistrial or reversal on appeal. (Somebody has estimated 
that in the typical trial there is a technical violation of 
the rules of evidence every 30 seconds.) Trials will take 
longer because the range of relevant evidence is 
widened by FIJA. In fact, an inevitable by-product of 
FIJA would be the junking of most rules of evidence 
(which were mostly invented to empower judges to keep 
juries from doing what FIJA authorizes). For example, 
rape shield laws forbidding consideration of a rape vic- 
tim's previous sexual history would presumably have to 


go. 
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FIJA would probably call a halt to the nefarious fad 
for mandatory minimum sentences for possessory 
crimes. In Michigan, for instance, the penalty for mere 
possession of over 650 grams of cocaine is the same as 
the penalty for first-degree murder: life imprisonment 
without possibility of parole. The U.S. Supreme Court 
has held — unbelievably — that this is not "cruel and 
unusual punishment."32 But even in this period of re- 
newed anti-drug hysteria, there will probably be several 
members of almost any jury who will nullify this bar- 
baric law. Defendants charged with this offense have 
every incentive to exercise their right to trial by jury at 
which, under FIJA, it is also their right to argue that the 
law is immoral or unconstitutional, no matter what the 
Supreme Court says. Prosecutors will soon learn to 
charge lesser offenses or none at all. 

Is it even possible to have a criminal justice system 
in which trials — and jury trials — are the norm? The 
answer is yes. Such systems operated in pre-modern 
England and America. They were tolerably effective, so 
far as historians can tell, for two reasons. The first is that 
defendants had few rights. The second is that defendants 
had no lawyers. In England, accused felons had no right 
to counsel (those accused of misdemeanors had the right 
but rarely had lawyers). Until after the Civil War, 
American criminal defendants lacked even the right to 
testify, to say nothing of all the other rights bestowed on 
them in recent decades.33 Trials were short, verdicts 
were usually rendered immediately (often juries didn't 
even retire to deliberate), and punishment swiftly fol- 
lowed — most felons were hanged within a day or two. 

This regime, which may well have for some readers 
considerable appeal, is now legally impossible. In all but 
the most trivial criminal cases defendants now have the 
right to (retained) counsel, and indigent defendants — 
most of them — have the right, at the trial level and in 
some cases on appeal, to government-appointed counsel. 
And the right to counsel is the right that effectuates all 
the others. Of the 23 specific guarantees of the Bill of 
Rights, a majority — 12 — pertain to criminal justice. 
The decisional law based on these guarantees is vast and 
complex — which is more important, in terms of system 
impact, than whether this or that doctrine is pro- or anti- 
defendant. And under FIJA, any adverse ruling by the 
judge can always be reargued to the jury — including 
those (such as motions to exclude illegally obtained 
evidence) which are rendered in the jury's absence. For 
the first time in history, juries will actually have access 
to nearly all the information that the lawyers do as well 
as the right to act on it as they see fit. It is already true 
that trials take place, when they do, especially in cases 
where the professionals cannot predict (or agree on) 
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what the verdict will be. Under FIJA there will be more 
such cases, and therefore more trials. The more trials there 
are, the more dispositions there will be which favor 
defendants. And the more often defendants win at trial, 
the more often defendants will go to trial. There is no 
telling how big the snowball will get or how far it will 
roll. 


The first lesson to be learned 
about the real-world criminal 
justice system is that trial — 
much less trial by jury — is the 
exception, not the rule. Only 
about 10% of felony cases go to 
trial. 


The business-as-usual of the legal system already 
strains the resources of a society which wasted its money- 
to-burn on wars, bailouts and previous bouts of throwing 
money at cops, courts and corrections. They just keep 
coming back for more, but there isn't much more. 
Possibly there are nations so rich, so homogeneous and so 
law-abiding — Sweden or Singapore, perhaps — that 
they could afford our sort of system. But we can't. 
Especially post-FIJA. 

The difference that many more jury trials before fully 
informed juries would make is not that jurors understand 
the law better than judges and lawyers (that is ridiculous). 
Or that they are better triers of fact (there is probably not 
much difference). Or that they do, and others don't, 
consider motives and circumstances and temper law with 
equity. The crucial difference is this: the courtroom 
regulars have vested interests in the system itself. No case 
matters in any way nearly as much as expediting all the 
cases. In the informal, the working system, "the network 
of interactions is largely defined by the perceived 
interests of the primary participants — judges and 
attorneys. The dominant interests are (1) systemic and 
individual efficiency in the use of time and (2) inter-party 
cooperation and accommodation."** Even less than the 
defendants do the jurors have a stake in the ongoing 
system. Because being a juror means never having to say 
you're sorry. 


The state will not be over- 
thrown — just ignored. 


My best guess is that FIJA would break down the 
legal system unless the insiders adapted, as they surely 
would, by beating a strategic retreat from entire sectors of 


social life. Sex, drugs, guns — the best things in life are 
free! Or soon would be. And where society is morally 
polarized it will be legally paralyzed. There will be no 
point prosecuting pro-life or pro-choice "criminals": they 
will have to fight out their differences directly. The 
legislating of morality or ideology might not soon cease, 
but it might dwindle to a source of only symbolic 
satisfaction. That will be how anarchy returns, if it ever 
does. The state will not be overthrown — just ignored. 
Perhaps the criminal justice system will persist, shorn of 
State power, aS a game — like chess, or Dungeons & 
Dragons. And the American Bar Association can merge 
with the Society for Creative Anachronism. 
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Of all the many ways to alter consciousness, 
the crudest, most juvenile, least acceptable way is 
glue sniffing. Even the coolest hippie considers 
“huffing” a self-destructive and violent way to get 
high. The same guys who encourage us to brew 
tea from poisonous plants — or even lick toads — 
think inhalants are for losers and idiots who don’t 
understand the dangers. 

Mind you, typical experimentation with exotic 
Amazonian herbs leads to days-long bouts of 
vomiting and diarrhea — if not terrifying 
hallucinations, delirium, and paralyzing fear. Since 
these people are using ancient herbs in search of 
the godhead within, these dangers are deemed 
acceptable. The quest is noble. 

But glue? G/ve? That stuff will fuck you up, 
man. Destroys your liver (or brain, or kidneys or 
whatever), turns you into a vegetable or 
something. Man, you're playing with fire, sniffin’ 
glue — here, have some Jimson weed tea... 
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Sniffing glue (or gasoline fumes, or other 
chemicals found around the house) definitely 
doesn’t have the counter-culture cachet of other 
drugs, and glue sniffing was thought to have 
peaked and died out a good 20 years ago. But it 
seems the monster is back and, if a recent 
Rolling Stone ("A New Generation, An Old 
Danger") is to be believed, more popular than ever. 
Recently Michael Fay (of Singapore ass-whipping 
fame) had to check into a Dayton, Ohio rehab unit 
for huffing butane. 

Maybe Fay learned to huff in Singapore where, 
besides beating you for petty crimes, the 
government will execute you if you get nailed with 
heroin. 

Here in the U.S. as narco-cops crack down 
harder on users of “legitimate” illicit drugs, it’s only 
natural people are going to look for alternatives. 
Young people, especially, look for these 
alternatives. Twenty years ago all but five states 
allowed drinking alcohol at age 18. Dope, too, was 
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cheaper and more abundant. Penalties were lighter 
and enforcement less vigorous. 

Now huffing is back and besides those reasons 
listed above, there’s another reason: It’s fun to do. 
It's cheap, legal, easy to get and fun to do. Effects 
of huffing various inhalants range from something 
very close to alcohol intoxication to bizarre out-of- 
body trips in which the person receives visions. 
Most of them cause difficulty in speaking and other 
motor functions, a distorted sense of self, 
sometimes profound introspection and more often, 
a disassociation from self and society. 

Sometimes it feels like a roller coaster ride! 
Huffing doesn’t have to be a deep, spiritual 
experience. Laughing gas got its name for an 
obvious reason. 

If huffing is going to become all the rage then 
i's probably a good idea to understand what 
huffing is. What should | huff and how? Is it true 1’ll 
become a vegetable or grab an axe and go ona 
killing spree? Will | become a Mexican? 


Glue Sniffing — a short history of hysteria 


In the early 1960s, starting in Tucson and 
Denver, the press began concocting scare stories 
about glue-sniffing. Why glue was singled out is 
not known, since sniffing the intoxicating fumes of 
paint thinner, gasoline, lighter fluid, etc. was just as 
common. Glue stories quickly spread around the 
country and the evils of sniffing glue became 
manifest. Boys mashing glue-soaked 
handkerchiefs to their noses were said to become 
unusually violent, committing heinous crimes, 
killing their fathers and mothers. Such belligerent 
boys were even, according to a 1962 Newsweek 
article, “willing to take on a policeman twice their 
size.” In an age before PCP, huffing was the 
scariest thing they had. 

Glue destroyed just about everything, too. All the 
articles had dire warnings from cops and doctors 
— most of whom knew nothing about inhalants and 
had no evidence to back them up. Glue destroyed 
brain cells, they said. Not only brains but gall 
bladders, lungs, "membranes," eyeballs, bone 
marrow, kidneys... even though there were studies 
that disproved them. It became generally accepted 
that glue-sniffing was Bad. A 1965 FBI Law 
Enforcement Bulletin carried a story about glue 
called “A Sniff of Death." 

Soon enough, glue became THE most popular 
organic solvent, although there were and still are 
so many huffables to choose from. Sales of 
airplane glue soared through the decade, then 
dribbled away in the 70s. 
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Huffing Today 


Like Michael Fay, today’s huffer doesn't limit 
himself to model airplane glue. Although toluene 
(the solvent in glue that gets you high) still works 
fine, it is but one item on a varied menu of 
inhalants. Nowadays almost all gases or fumes are 
fair game for experimentation. Let’s take a look at 
what’s available for the bored teen — or curious 
adult — and the special problems presented by 
huffing in general. 

First of all it’s important to note that little (if 
anything) more is known about glue sniffing now 
than back in the 50s, which is to say still not a lot is 
known about inhalants and their effects. This is 
partially because of the large number of inhalants, 
but also because of their complexity of actions and 
the unique method of dosing and administration of 
the drugs. Inhaling a gas is not at all like drinking 
something or even like smoking something. Gases 
dissolve in the blood and are brought first to the 
heart and then to the brain. Only much later does 
the liver get a shot at it, and even then, it’s not 
clear how much is metabolized there. There are 
some gases that don’t seem to be metabolized at 
all and are eliminated from the system the same 
way they got in, through the lungs. 

Some go in and out of the body pretty rapidly. 
Other substances are fat-soluble and can stay in 
the system for quite a long time. Ether, for 
instance, remains in a person’s body for many 
hours after it is breathed. 

Dosage with inhalants is difficult. Normally, 
scientists can measure the effect of a given 
amount of a compound, taken internally, by calmly 
watching its progress as it is absorbed into the 
body, seeing where it goes in the body, what 
happens to it there and, finally, how it is excreted. 
This is impossible with gases. 

With gas, “absorption” is always immediate 
since it passes directly from the lung to the 
arteries. What isn’t absorbed right away, gets 
expelled with the next breath. But quick absorption 
doesn’t mean much by itself. The important thing is 
not so much speed of absorption as solubility in 
blood. The more soluble in blood, the more you 
need, to get an effect. Things that are less soluble 
in blood (chloroform, for instance) may not require 
much to get an effect, but will do it slower. And, 
once a certain level of effect is achieved (no matter 
what is huffed) the real science is in maintaining 
that effect. 

Concentration of the inhalant has no effect on 
absorption. "Potency" of a gas or solvent also 
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seems to rise with the number of carbon atoms in 
each molecule of the substance. But this is only 
true to about eight carbon atoms, when the 
potency of a gas stops rising. But carbon isn’t 
essential for a huffable — some gases, like N,O, 
have no carbon in them at all. 

Using the study of anesthetics (many of which 
are inhalants) we find that dosing is spoken of in 
terms like “minimum alveolar concentration" 
(MAC), blood-gas coefficient (signified by 4), speed 
of induction, second gas effect and more. The 
effects, too, run along a continuum that even 
differs from person to person. Some inhalants 
bring on completely opposite effects at one level of 
dosage than at another, higher, one. With huffing, 
there’s “no two tablets for adults, one for children." 
Anesthesia dosing with inhalants is very, very 
individual and things like body temperature and 
age can make a big difference. 

But at least the study of anesthesia has given 
us some sort of way to measure and describe 
huffing. Luckily, unlike anesthesia, huffing doesn’t 
require the same kind of exactness. Where 
surgical anesthesia must walk a thin line between 
life and death, in huffing, it’s enough to get an 
effect and avoid danger. 


How Huffing Works — 
And What To Huff 


As said earlier, anything you can breathe is 
subject to huffing, whether that is a gas, a volatile 
liquid, fumes, or vapor. The most popular 
chemicals to huff are chloroform, ether, nitrous 
oxide, toluene, propane, butane — and almost any 
of the fluorocarbon gases used as propellants in 
aerosol sprays. Some of these chemicals are also 
used as medical anesthetics — but this is not the 
result of rigorous testing. It’s more a result of luck 
of the draw. 

Back in the late 1700s when people were first 
beginning to study gases, vapors, and their effects 
on people, researchers tried anything and 
everything they stumbled across. In the case of 
nitrous oxide, doctors refused to believe it was 
useful for a long time. Part of this was the gas’s 
use as a parlor trick. It just didn’t have the right 
backers. Sometimes, as was the case with 
chloroform, people were prepared to use it 
medicinally from the beginning. Also at play were 
the same conservative restraints that are an 
obstacle to any innovation. For quite a while it was 
thought impossible or even immoral to remove the 


pain from surgery or, especially, childbirth. 
Chloroform got its first break when it was used by 
Queen Victoria to ease the pain of one of her many 
deliveries. Religious figures of the time insisted 
that the Bible mandated women “bring forth 
children in pain." But the queen’s bible-scholar 
pointed out that God himself had put Adam to 
sleep before removing his rib to create Eve. 

So Victoria huffed chloroform and loved it. 

One of the easiest things to huff is plain old air. 
Simply hyperventilating can bring on some 
interesting effects. Hands and other extremities go 
numb, the person may feel a profound relaxation 
(unless they are panicked by the experience). 
Hyperventilators can experience difficulty _ in 
swallowing, their hand, arms, toes and feet may 
cramp up and twist into frozen positions and 
walking becomes difficult. Dizziness, too, is 
common in hyperventilation (as it is with almost 
every kind of huffing). Unconsciousness is always 
a possibility, as it is with other solvents and gases. 
And, as with other inhalants, unconsciousness lets 
the brain-stem take over and restore equilibrium to 
the blood gases. 

Blood gases like oxygen and carbon dioxide 
are monitored very carefully by the brain, which 
works hard to keep proper equilibrium. The 
presence of too much carbon dioxide causes the 
brain to react by ordering the lungs to do more 
breathing. In fact, one way anesthesiologists can 
stimulate breathing is to add a bit of CO, to the 
inhalant mixture. Because of the brain’s attitude 
toward high levels of CO,, anybody who huffs it will 
experience a definite sensation of choking — along 
with a pronounced head rush — tingling limbs, 
feeling of floating, analgesia, etc. Choking itself — 
often done by children to deliberately bring on a 
swoon or unconsciousness — is a gas-related 
activity and a form of huffing. 


Measuring The Huff 


Anesthetics recognizes three basic levels of 
anesthesia: 1) Analgesia, 2) Delirium, and 3) 
Surgical Anesthesia. The third category is broken 
down into four separate phases and a fourth level 
is essentially death. Since most huffers do not get 
to the level of surgical anesthesia we won't deal 
with anything more than level two. Some gases, 
nitrous oxide (laughing gas) for instance, cannot 
even be used for deep anesthesia 
concentrations strong enough to produce surgical 
anesthesia with nitrous alone are more than 80%, 
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which approaches a dangerous level of oxygen 
deprivation. 

This brings us to another important concept in 
huffing — concentration. As mentioned above, 
concentration of an inhalant does not affect its 
absorption or onset of action. Concentration is of 
importance only over time and then mainly to the 
extent that it replaces oxygen. It’s one of the 
reasons N,O is so safe — unless someone 


deliberately deprives himself of oxygen he won't 
die by breathing it — even if he breathes a lot. One 
could say the same of helium, which doesn’t cause 
any kind of high but is also no substitute for 
oxygen. Breathing 100% helium is as fatal as 
100% laughing gas or any other mixture that cuts 
off a person’s oxygen. 

This is how huffers die, no matter what they’re 
huffing. It’s almost never the inhalant’s fault. 
People who put plastic bags tightly over their 
heads and pass out, suffocate to death. It’s not 
proper to say the person died of whatever he had 
in the bag. Passing out with a bag over your head 
is lethal — not glue sniffing. Of course, people with 
certain medical conditions cardiovascular 
weakness is one of them — should huff only under 
a physician’s care, since they may unwittingly 
stress themselves and wind up dead. 

As we see, some gases are sort of self- 
regulating. Take a couple of pieces of dry ice, put 
them in a plastic bag with warm water and soon 
you'll have plenty of carbon dioxide to huff. Get too 
much and you'll pass out, at which point your brain 
stem will take over and get you breathing again. 
Same thing happens with oxygen or laughing gas. 
The only people who die using laughing gas are 
those people who strap a mask over their mouth 
and nose and breathe straight nitrous. Once they 
pass out, the strapped on mask ensures they will 
suffocate. Like the glue sniffer with his head in a 
plastic bag, the problem is mechanical and 
avoidable. Never affix any kind of delivery system 
to your body. Set things up so if you faint, the 
substance lands away from you and you have a 
clear breathing path. 

The only time to solve this problem is 
beforehand. Most solvents, most gases, will 
seriously affect your judgment and, like a drunk, 
you'll do stupid things if you're not careful to 
restrain yourself beforehand. Ideally, huffing should 
not be done alone, but with someone else who is 
not under the influence. Proper huffing requires a 
“designated driver." 
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Drinking is a good comparison because, in so 
many ways, solvent sniffing is like alcohol 
intoxication. In fact, some solvent molecules bear a 
striking resemblance to ethyl alcohol and it is 
theoretically possible to get drunk off the fumes of 
plain old grain alcohol. | say theoretically because 
the problems of concentration and absorption are 
too great with alcohol to make huffing an efficient 
way to ingest it. Absorption of grain alcohol directly 
into the bloodstream is slow. Since air can hold 
only 6% alcohol before becoming saturated, it 
would take far too long for a person to ingest 
enough by lung to get any effect. It might take 
many hours before the alcohol could begin to take 
hold and hours more before it achieved any 
meaningful level of intoxication. In a practical 
sense it will never happen. 

That’s not true of ether, though. Ether is the 
classic organic volatile solvent. It is similar to 
alcohol chemically and can even be drunk to the 
same effect. This has been done whenever and 
wherever alcohol prohibition has been enforced. It 
should be said, though, that ether is highly 
flammable and even if drunk ice-cold will quickly 
become an explosive gas in the stomach. There 
are some obvious drawbacks to drinking ether. 


Theories Of How Huffing Works 


As mentioned before, carbon is thought to play 
an important part in the action of some inhalants. 
Organic solvents, by definition, contain carbon, 
since the presence of a carbon atom is what 
makes a substance "organic." But, as mentioned 
before, this does not explain much and is only the 
crudest basis for subsequent theories. 

Another theory that gained wide acceptance 
(and has kept it) is that the chemical solvents do 
just that in the body — they are thought to be 
dissolving nerve coatings and brain tissue. This 
destruction causes the anesthetic affects and there 
may be something to this theory. But it’s never 
been proved. But neither has any other theory. 
This "dissolving membrane" theory of intoxication 
has also been put forward for alcohol, but again, 
nobody’s sure. The actions of solvents in the body 
are so complex and varied, it’s easier to study 
gene replication. 

Many organic solvents (alcohol included) 
appear to antagonize benzodiazepine receptors 
and from this it is theorized some of their relaxing’ 
effects — both muscular and psychic — are 
related to the same effects produced by 
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benzodiazepines such as Valium or Xanax. 
Chloroform used to be used to stop twitching, 
something accomplished today by the use of 
benzodiazepines. Other actions of inhalants look 
similar to those of barbiturates. 

Other theories of how inhalants work involve 
changes in the way the brain uses citric acid and 
phosphorus) and _ inhibiting oxidation _ of 
neurotransmitters. Other theories say inhalants 
form microcrystals inside the brain’s synapses and 
block or interfere with neural transmission of 
electrical signals. 

Physical chemistry is essential to really 
understanding huffing. So far, there just isn’t the 
kind of understanding of inhalants that we have of 
other drugs. Luckily, the pharmacokinetics of 
solvents (the way they are taken up and distributed 
around the body) is much better understood. We 
may not know what makes it work, but we know 
what we see. 

One thing we see is there is, as yet, no 
antidote to solvent intoxication. Unlike other drugs, 
where physicians can utilize other chemicals to 
antagonize or neutralize their effects — there’s not 
much anyone can do for an inhalant overdose 
except to perhaps mechanically ventilate a person 
so he won't suffocate. Solvents tend to diffuse 
throughout the body, too, showing up later on in all 
tissues. Still, they each have varying affinities for 
different organs. This may be why it has been 
thought that glue and other inhalants are harmful 
to the kidneys or liver or wherever else 
concentrations of the stuff have shown up. 

The strength of an inhalant is based largely on 
its physical characteristics in reaction with blood, 
fat, air and water. But there are things a huffer can 
do to influence an inhalant’s effects. For instance, 
a faster total absorption of the solvent can be 
gained by rapid and repeated breathing of a small 
amount of the inhalant. Huffers do this when they 
pour a small amount of glue into the bottom of a 
plastic bag, then quickly inhale and exhale the 
bag’s contents, recycling the same breath in and 
out of the lungs. By doing this, the concentration of 
the inhalant is increased faster, bringing on quicker 
and “stronger” effects. 

This happens not only because solvent 
molecules that fail to get absorbed in one breath 
get a chance with the next, but because the level 
of carbon dioxide rockets up when a person has to 
breathe and rebreathe the same air. As CO, rises, 
so does the level of the inhalant, along with the 
level of intoxication, which is at least partially 
related to lack of oxygen (anoxia). 


Other Considerations 


Set and setting, as with other drugs, is very 
important to huffing. Studies with animals show 
that the mere presence of a solvent can induce 
behavioral effects, even in concentrations too low 
to have any real effect. In humans, too, it has been 
suggested that past experience with an inhalant 
may lead a user to begin experiencing the effects 
well before they set in. This same phenomenon 
has been observed with alcohol, too. 

One strange aspect of huffing is a curious 
"aversion" tolerance. Normally, tolerance to a drug 
is understood to mean a user requiring larger 
doses of a drug to get an effect. Tolerance to some 
drugs is very quick — LSD, for instance, creates 
almost immediate tolerance, which is also lost very 
quickly afterward. 

Some solvents appear to induce tolerance and 
some do not. At times tolerance seems to rise and 
then fall with continued use — this is seen in the 
case of drinking alcohol where some tolerance to 
its effects is normal, but drops in those who 
become chronically addicted to it. 

What is strange in some inhalants is that, 
sometimes, the user develops an aversion to the 
substance with prolonged use. In other words, 
although a test animal (or human) might find glue- 
sniffing to be very pleasant, with time they start to 
hate it. This is even truer if there is a period of 
abstinence before resuming huffing. During a time 
when you might think a person would lose 
tolerance, and even crave the drug — the opposite 
happens. Rabbits stuck back into the toluene 
chamber after a respite from the fumes, can’t stand 
it anymore. Chloroform users who spend some 
time getting sober, later find the smell of the stuff 
to be revolting, where before it was pleasant. 

This characteristic of huffing needs to be 
studied more. Understanding the ability of a 
substance to create an aversion to itself would be 
of real value in finding a way to cure alcoholism, or 
other kinds of drug addiction. But the effect is not 
simple. Some chemicals form negative reinforce- 
ments at low. concentrations while higher 
concentrations encourage more huffing. Others are 
the opposite. 

Some, like nitrous oxide, seem to straddle a 
fairly wide range of concentrations. Normally, high 
concentrations of NO (greater than 70%) are 


required to get a negative reaction, but 
concentrations as low as 30% have produced it, 
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too. At the same time, the reverse has also been 
observed with nitrous oxide. The laughing gas 
given to a person at the dentist’s office normally 
does not exceed 50% nitrous to 50% oxygen, so 
therefore, therapeutic concentrations of nitrous 
oxide may inspire more use in some people and 
turn someone else off to the experience 
completely. 


Dangers 


We’ve already seen that, by far, the greatest 
danger in huffing is getting suffocated when the 
plastic bag gets stuck over your head. But there 
are other concerns, too — mainly damage to the 
brain and other organs. 

The true dangers to the body’s organs caused 
by organic solvents or other inhalants are only 
theorized so far. Like other actions of inhalants, the 
damaging effects are complicated, varied, and not 
well understood. There are some _ observable 
effects, but measuring them is difficult. 

There is no question that toluene, for instance, 
is destructive. That’s easy to discover. Get a dab 
of toluene in your eye for a riveting lesson in tissue 
damage. Only a little less painful is the experience 
of rubbing toluene onto bare skin and absorbing it 
that way. The user gets all the effects of a glue- 
sniffing high, but some serious irritation. And 
alcohol, another intoxicating organic solvent, is 
famous for the tissue damage it causes particularly 
to the liver. A shot of gin, too, makes a horrible 
eyewash. 

But nobody develops cirrhosis of the liver from 
one weekend binge. It takes repeated and often 
massive exposure to alcohol before the liver 
sustains irreversible damage. 

The liver, though, is an interesting organ, since 
it can regenerate itself. It's possible to destroy 
more than half of a liver and still have it recover, so 
anyone trying to ruin their liver is best advised to 
use whatever poison over a long period of time. 
Chronic, rather than acute use is the key to killing 
a liver. Other organs, too, seem to be pretty 
resilient to the noxious substances humans throw 
at them. 

It is chronic exposure to organic solvents that 
appears to be most dangerous. That’s why the 
government sets limits on the level of exposure 
workers are permitted to endure at the workplace. 
Benzene, for instance, is carcinogenic even at low 
levels and is more tightly controlled than toluene. 
But toluene, too, is thought to be dangerous if one 
breathes it for too long even at low 
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concentrations. In fact, low concentrations may be 
more insidious. 

Chemicals like toluene are soluble in fat. For 
the purposes of getting high, it is an inhalant's 
solubility in blood that is most important since it’s 
the blood that must carry the intoxicant to the 
brain. But substances that are absorbed well into 
fat tend to stay in fatty tissues of the body. From 
there the body releases it very slowly, normally 
building up quite a store. Breathing low 
concentrations of fumes over a period of many 
years can load up a person’s fat tissues with 
poisons like heavy metals and some chemical 
solvents. 

So, theoretically, those solvents that are most 
lipophilic are the most dangerous, especially when 
used over time. Then again, potency is also often a 
measure of solubility in fat — so a user is not likely 
to use much of a high potency, high danger solvent 
to begin with. 

But it’s a good bet that an organic solvent 
absorbed by fat or other tissues is dissolving those 
tissues. This can’t be good. Even though there are 
no studies proving this, it stands to reason, and the 
destruction caused by alcohol (an organic solvent) 
is very well documented. 

One-time or acute use is different. Just as the 
huffer stops his huffing well before deep levels of 
anesthesia are reached, so the huffer ingests far 
less of a given substance when all he’s trying to do 
is get high. His use tends to “spike,” too, lowering 
the overall amount taken. A huffer ingests as much 
as possible as fast as possible then slumps back 
and grins while his body gets rid of it and he 
sobers up. A person on an operating table not only 
gets an even heavier initial dose, he is 
continuously supplied with the inhalant to maintain 
deep anesthesia. That’s one reason patients using 
chloroform or ether need so much time to recover 
— far more time than a huffer needs to get back on 
his feet. 

A huffer might ingest and excrete almost 100% 
of any solvent before dawn. By that time the next 
day he is probably free of the substance entirely. If 
a huffer restricts his hobby to only once in a while, 
there is no reason to believe he has exposed 
himself to anything like "dangerous" levels of 
whatever he’s huffing. Not so the industrial worker. 
In the end it seems far safer to sniff glue from a 
plastic bag than to work in the glue factory. It’s 
smarter to huff spray paint than to work in the 
spray paint factory. 

Still, these chemicals are destructive at some 
level. There’s no doubt that they destroy at least 
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some cells on contact, and the claim that sniffing 
glue destroys brain cells is true. But so does 
breathing the air in any city or town. So does 
drinking beer or climbing mountains. 

There is also reason to believe that some 
inhalant chemicals can produce teratological 
effects — deformed babies. In the shorter term, 
most of them have an immediate effect on heart 
rate and blood pressure. People with any problems 
in this area would be advised not to play around 
with unknown inhalants. Some can cause 
arrhythmia or fibrillation and screw up the normal 
beating of the heart. Coupled with severe irritation 
of the lungs, the effects on the heart might be 
enough to kill you. The inhalant amyl nitrate — so 
famous for its supposed ability to enhance sexual 
pleasure — is used in medicine specifically 
because of its rapid and dramatic reduction of 
blood flow to the heart. While that’s nice for 
treating some kinds of acute heart conditions, it’s 
nothing a healthy person needs. 

Studies of inhalants’ actions in the brain show 
a Clear activity in the frontal cortex and the reticular 
formation. The former has a lot to do with an 
individual’s personality. The latter is part of the 
"deep brain" where some very basic behavior is 
controlled — things like sleep. The fact that 
inhalants can cause hallucinations, loss of motor 
control, and unconsciousness are gigantic clues 
that their effects on the brain are strong. Lasting 
damage, though, has not yet been linked to 
huffing, not in scientific tests. 

Then again, not many tests have been done on 
huffing. 


Other Safety Considerations 


The safety of huffing is unknown on a 
physiological level over time. In the short run, 
however, there are a couple of safety precautions. 
If you’re going to huff, it would be best to stick with 
inhalants already tried out on other people. Things 
like nitrous oxide seem to be exceedingly safe — 
others, like propane, have a shorter track record. 

Do not mix any other drug with an inhalant — 
especially not alcohol. This is for two reasons. 
One, a demonstrated effect of “second gases" has 
been established in anesthesia. The use of other 
inhalants can do more than enhance the effects of 
the first substance. Sometimes it can change the 
character entirely. Alcohol, while not an inhalant 
per se, is sufficiently similar to put it in the same 
category. 


Other drugs may have "minor" effects on the 
body that become major problems when doing 
these complex and powerful inhalant drugs. Speed 
will increase the heart rate and blood pressure. As 
we've already seen, inhalants are very much 
affected by both of these things. Mixing inhalants 
with any other drug, even cold pills, can make 
rational dosing impossible instead of merely 
difficult. 

Which is another reason not to mix other drugs 
— especially alcohol — with inhalants. You need 
all of your wits about you. Inhalants affect judgment 
to begin with and you must never make critical 
decisions while intoxicated like that. Being drunk 
seriously increases the chance of making a critical 
error in judgment. 

Same goes for decisions made while high on 
glue. Don’t make any. You are not capable of 
doing anything besides sitting there. You are as 
good as dead drunk, don’t even try to do the 
dishes, much less drive a car. In fact, before 
huffing, set things up for the idiot who will be 
arriving soon (you). 

As mentioned before, make sure you cannot 
become trapped in a plastic bag or otherwise 
smother yourself should you become unconscious. 
Do not huff from the main container of whatever it 
is you’re huffing. In the case of solvents that 
means less risk of a spill, which can have all kinds 
of consequences if you fall asleep next to it, or if it 
catches fire. 

When huffing nitrous oxide from pressurized 
tanks or cans, fill a balloon or some other larger 
container with the gas and then breathe it. The gas 
coming from a pressurized canister comes out very 
cold and can cause instant and serious freezing 
injury to any skin it hits. 

Remove any hard, sharp objects from the area 
(put the coffee table in the other room) and replace 
them with pillows, mattresses and soft rugs. Take 
any firearms out of the place. Remove anything 
flammable, especially lighters or matches. 
Inhalants are often very flammable. 

Best of all is to do it in a group, where not 
everyone is huffing at the same time. Remember 
you're sailing in uncharted territory and you could 
use some supervision. Best of all is to have one of 
the participants stay straight and enforce the safety 
rules. This person can later tell you all the 
ridiculous or profound things you said, keep you 
from calling your ex-sweetheart and perform other 
valuable services. @ 
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Claims by psychedelic explorers like Timothy Leary, 
Terence and Dennis McKenna, John C. Lilly and others 
that the use of psychoactive substances exposes the 
mind to subatomic sources of knowledge beg the ques- 
tion of theoretical legitimacy. Although the psychedelic 
experience is more often couched in shamanistic and 
mystical terms, published statements by Terence 
McKenna specifically attribute communication between 
the quantum level and the conscious mind to Electron 
Spin Resonance (ESR). The work of French physicist 
Jean Charon, and the American scientist and inventor 
Arthur M. Young suggest there may exist an experimen- 
tally testable mechanism active in the transference of 
information from the microcosmic scale of particles, 
atoms, and molecules to the macroscopic scale of the 
human brain. The theoretical possibility for this process 
is explored in this article, with reference to some 
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potential support from R. Buckminster Fuller's 
“energetic vectorial geometry," synergetics. 

Peculiarities of relativistic physics and quantum me- 
chanics dictate that existence should have a dual nature, 
with different protocols for interaction among the con- 
stituents within each realm, and that the two realms, 
separated as they are by opposite entropic tendencies, 
are nevertheless joined by a singular, sui generis and 
metatemporal point, according to French physicist Jean 
Charon. This point of intersection, the Omphalos of ex- 
istence (an existence which is expressed by dimensional 
extension away from the point into the twin universes 
called by Charon the "Real" and the "Imaginary") seems 
to be the dimensionless source of the forms that inform 
both things and thoughts. 

R. Buckminster Fuller's geometrodynamic system, 
called "synergetics," supports this cosmological model, 
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and it is in his "Pumping Model" for a vector equilib- 
rium that we find an identity of form with Charon's 
complex model of the electron. For Charon, the electron 
is a Zero point vector equilibrium state, with wave prop- 
agation properties divided into two dimensionally 
segregated continua. Fuller tells us: 


"The vector equilibrium as the prime con- 
vergence-divergence, i.e., gravity-radiation 
nucleus, provides the nuclear nothingness, the 
zero point where waves can go through waves 
without interfering with other waves. The 
waves are accommodated by the zeroness, by 
the octave of four positive and four negative 
phasings, and by a nuclear terminal inside- 
outing and a unique pattern-limit terminal 
outside-inning... The center of the vector 
equilibrium is zero. The frequency is zero... 
the center has a value of two. The significance 
is that it has a concave and a convex. It has 
both insideness and outsideness congruently. 
It is as far as you can go. You turn yourself 
inside out and go in the other direction again. 
This is a _ terminal condition... Gravity 
converts to radiation. This is exactly why, in 
physics, Einstein's supposition is correct 
regarding the conservation of universe: it 
turns around at both the maximum of 
expansion and the minimum of contraction, 
because there is clearly provided a limit and 
its mathematical accommodation at which it 
turns itself inside out.” 


We discover here an image of a self-enclosing uni- 
verse with a node point at which the extreme limits of 
scale, the microcosm and the macrocosm, intersect and 
pass into each other without interference. Like a giant 
Mobius strip, or rather like a torus (as Arthur M. Young 
models it), the finite and the infinite cross paths at the 
zero point, whose "center is everywhere and circumfer- 
ence nowhere," (as Nicolas of Cusa expressed it). 

Into the realm of things, the mind intrudes, an alien 
presence, searching for knowledge of a world of 
palpable objects. But within the empirical manifold of 
the physical world, the mind is limited to knowledge 
that it can gather through the perceptual filters of its 
sense organs. And these sensations are harvested from a 
single point of reference within a space-time grid. The 
circumstance of limited perceptual scope leads to the 
desirability of perceptual augmentation. In order that the 
sought-for knowledge of existence as a whole should not 
be circumscribed and finitely limited to a strictly local 
focus, we invent and discover methods of information 


gathering beyond our five senses. 

Mechanisms for enhancing perception have been 
employed with great cunning by evolving life forms over 
billions of years. Perceptual prostheses are not limited to 
human technical inventions like eyeglasses and tele- 
phones. In fact, the blossoming array of electronic de- 
vices for communication, calculation, measurement, and 
remote planetary reconnaissance and seabed exploration, 
impressive as they are as harbingers of a revolution in 
the expansion of human access to information available 
only from vantages beyond the immediate experience of 
the individual mind, fail to overshadow the low-tech 
"lenses" available to us individually in the natural physi- 
cal environment. 

Information from vantage points beyond the sense 
receptors attached to the individual mind has tradition- 
ally been gained through language and verbal communi- 
cation with other minds. But it has also been accessible 
by way of neurochemical interface with psychoactive 
plants and plant derivatives. Our knowledge of just 
which species of vegetation are likely to enhance 
transpersonal perception has often been gained, accord- 
ing to Ronald K. Siegel, from our fellow creatures on the 
planet. Indirectly, by observing the behavior of mam- 
mals, birds, and insects, humans have learned that cer- 
tain plants and fungi affect perception when they are 
ingested. 

In the absence of scientific support for the claim that 
perceptions and knowledge gained through the use of 
psychoactive plants are empirically "valid," and despite 
persistent testimony for the existence of realms far dif- 
ferent from those experienced through the unenhanced 
senses, an intellectual schism has been created. Argu- 
ments supporting the validity of subjectively verified 
states have gone begging for objective verification. But 
arguments denying their legitimacy fail to offer convinc- 
ing alternatives to the testimony of those who have ex- 
perienced existence as others have not. 

Until now it has been a question of whether or not 
reality can be determined democratically, and if not, 
then what limits beside consensuality can be placed on 
reality? Or can there be any? Like the cosmos itself, the 
orthodox consensus of our day would have to turn itself 
inside out to achieve closure to this argument. 

To finally reconcile the schism and de-politicize the 
realm of perception (as R.D. Laing insisted must be 
done in his The Politics of Experience), it will be 
necessary to outline a cosmology complete enough to 
account not only for the empirical world of physical 
reality, but also the noetic world of consciousness, and 
to further account for their immediate overlap in the 
realm of experience. Such a cosmology must satisfy both 
the demand for scientific legitimacy and subjective 
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legitimacy, which is to say that it must model reality in 
terms that can be both measured and experienced, with 
veto power over legitimacy belonging to neither 
subjective nor objective judgment. Rather, any complete 
cosmology must recognize both the inner and the outer 
realms of reality as mutually foundational to existence, 
and hence to our knowledge of existence. 

Before making the claim that any experience gained 
by the mind through neurochemical enhancement consti- 
tutes actual knowledge of a reality separate from physi- 
cal, empirical reality, it is incumbent on any such cos- 
mology to demonstrate the existence of the noumenal or 
"Imaginary" realm. And it will further be necessary that 
some mechanism for communication between the realms 
of form and of information be demonstrated. This is the 
first task at hand. 

A formalization of this requirement has already been 
supplied, as outlined above, by Jean Charon. His theory 
of Complex Relativity posits precisely the framework 
our proposed cosmology demands, and he has gone a 
long way in extrapolating from the edifice of theory to- 
ward a solid understanding of the unity and informa- 
tional intercourse between microcosmic and macrocos- 
mic domains. 

According to Charon, electrons, by virtue of their 
"spin," are able to communicate, through the emission 
and absorption of virtual particles (photons), informa- 
tion to and from the "Real" universe and the "Imaginary" 
microuniverses associated with each point-like electron. 
Whether or not Dennis McKenna became directly aware 
of this informational conduit between the microcosm 
and the macrocosm through his ingestion of Stropharia 
Cubensis mushrooms, he is reported to have observed to 
his brother Terence (as recorded in the latter's True 
Hallucinations) that he received information through the 
tryptamine compounds in the mushroom by virtue of 
Electron Spin Resonance (ESR). Jf he received any such 
electron-generated information, ESR would be the likely 
mechanism for its transmittal. 

Notions of "Real" and "Imaginary" space are quite 
difficult for minds educated into a classical physics. 
Even the relativistic concept of space-time, popularized 
as it has been, remains a bit arcane. So it should not sur- 
prise us that we experience some difficulty grasping 
what Charon means when he expresses the nature of 
electrons as dimensionless particles straddling the inter- 
section between two four dimensional universes, one 
being the four dimensional space-time continuum de- 
scribed by Einstein's theory of relativity, made up of one 
time and three space dimensions, and the other a micro- 
universe, also of three space and one time dimension, 
but with opposite entropic properties. 

The terms "Real" and "Imaginary" are only semantic 
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terms, comparable to the real and imaginary numbers of 
mathematics. We can argue from common sense that 
there is no such thing as the square root of a negative 
integer, but in fact there is, and it is a very useful and 
pragmatic numeral concept with every-day utility in en- 
gineering applications. Jean Charon has opened a simi- 
lar vein of useful knowledge. The "Imaginary" 
microuniverse is accessible from our ordinary "Real" 
universe through the very real and measurable activities 
of the electron, which may dip into a realm of actual ex- 
istence whose characteristics are in sharp contrast to the 
reality of forward time flow and thermodynamic decay 
(entropy) with which we are familiar through observa- 
tion of macroscopic material existence. According to 
Complex Relativity, electrons partake of a hidden 
domain that shares the strange qualities of existence ex- 
pected to be found inside a black hole. As Charon points 
out, conditions there would run counterintuitively: time 
runs "backward," which is another way of saying that 
entropy decreases over time and hence order of 
"information" increases over time. 

The idea of dimensionally separate universes or sub- 
domains of Universe is already generally familiar to 
those with a passing acquaintance with the concepts of 
black holes, gravitational singularities, and the event 
horizon of the Swartzchild radius. A thorough dis- 
cussion of the cosmological topology which makes 
possible distinct dimensional realms (such as those 
identified by Charon) will not be undertaken here. Al- 
bert Einstein introduced the geometrodynamic theory of 
gravity to the world of human knowledge, and it is his 
theory that opened the possibility of further develop- 
ments, like Charon's complex electron-space, and 
Stephen Hawking's gravitationally collapsed black hole. 
Fuller's contribution to the geometry of a hyperdimen- 
sional cosmology will likely be called upon to explain 
the phenomena of phase transitions in the early evolu- 
tion of the physical universe. The mathematical problem 
of chirality (handedness), which poses such an enigma 
in the realm of physics, can be solved by permitting the 
four dimensional inside-outing across geometric vectors, 
as Fuller proposed. The demonstrable reality of the 
gravitational topology of the spacetime continuum 
strongly suggests the legitimacy of these theoretical 
propositions. 

Like Jean Charon, Arthur M. Young identifies two 
domains of reality calling them (after St. Basil of 
Caesarea) the “intelligible world," which lies outside of 
time, and the "sensible world," with which we are sen- 
sually familiar. Remarkably, Basil claimed that the in- 
telligible and sensible worlds share "an intelligible mat- 
ter" identified as light. 
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Young's theory on the intrinsic nature of process and 
purpose at the fundamental level of existence, expanded 
upon in his The Reflexive Universe, parallels much of 
Charon's work on the photon. Young makes a con- 
vincing argument for regarding the photon as the quan- 
tum of action. Although Charon and Young differ in 
their identification of first-causes (the electron and the 
photon, respectively), both seem to agree on the funda- 
mental purposiveness exhibited by the photon. Alone in 
all of creation, the photon is clearly the transmitter of 
information and even action, as quantum electrodynam- 
ics demonstrates. 

Young's hypothesis is fundamentally a geometro- 
dynamic one. Like Einstein, Charon, and Fuller, he en- 
| visions the essential interrelationships between matter, 
force, and mind to be hidden in a hyperdimensional ge- 
ometry. Philosophically, the geometrodynamic view 
harkens back to Pythagoras, who professed that all of 
the meaningful relationships in creation can be ex- 
pressed in geometrical terms. 

For Einstein, the mathematical proof of this assertion 
was found in the Lorentz transformation, which demon- 
strated the dimensional continuity between the three 
spatial dimensions and time. Fuller's iconoclastic 
geometry, in which he endeavors to show the tetrahe- 
dron to be the quantum of spatial relationship, develops 
what may prove to be the required calculus to support 
the claims of this article: that Young and Charon have 
supplied us with the narrative explication of the place of 
mind in the geometric/topological continuum of the 
universe. The revelations of this theoretical tag-team 
seem to lead directly to a positive assertion regarding the 
possible veracity of claims of mental communication 
between macroscopic minds and a microscopic realm of 
pure intelligence. 

To lend legitimacy to this claim, the task at hand is to 
show a direct line of topologically necessary and suffi- 
cient causes between quantum events and macroscopic, 
organized and purposeful activities. If we tentatively 
adopt as viable the hypotheses of Charon and Young, we 
seem able to offer just such a dynamic lineage. 

All organic actions and chemical processes occur as 
the result of the exchange of photons (light "particles") 
between electrons. Photons are massless "virtual par- 
ticles" (at light speed they do not participate in the 
"Real" or the "Imaginary" universes’ time-lines). They 
act as messengers and carriers of precise, detailed 
information regarding state changes to be imposed on 
the recipient particle by the transmitting particles. No 
chemical reaction (and hence no organic process or 
neural activity) takes place without the photonic 
exchange instituted by participating electrons. On the 
surface, this may appear to be a straight-forward 


mechanical exchange of particles, with corresponding 
changes in electrical charges in complete accord with 
classical laws of physics. Charon argues that something 
much more vital is taking place. 

Photons, timeless entities, are the sole source of in- 
formation and knowledge for us. They emerge from 
"Imaginary" spaces, through the conduit of microcosmic 
particles, and inform the "Real" universe with informa- 
tion selected from the ever-increasing order of the anti- 
entropic realm of their origin. The significance of life, 
and of the evolution of consciousness as an outgrowth of 
life, lies in the similarity of their anti-entropic tendencies 
to those found within gravitational singularities. Life 
and intelligence act in a manner contrary to entropy, de- 
spite the ubiquitous rein of entropy and decay through- 
out the rest of material creation. 

In the work of Arthur M. Young we find a coherent 
schematic for the descent of intelligence into matter, and 
its ascent up through the self-organizing chemistry of 
life. The descent phase has to do with the transmigration 
of intelligence from its point-source in the cosmos (the 
singularity identified by Charon as the electron and 
shown by Young to be carried by the photon). Young 
deftly argues that we can identify seven kingdoms in this 
process, beginning with light and ending at the level of 
"dominion," the stage at which human consciousness 
comes into play. 

This process involves first the descent of an intelli- 
gible force from the realm of light (the "monad"), to the 
nuclear, the atomic, and finally the molecular ("molar") 
dimensions of existence. At each point in this descent, a 
spatial or noetic degree of freedom is forfeited. But in 
the ascending phase, which comprises the transmigra- 
tion of light through molar existence to plant, animal, 
and at last sentient domains, the dimensions of 
"freedom" are again expanding. 

The significance of this schema for the present dis- 
cussion is to be found in the direct hierarchial lineage 
connecting each of the ascending domains. We find, 
according to Young, that each domain is subdividable 
into seven substages of process. The molar kingdom, for 
instance, encompasses all the chemicals, from 
monatomic metals, though salts, the methane series, 
functional compounds, polymers, proteins, and finally 
DNA. In the molar kingdom we first encounter the anti- 
entropic increase of organizational hierarchies, and be- 
ginning particularly at the polymer substage we discover 
the nascent ability of a substance to expand and grow. 
At the pinnacle of the molecular kingdom, DNA is 
found to be the carrier of chemical information par 
excellence. Its ability to self-replicate and to initiate and 
guide organic development and evolution places it at the 
nexus between the microcosm and the macrocosm. 
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Young says that "The theory of process recognizes that 
an organism can be under the control of the quantum of 
action, as can a molecule." If the motivation for action in 
the organism springs from such a fundamental level, and 
if that purposiveness can be communicated to the 
organism through the molecule, then we have much that 
is new to consider. 
Even more intriguingly, Young states: 


"I have suggested that DNA with its possibly 
superconductive core, its coiling, its necessary 
inductance — together with the fact that all 
nearby cells have this same DNA — could 
broadcast at frequencies in the lower part of 
the infrared, not only to monitor activity 
within its own cell, but to coordinate growth 
steps of neighboring cells." 


DNA is the "intelligent molecule." It sends forth into 
the cell RNA molecules to create proteins and other 
chemical constituents of the organism. The organism 
itself has been styled by some biologists as secondary to 
DNA itself, a mere tool to ensure the survival and prop- 
agation of the molecular complex. But the ascent of in- 
telligence proposed by Young suggests an additional 
role for the organism, one that includes sentient con- 
sciousness in the grand scheme of creation. 

The DNA of certain plants directs them to produce 
chemicals that actively influence neurological activity in 
animals and humans. Whether or not the activity thus 
produced is "meaningful" or merely an aberrant epiphe- 
nomena is central to the current thesis. A sympathetic 
reading of Arthur M. Young's Theory of Process leads 
us to conclude that to deny purposiveness at this level 
would be to make an exception to an otherwise reason- 
able and coherent theory, purely on biased grounds. 

We should note that within the human organism 
there already exists molecular communication with the 
conscious mind. Cellular (genetic) communication with 
the entirety of the organism would be expected to occur 
at the level of involuntary reflex, and this is clearly the 
case for the most part. But Young finds a case to be 
made for another avenue of direct micro-macro 
communication in the force identified by practitioners of 
yoga as "Kundalini": 


"This force is said to arise at the base of the 
spine and to flow up through the spinal 
column, linking the various nerve centers. The 
chakras are not recognized as such in Western 
science, but correspond to the ganglia or 
centers of the automatic nervous system and 
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possibly the endocrine glands (located 
approximately in the same areas). However 
this may be, the Kundalini force would 
constitute a linking up of a series of centers 
which control the human organism." 


Plant organisms communicate directly with the 
photonic realm. As Fuller says, "Photosynthesis im- 
pounds energy, and by orderly molecular formation and 
crystal building, the synergetic intertransformabilities 
and associabilities and disassociabilities of the isotropic- 
vector-matrix field accommodation occur." In other 
words, light directs the production of organics through 
geometric and topological logic. In the process, plants 
create chemicals capable of directing intelligent insight 
in sentient minds. 

The subjective form such “in-sights" take are of 
interest. LSD (an ergot derivative) and other psychoac- 
tive botanical chemicals have long been known to pro- 
duce intricate geometric displays akin to fractal patterns. 
But these chemicals also seem to be adept at communi- 
cating on the symbolic level most characteristic of sen- 
tient beings with a brainful of psychic baggage. 
Archetypes and images of emotive power are most often 
encountered. Jung's realm of the collective unconscious, 
whether phenomenal or epiphenomenal, is activated and 
becomes, at least subjectively, real. The introduction of 
psychoactive chemicals into the nervous system, like the 
shining of a cohesive beam of light (laser) on a holo- 
graphic plate, creates a dimensionally complete world of 
information. DMT elves chitter to the mind and seem to 
make every effort to communicate directly. Akashic 
records of life's long trek from the source singularity are 
opened for uncensored examination. Our reaction to this 
invitation is the only question for which the answer is 
not supplied, because our degree of freedom in the 
noetic realm is absolute. The question of how we will 
respond to an open invitation to a realm of light is ours 
to answer. Our response may be the reason for our be- 
ing. @ 
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I discovered _ self-publishing (also called printer. They are responsible for marketing the book — 
"independent publishing") by default — by the time I _ that is, trying to get it reviewed by mailing out numer- 
was finished writing the Teenage Liberation Handbook, 4 ous copies to magazines, newspapers, etc., perhaps 
publishers had rejected it. I felt urgent and didn't want _ setting up a speaking tour for the author, planning ad- 
to sit around losing momentum. So I read about pub- vertising, etc. And publishers are responsible for ful- 
lishing, joined a local organization, counted my money, _fillment — delivering the books to people who order 
chose a business name and registered it with the state, them. For large publishers this usually means shipping 
did lots of cutting and pasting and rearranging books to distributors and wholesalers, who supply 
(especially for the cover) and hired a printer in Michi- them to bookstores and libraries and directly to con- 
gan to print 1,000 copies. Three years into the process,I sumers. In short, a publisher takes nearly complete re- 
have no regrets and would not sell either of my books sponsibility, including financial responsibility, for 
to an outside publisher unless they offered me a very turning a piece of writing into a book and making it 
large chunk of money up front AND a contract that left available to the public. Some publishers contract out 
me a lot more power than authors usually have. I get some of the work — cover illustrations, publicity in 
excited when I talk to anyone about self-publishing, but faraway cities. Most publishers contract out the actual 
I think it is an especially appropriate topic for un- printing. 

schoolers, who are already busy reclaiming control 

over their own lives and creativity. This is not to say What self-publishers do 

that self-publishing is a good choice for everyone or for Allichthe abave. 

every writing project. 


Advantages of self-publishing as seen through 

Ia ieersters do , : Grace's eyes 
eat ea ag eae usctipts,: Hind — TI earn more $ per book sold. Wholesalers, distribu- 
Pewee tors, bookstores, and printers each get their share, but 
for each Teenage Liberation Handbook sold I get about $5 
What book publishers do to $7; for each Real Lives, $3.50 to $5.50 (the 11 writers 
Everything except write the books they publish. each get 13¢). About half of the money I get goes to of- 
That is, publishers design the overall look of a book fice expenses and capital for the next project, so I per- 
including its typeface (font) and cover. They decide  gonally earn $1.75 to $3.50 per copy, more when people 
how many copies to print and then choose and pay a 
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mail-order directly from me. That may not sound great, 
but a typical publisher would pay me a little less than 
$1 per copy sold. By doing all the work, I earn more 
money, thereby rescuing myself from an unpleasant 
side job. (Very few people actually make a living by 
writing.) (I do have a side job — belly dancing and 
teaching — but I prefer not to have to rely on it for any 
income. That way I don't have to take any performing 
gigs I don't want to do, don't have to teach class all the 
time, etc.) 
—I retain control over almost every aspect of the book: 

what it says (nothing censored). 

how it looks (designing is FUN!). 

how many copies are printed. 

how soon they are printed. (It usually takes a YEAR 
from the time a writer sends a publisher the final, re- 
vised manuscript until the book is on the shelves of a 
bookstore.) 

how long it stays in print. (I am therefore likely to 
sell more books over a longer period of time than an 
outside publisher would — most publishers let most 
books go out of print after a few years.) 

when and whether it is revised. 
—TI learn tons about running a business and about the 
book publishing world. 


Disadvantages of self-publishing as seen through 
Grace's eyes 

— I don't sell as many books as quickly as I might 
through an outside publisher, since larger publishers 
have publicity people etc. working for them and more 
cash flow to invest in advertising. On the other hand, 
publishers only choose a few books to promote heavily 
— others receive little attention. So far I have sold 6,500 
Teenage Liberation Handbook's and 3,000 Real Live's. 

— I continually have to do lots of pain-in-the-ass work 
like making invoices, ordering new printings, packing 
boxes of books, sending out review copies when mag- 
azines etc. request them, talking on the phone to book- 
stores, finding new distributors, making flyers and oc- 
casionally mailing them to bookstores, etc. (Actually 
my husband helps with a lot of the more menial stuff, 
but there's still more than either of us want to do.) 

— TI have to store several thousand books in my garage. 
— I have to pay a printer for each new printing of the 
Teenage Liberation Handbook and Real Lives, and for any 
new books which I choose to publish myself. This costs 
about $1.50 to $1.70 per copy as long as I have 3,000- 
4,000 printed at once. 


Who should self-publish: 

— people who like dealing with money and do not 
think business has to be evil. 

— people who enjoy being organized and are not ter- 
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ribly confused by having to keep track of lots of details 
at once. 

— people who like to do a variety of things, including 
working with design and aesthetics, organizing a book 
into chapters and sub-headings, etc. 

— people who have access to a computer and are famil- 
iar with a word processing program (a page layout 
program would probably help too but is unnecessary). 
— people who have (or can raise) about $3,000 to 
$5,000 to start out with. 

— people who like writing letters and talking on the 
phone and aren't embarrassed to promote their own 
work. (I could stand some improvement in this de- 
partment, but I'm getting better.) 

— people who have written clearly and intelligently on 
a subject appropriate for self-publishing. 

I am definitely not saying it's bad in some general 
sense to work with publishers. Especially for fiction 
writers, there are many advantages. Smaller publishers 
often make a real commitment to each of the books and 
authors they work with. On the other hand, there's 
definitely a certain prestige about being published by a 
large, well-established publisher like HarperCollins or 
Jeremy P. Tarcher. I guess at this point I take enough 
pride in all aspects of my work that I'm not too con- 
cerned with prestige. But at first I did worry about the 
stigma attached to self-publishing, and tried to keep it a 
semi-secret. And, even now, there are things out of my 
reach because I'm a self-publisher. For instance, I can't 
be listed in Contemporary Authors, even though both 
books have been reviewed favorably in the most re- 
spected library and trade publications. 


Subjects appropriate for self-publishing 

Non-fiction, especially how-to books and focused, 
very specific books. One of my distributors specializes 
in selling self-published books to libraries. A few cur- 
rent bestsellers: You Can Teach Yourself Rock Guitar; 
Come Fly With Me! Your 90’s Guide to Becoming a Flight 
Attendant; Easy-to-Make Fairy Tale Dolls; and Women [n- 
ventors and their Discoveries. 


Subjects that don't usually work for self-publishers 
Fiction of any kind, and poetry. 


Why I am telling you all this 

I know, this isn't supposed to be a writer's 
newsletter. But many unschoolers have expertise in 
unique areas, and many enjoy large, serious, real-world 
projects. I don't think it's at all unrealistic to suggest 
that if you have a strong interest, maybe you should 
consider rounding out your own experience and 
knowledge with additional research, and then writing 
and publishing a book. A book on making ice sculp- 
tures, ways to learn from really old people, starting a 
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performing musical group, making boxes out of fimo, 
ways to get around minimum-age requirements in 
various situations, interviews with people who have 
had telepathic experiences with animals — whatever. 
You needn't reveal your age to anyone — printers, dis- 
tributors, bookstores — except when traveling or 
speaking in order to promote your book. (Anyway, 
once you are at that point, being especially young or 
old would work in your favor by drawing more media 
attention.) 


Resources 


Essentials: 

Dan Poynter, The Self-Publishing Manual, latest edition. 

Tom and Marilyn Ross, The Complete Guide to Self-Pub- 
lishing, latest edition. 

None of the other guides are nearly as good as these 
two, though even these have their faults. 


Very useful books: 

Mark Beach, et al., Getting it Printed 

John Kremer, Book Marketing Made Easier, latest edition. 

John Kremer, 101 Ways to Market Your Book 

John Kremer, Directory of Book, Catalog and Magazine 
Printers. 


You'll also need: 
— A book or two on writing (the publishing books 
cover these areas abysmally). I recommend William 
Zinsser's On Writing Well, Strunk and White's The Ele- 
ments of Style, and Margaret Shertzer's The Elements of 
Grammar. 

— Probably a book on editing, even though you'll 
probably get a friend or parent to help. I like Arthur 
Plotnik's The Elements of Editing: A Modern Guide for Edi- 
tors and Journalists and Editors on Editing: What Writers 
Need to Know About What Editors Do. Neither of these is 
intended for writers who are ultimately responsible for 
editing their own work, but they are nevertheless very 
helpful. 

— A book or two on business. I use and love Bernard 
Kamoroff's Small Time Operator. 

If you live near a big city you can probably attend 
meetings of a regional association for independent 
publishers. For $35 I joined the Northwest Association 
of Book Publishers, which meets monthly for a couple 
of hours in Portland, two hours’ drive from here. I only 
went to three meetings, but each one greatly clarified 
such things as cover design, working with printers, 
getting distributors, and how to get a book displayed at 
major trade shows. The other members were extraordi- 
narily helpful, and each time we also had a presenta- 
tion on a specific topic. 


Self-Publishing On A Smaller Scale 


Publishing an entire book is a huge undertaking, 
not appropriate for everyone. But publishing can also 
work on other levels, such as 


Zines or newsletters 

The more specialized, the more likely you are to 
find subscribers. I know that sounds backwards, but 
since there are already good magazines on most sub- 
jects, you have to find your own niche by pleasing a 
small but potentially loyal group of people, as Jeremiah 
and Serena Gingold have done with their Pen-Pal Net- 
work/Homeschoolers for Peace. A terrific resource, both to 
read about other people's zines (Science Fiction Eye, Eu- 
thanasia Roses, Wrestling Perspective) and to learn how to 
do your own (not that you couldn't figure it out by 
yourself — can be very simple) is The World of Zines, by 
Mike Gunderloy and Cari Goldberg Janice (Penguin, 
1992). 


You can also specialize by subject. If there 
are too many music Zines in your city already, 
focus in tighter. Is there room for one dis- 
cussing industrial music? How about ska? 
Similarly, you can compete with Mother Earth 
by concentrating on hydroelectric power, or 
mixed-row gardening. 


Poetry chapbooks 

Print (at a local copy shop) a few hundred booklets 
of your poetry to give away or sell, but without intend- 
ing to make a profit. 


A publication for family andlor friends 

such as historical fiction about your ancestors, fiction 
projecting your friends' or siblings’ futures, copies of 
letters exchanged over several years. Have a few dozen 
copies printed at a local copy shop. An excellent re- 
source for ideas is Peter Stillman's Families Writing 
(Writer's Digest, 1989): 


My Sister and I's hand-lettered cover reads: "a 
collection of poems and stories." The booklet's 
author is Lola Booth, an Idaho schoolteacher 
who created the work as a gift for her sister's 
fortieth birthday. The contents were wide- 
ranging, having in common only that they ad- 
dress moments and memories that she and her 
sister shared as kids. There's a poem about the 
two of them being punished for playing at a lo- 
cal dump, another for picking huckleberries; a 
prose piece on a hunting trip, one about an ac- 
cident their father had. That sort of stuff. 
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Nothing extraordinary, heart-rending, grand. 
Just the homely incidents of life, the unremark- 
able details, the commonplace. Which is the 
raw material of all good writing and which is 
also why anyone, no matter how apparently 
uneventful his or her life, can't possibly ever 
run out of things to write about. My Sister and I, 
like many home-published books I've run 
across intended for family consumption, is an 
acknowledgment of writing's obvious and in- 
estimable value in strengthening essential 
bonds. 


For other ideas 

go to a copy shop and look at all the binding op- 
tions and different computer services and printing for- 
mats such as T-shirts and calendars. (Your poems and 
slogans printed on T-shirts or business cards?) A lo- 
cally-owned shop may have lots of options, but if not, 
try Kinko's. 


Grace's Selected Nitty Gritty 


A few details about how I did it — not how all self- 
publishers do it: I designed the page layout of both the 
Teenage Liberation Handbook and Real Lives on my old 
computer (a 286 PC without Windows) using just Mi- 
crosoft Word. No Pagemaker or other page layout pro- 
gram, although now that I'm doing this zine I might 
buy one to alleviate suffering. I printed out the pages 
on my HP Laser Jet IIP, which prints at 300 dpi, and 
then used rubber cement to paste on the illustrations at 
the beginning of each chapter, most of which I found in 
Dover archives books such as Traditional Japanese Crest 
Designs. I did not have any color illustrations inside the 
book, or any color photos on the cover, because that 
would have knocked my costs way up. 

Because I had a few small photos in unusual places 
(like the beginning of the introduction and chapters 41 
and 42), I had them halftoned here in Eugene at a 
graphics design business and then pasted them directly 
onto the pages. (In order to print a photo, it has to be 
converted via a special screen into a series of black 
dots. Printing cameras can't deal with gray, and so un- 
screened photos come out harsh and garish, without 
much detail. If you've ever tried to photocopy a photo 
without using a special setting, you know what I mean. 
Each halftone — also called a PMT — costs $8, but if I 
have a bunch of photos done at once, they can be 
grouped together, so I can get up to 4 for $8. I some- 
times get family newsletters from friends and readers 
in which they've photocopied photos and the results 
are miserable. Eight dollars would go a long way to- 
ward clear images.) 

For Real Lives, I sent the photos themselves to my 
book printer, since they are in standard rectangular 
shapes. In this case, the printer made their own screens 
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of each photo. (I just recently learned that color photos 
CAN now be used to make black and white halftones, 
which greatly opens up the possibilities for people who 
can't get black and white photos for illustrations. Qual- 
ity, though, isn't quite as good.) 

I checked out prices with over twenty printers 
(which I found in Kremer's Directory). I requested book 
samples from the lower bidders and decided that their 
quality was good enough. I've used two of these print- 
ers, both of which I've been pretty happy with: 
Gilliland Printing, 215 N Summit, Arkansas City, KS, 
67005, and Thomson-Shore, 7300 West Joy Road, Dex- 
ter, MI, 48130. At the moment Gilliland is slightly 
cheaper. 

I cut lots of costs and time on my cover design by 
using a method I guess I made up; it's not described in 
any publication I've seen; after I figure out the design, I 
paste it up in all black-and-white and have 3 high- 
quality photocopies made of it. From these photocopies 
I make 3 separate "plates," one for each color including 
black, by using white tape to mask everything except 
what would be printed in one color. So, for instance, for 
Real Lives there was an 11" x 17" sheet of white paper 
that served as the orange plate; it showed (in black) the 
box around the photo and the words and geometrical 
designs which were to be printed in orange. Everything 
else was blacked out. Your printer can tell you what 
dimensions you need for the book's spine, etc. 

Anyway, let me stress that I did NOT use a com- 
puter to design my covers, except to print out the cover 
text, which I then cut out with scissors and pasted on 
along with the rest of the design. It would have been 
much easier if I did have some sort of computer design 
program, but the point I'm trying to make is that it 
wasn't necessary. Each of my covers cost me less than 
$5 in materials, and a couple days time in the effort to 
get it just right. Even so, the covers on the first two 
printings of the Teenage Liberation Handbook were kind 
of sloppy. I neatened things up for the 3rd printing and 
also discovered that it was inexpensive (about 10¢ per 
copy) to have the books laminated, which prevents 
scuffing and, therefore, too many returned books. 

My favorite distributor is Bookpeople, 7900 Edge- 
water Drive, Oakland, CA 94621. The wholesaler that 
sells the most books for me is Baker and Taylor, 501 S. 
Gladiolus, Momence, IL, 60954 — I had to pay a $100 
start up fee but it's been well worth it. I now have six 
distributors and numerous wholesalers; the thing they 
are all apparently most interested in when deciding 
whether to carry a book is its cover design. Most of my 
sales to libraries and bookstores come through distribu- 
tors and wholesalers; I'd hate to do without them. 


Videos, Music, etc. 
A lot of the principles discussed above also apply 
to producing your own films and videos, music, or 
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greeting cards, and there are books and magazines 
available to help. Some independently produced videos 
that are selling well to libraries are Christy Lane’s Line 
Dancing, Inside Tips on Discovering Antiques, Kids’ Birth- 
day Parties on a Budget, Parents Sharing Books, and 
French Braiding Fast and Easy. See Signal: Communication 
Tools for the Information Age (Harmony, 1988). 


Financing a book 
I know that $3,000-$5,000 is a lot of money, al- 

though to put it in perspective, that's less than what a 

lot of people spend on a few months' worth of private 

school or college. Of course, lots of people can't afford 
private school or college, so here are a few tips based 
on my own experience: 

1. Most books on self-publishing suggest that you will 
spend around $10,000 on book production costs, 
but this is totally unnecessary. Take your time, 
learn new skills, and do as much of the work your- 
self as you possibly can, including cover design. 
Instead of having the book professionally typeset, 
simply use a word processing program with a nice 
font, and consider justifying the right margins for 
an even look. If you don't have a laser printer (or 
even if you do) you can take a disk to a high-tech 
photocopy shop (such as Kinko's) and have it 
printed out at 300, 600, or 1200 dpi (dots per inch). 
Taking care of your own typesetting and cover de- 
sign will save you several thousand dollars. 

2. Request price quotes from at least 10 printers, 
mostly in the midwest. Include Gilliland and 
Thomson-Shore since they are likely to be your 
lowest bidders and will do quality work. Depend- 
ing on the number of pages, you will probably pay 
from $1 to $3 per copy for 2,000 copies. Paper 
prices fluctuate, but I spend from $1.35 to $1.70 per 
copy and order 2,000 to 3,000 at a time, using recy- 
cled paper. 

3. Try to get a few experts’ opinion on your work. If 
they think it's good, try to spring for 2,000 rather 
than 1,000 copies; this will cut your costs in the 
long run. (Also, ask if you can quote their nice 
comments on your back cover.) 

4. Make sure you set your retail price high enough. 
There are good rules of thumb in the Poynter and 
Ross books. 

5. If you can sell about 500 books at retail price or 
near-retail price BEFORE they are printed, you will 
have all the cash you need to pay the printing bill 
for about 2,000 copies. This may not be as difficult 
as it sounds; in fact, without trying very hard I sold 
about 200 prepublication copies of the Teenage Lib- 
eration Handbook, raising about $2,600, and I figured 
that if I'd tried harder I could have raised my entire 
printing bill that way. 


I did this by sending form letters to all my friends, 
acquaintances, extended family, former colleagues 
(teachers), former students, and the people who filled 
out questionnaires for the book. The letter to family and 
friends was primarily a letter rather than a sales pitch, 
explaining what I'd been up to and apologizing for 
losing touch while I'd been so hard at work. (I didn't 
want to alienate people giving them a hardsell; in the 
long run my relationships with them are of course far 
more important than the money they did or didn't in- 
vest in my project.) Both letters offered a $2 discount 
and explained that the book would be shipped in a few 
months. 

Both letters also quoted John Gatto and Susannah 
Sheffer, whom I had not yet met but who had re- 
sponded to my request to read the manuscript and 
comment if they felt so moved. These comments helped 
to assure people that someone besides me thought my 
work was useful. (I contacted about 20 people, some of 
them very famous. Several didn't respond; several had 
secretaries who explained that they were too busy; the 
Colfaxes wrote a wonderful comment which I used 
later.) 

You can supplement your own personal mailing 
list by renting a specialized list of addresses (say, 1,000 
people who subscribe to Spy Magazine, or who are 
massage therapists). There are brokers who provide 
lists like this, such as Zeller and Letica (catalog from 
Z&L, 15 E 26th St, New York, NY 10010). You can also 
directly contact any magazine to ask if they will rent 
you part of their list of subscribers. But I recommend 
NOT following most of the advice in books about direct 
mail and other advertising; most of this advice is based 
on manipulation of your customer and on the hope that 
he/she is stupid (ie. try to somehow convince them 
that your book on decorating vests will make them 
cooler and sexier than all their friends). For one thing, I 
can't morally justify this approach; for another, I don't 
think it works with intelligent/unschooled/free peo- 
ple, and I don't want it to. Instead, be direct and tell 
honestly why your book is useful, quoting recognizable 
experts if possible. @ 


Grace Llewellyn is the author and 
publisher of The Teenage Liberation Handbook: 
How to Quit School and Get a Real Life and 
Education and Real Lives: Eleven Teenagers Who 
Don’t Go to School. 

"Grace's Self-Publishing Sermon" is 
reprinted from Unschooling Ourselves #2, 
January 1994, For further information, contact 
Lowry House Publishers, PO Box 1014, 


Eugene, OR 97440, 
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Illustration by Jim Todd 


Not a day goes by that the mainstream media does not 
report on the battles of the “drug war.” We see on TV 
search warrants served by police breaking down doors with 
battering rams to arrest drug dealers. CNN reports on the 
latest shoot-out in Columbia involving [= 
narco-terrorists. Americans love this | 
sort of TV. But there is a part of the 
illegal drug trade that rarely makes the 
evening news: prescription fraud. 

Prescription fraud can be defined 
as the obtaining of drugs (usually 
controlled substances) from a pharmacy 
by deceit. The deceit is of two forms: 
impersonation of a doctor, nurse or 
receptionist to phone a prescription to 
a pharmacy, or passing a phony or 
altered prescription to a pharmacy. | 
will concentrate on how prescription | 
documents work and how criminals 
exploit weaknesses in the system to get 
drugs, and how criminals are beginning 
to use “high technology.” 

To understand how criminals forge and _ alter 
prescriptions, we need to first understand how legitimate 
prescriptions are filled. The usual chain of events is as 
follows: a person visits a doctor either in the doctor’s office 
or in a hospital. The doctor examines the patient, runs 
various diagnostic tests, questions the patient and then 


| fraud. 
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We see on TV search 
warrants served by police 
breaking down doors with 
battering rams to arrest. 
drug dealers. CNN reports 
on the latest shoot-outs in 
Columbia involving narco- 


‘terrorists. Americans love 
‘this sort of TV. But there is 
a part of the illegal drug 

trade that rarely makes the 
evening news: prescription 
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hopefully comes up with a diagnosis. If the doctor decides 
the patient needs drug therapy he will usually write a 
prescription on a prescription pad and give it to the patient 
directly. Let’s compare an ordinary bank check with a 

. ™] prescription: 1) The check is of only 
one dimension. Usually. Most 
American checks are 6 inches by 2% 
inches. A prescription can be any size. 
No standard has emerged but one 
quarter of an 82” by 11” sheet of 
paper (4% by 51%) is quite common. 2) 
The check has magnetic ink, the 
| prescription pad does not. Like -all 
American paper money, the check has 
magnetic ink that can be detected by 
simple devices. No prescription has 
magnetic ink. 3) The check has a 
format of information that is absolutely 
standardized throughout the banking 
industry. The oddly-fonted groups of 
numerals at the bottom of the check 
are always in the same place and order, the line to write the 
amount of money in numerals and the line to write the 
amount in words are always in the same place, on every 
check, from any bank in America. The prescription is 
unique to the doctor who issued it. It can be of any font, 
size, color of paper, alignment, “security features” or lack 
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thereof, or method of printing! A small degree of 
standardization does exist, admittedly, but with the 
profusion of prescribers today the “standardization” means 
little. 

Almost always, the drugs that people [ 
want to obtain by fraud are “controlled 
substances.” The DEA has set up 5 
“schedules” of controlled substances. 
Schedules 5,4,3 and 2 are the only ones 
normally found in a pharmacy because by 
definition schedule 1 drugs have “limited 
medicinal value.” Prescriptions for | 
schedules 5, 4 and 3 can be written or 
phoned in. Schedule 2 prescriptions must be written. 
Schedule 2 drugs include painkillers like Percodan and 
Dilaudid, and stimulants like Ritalin and Dexedrine, which 
have valuable medical use but are quite euphoric and thus 
highly abused. 

Since Class 2 drugs were so highly 
abused, the DEA decided at the time the 
schedules were established that class 2 
prescriptions could not be phoned in, 
which was a tacit acknowledgment that 
phoned-in prescriptions were more easy to 
fake. 

Since we now have a rudimentary 
understanding of how prescriptions work, 
let us look at the fine points of how 
criminals exploit the weaknesses within the 
system to obtain drugs. 

The most important tool that the 
criminal possesses is knowledge. He must 
know exactly how the legitimate doctor- 
pharmacy process works. It may be a 
reflection of the bias of this author, a 
pharmacist, that I believe that this 
knowledge originates with corrupt doctor’s-office 
personnel. How else could someone so closely mimic the 
particular speech cadences of a nurse or imitate the subtle 
differences between a doctor or a dentist unless they were 
exposed to this all day for long periods of F- 
time? Pharmacists and doctors who are 


deal of underlying resentment for the 
doctors they work for. This often leads to 
feeling a need to beat a system that they 
feel does not give them their just due. | 
Doctors, pharmacists and nurses all have 
licenses that can be stripped from them in disciplinary 
action. Receptionists, however, have no fear of losing a 


To understand how 
criminals forge and al- 
ter prescriptions, we 
need to first under- 
stand how legitimate 
prescriptions are filled. | 


The most important 
tool that the criminal 
possesses 
edge. He must know 
exactly how the legiti- 
mate doctor-pharmacy. 
process works. It may 
be a reflection of the 
bias of this author, a 
pharmacist, that I be- 
lieve that this knowl- 
edge originates with 
corrupt doctor’s-office 
personnel. 


: The “Next Genera- 


corrupt often go for big-buck drug or | tion” of computer i digits. Ne is = siya m= _ 
insurance scams. Nurses and re-| fraud will be using — 1S eae eit a : ~m me cate 
ceptionists, however, often harbor a great “scanning” _technol- the second letter 1s the Iirst le 


ogy. This is perhaps 
the most convincing of 
all means of RX fraud. 


license, since they were never issued one. My guess then 
is that a great deal of prescription fraud originates from 
receptionists who collaborate with boyfriends to obtain 
drugs or simply coach others on how to 
do it. 

So if we accept that it is easy to fake 
prescriptions if you know how to do it, 
then what “secret” information do these 
people obtain? The primary security 
function in any controlled-substance 
prescription is the DEA number. As we 
“| are going to see, it is really not very 
secure at all. Nixon abolished the BNDD 
(Bureau of Narcotics and Dangerous Drugs) and 
established the DEA in 1973. The DEA assigns each 
doctor a 7-digit number which shows that this doctor has 
the authority to prescribe controlled substances. What 
most people do not know about this 
number is that it is encrypted with what 
is called a “check digit.” The idea is to 
prevent any random sequence of 7 digits 
being used. This same security feature is 
used in credit cards to prevent someone 
from just making up a 16-digit number 
to mimic a VISA card. In the case of the 
DEA number, the 7th digit serves as the 
check digit. To illustrate, we will create a 
7-digit number that uses the DEA 
encryption scheme. To start, we will pick 
6 digits at random: Let’s use the first 6 
digits of the ISBN number of Guitar 
Army by John Sinclair: 088209. We will 
turn them into a DEA number. First add 
the first, third and fifth digit of this 
sequence: 0 plus 8 plus 0 equals 8. Then 
add the second, fourth and sixth digits: 
8 plus 2 plus 9 equals 19. Multiply 19 by 2 and we get 38. 
Add 38 to 8 and we get 46. The last digit of 46 is 6. Now 
we have our check digit which is 6. The seventh digit of 
our new sequence is 6, giving us 0882096. But anyone 
, who looks at a prescription closely will 
notice that there are two letters before the 


is knowl- 


MD’s last name. Very rarely, the second 
letter will not match the doctor’s last 
name. In this case it matches the 
“maiden” name of a female doctor before 
| she was married. 

If I, as a pharmacist, have now 
“busted” the security of the DEA code, does this make me 
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totally corrupt? A discredit to my profession and an aid to 
criminals everywhere? No! The reason why is that this 
secure secret number is readily available to begin with! The 
vast majority of controlled-substance prescriptions have 
the DEA number on them already! I have even seen 
prescription labels on customers’ bottles that have the 
pharmacy’s DEA 
number printed on 
it, something that 
the customer has no 
use for whatsoever! 
So the clever se- 
curity device of the 
check digit is about 
as useful as printing 
the combination to a 
safe on the dial. Why 


DEA # AS0882096 


Name 


John Sinclair 
1968 Federal 
Chicago I 60657 
555-1212 
NEUROPSYCHIATRY 


about 90% of MDs’ RX blanks are printed on plain white 
paper! As anyone with even a bit of familiarity with 
photocopying knows, making copies from a colored paper 
original produces poor copies and is almost impossible to 
correct. With plain white paper, one need only use “white 
out” to eradicate the legitimate doctor’s instructions, 
photocopy new 
blanks, and write 
new drugs’ and 
instructions on the 
blank. 

Manipulating a 
prescription with a 
photocopier is 
nothing compared 
to the power of 
creating one’s own 


go to all the trouble 
of creating a new 
number mathematic- 
ally when you can 
just look on your 
next prescription 
from your doctor? 

So if one knows 
a doctor’s DEA 
number, what else 
does one need? One 
simply can’t scribble 
something on any 
old piece of paper 
and present it to a 
pharmacy. The most 
common means of 
fraud for many years 
has been theft of 
MDs’ prescription 
blanks. As soon as the patient was left alone in the 
doctor’s office, the thief began to hunt for RX blanks. Sur- 
prising as it may seem, this is still done all the time, as 
doctors are often very negligent about keeping their pads 
in a secure place. If you had a constant parade of strangers 
coming through your house, wouldn't you keep your 
checkbook on your person or locked up? I constantly 
receive inter-office memos to the effect that some 
particular doctor has had some RX blanks stolen. 

I suspect, however, that something else is going on 
that doctors either do not know about or do not want to 
acknowledge: the fact that a great deal of RX “forgery” 
occurs with the use of photocopies. The doctor’s RX 
blanks may not have been stolen at all; the patient may 
have been given a prescription in good faith, altered it 
later, and photocopied it. This is surprisingly easy because 


Address 


C] Label 


Refill Times PRN NR 


Substitution Permitted 
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prescription with the 
most powerful of 
information process- 
ing tools: the com- 
puter. When chal- 
lenged to write this 
article I was hesitant. 
I wondered if this 
really could be done 
by someone besides 
a computer genius. 
Would it require the 
use of very expen- 
sive machines? To 
write this article 
authentically, I had 
to be able to do it 
myself. Though I 
have used com- 
puters at work to fill 
prescriptions, my computer skills were still at a beginner’s 
level because pharmacy computer operations are quite 
limited in scope. I decided to buy a computer. With the aid 
of a computer-literate friend of mine I bought a Macintosh 
“Plus” which is by now quite outdated. I was able to buy it 
used at a surplus store of a major airplane manufacturer 
for 125 dollars! It needed a hard drive, a cable to connect 
the hard drive, and operating system software. These 
purchases pushed the cost to about 300 dollars. 

I used a real prescription blank as my starting point 
and tried to make the phony one as exact a duplicate as 
possible. I used an old version of “Pagemaker” (3.0.2) to 
create the prescription seen in the illustration. I used a 
custom-sized page for the document: 4.25 inches by 5.5 
inches, the usual size of a prescription blank. I put a heavy 
(Continued on next page) 


Dispense as Written 


line border around the document so that I would have lines scription, I made a trip to Kinko’s to print out the 
by which to trim any copies made of the original. I moved prescription. Surprisingly, no one else at Kinko’s at the 
the right and left vertical margins closer to ;-—— _ ~_....] time seemed to pay any of my quasi-legal 
the heavy border (about 3/16ths of an|. The primary secu- | endeavors any attention at all! Believe it 
inch away) so the left margin would rity. function’ in. ‘any | or not, the final product was too good. It’s 
resemble a real prescription font, one -controlled-substance | quality was much better than that of any 
called “Bembo.” With the proliferation of prescription is ine DEA | real prescription I have ever seen, mostly 
computers, whole libraries of fonts are | per nee eee with the contrast being much better than 
available for use by anyone. For some PL oe x ne os oie ede | ordinary offset press prescriptions. At this 
reason that makes no sense to me, | #9. to see, it is really point one would use the superb self-serve 
legitimate prescription fonts are very | not very secure at all. photocopiers to make many copies of 
small. Since I was creating a completely | one’s little masterpiece. The photocopies 
new and phony doctor (John Sinclair), | included the made- would resemble a real prescription more than they would 
up DEA number because without it no pharmacist would a laser-printed original. 
fill a controlled-substance prescription because they could One stumbling block that always seems to trip up 
not possibly have his DEA number on file. I centered the photocopy forgers is simply trimming the final product. I 
demographic information about Doctor fF 
Sinclair and put a double line below it for ie Mos! ia 
the nice graphic touch. In keeping with | means of fraud’ for. 
the small fonts, I used “hairline-sized” | many years has. been’ 
lines for all lines in the document except | theft of” MDs’  pre- 
for the double line and the thick border. cription blanks. “As 
The “Label” box is almost completely gl: - =. 4,2 | straight edge; and the lines on the 
unnecessary (it is a command to the hele de ial the VEEL document will not be perfectly parallel and 
pharmacist to include directions on the | W@S left alone in the. perpendicular with the edges of the paper. 
bottle!), but in medicine there are many | doctor’s office, the: You would think anyone clever enough to 
unnecessary conventions. On_ this | thief began to hunt for.| photocopy prescriptions in the first place 
prescription you do not see the classic | RX blanks. Surprising | would use a large paper cutter, resulting 
“Rx” logo beneath the address line. | 45 it may seem, this is_ in single clean cuts and allowing right 
Though I tried valiantly to create one “still done all the time, angle alignment with the lines of the 
using an old “Superpaint” program, it just | + document. 
didn’t look right. Much better to strive for as doctors are often While most of this article has devoted 
minimalism than to create something new | VerY negligent about | attention to the ease with which one can 
and different that will stand out to the | keeping their pads ina | create one’s own prescription, the “Next 
secure place. 


don’t know how many phony photo- 
copies I have seen that are trimmed with 
scissors! The scissors do two things: any 
hesitation from one single smooth cut will 
result in an ever-so-small corner that will 
reveal itself when held against a good 


The most common. 


pharmacist. The refill line’s “PRN” is a Generation” of computer fraud will be 
pharmacy code for unlimited refills, J using “scanning” technology. This is 
though by law a controlled-substance prescription can only _ perhaps the most convincing of all means of RX fraud. The 
be refilled for 6 months or 5 times, whichever comes first. degree of advancement of scanning technology is so great 
NR stands for no refills. that a good copy using scanning technology is not 

Most Kinko’s copy stores have computers these days. distinguishable from the original to the naked eye. It can 
In fact, most Kinko’s have computer _ only be differentiated with laboratory 
programs vastly more sophisticated than | Perhaps’ the ‘most | techniques. This is the ultimate means to 
the simple Plus, like the “Quadra.” Most obtaining drugs: simply go to a doctor 
importantly, they have for rent the finest with any sort of prosaic complaint at that 
printer in common use, the laser printer. |Giggemeiienenacueeie ~"| will get you a prescription, use a high- 
The laser printer is as important a tool for of a large medical poh Lt resolution scanner to scan the document, 
this kind of fraud, as is the computer. No | ter rather than that of | then download it onto a computer. From 
pharmacist would take seriously for one | an individual doctor. | there, one can do whatever one wants, 
minute a prescription printed on a . ~ ‘1 but the most productive procedure is to 
common dot-matrix printer, for the blank out every piece of handwriting on 
simple reason that they do not at all resemble real the document and save the printed information. This is 
prescriptions which are professionally printed using the easily done with any of the popular graphics programs 
offset process. To complete the production of the pre- (Continued on next page) 


easily-passed prescrip-' 
tion blank may be that 
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if he never touched it, and you never have 
to abase yourself by rummaging through 
desks while in one of those backside- 
opening gowns! 

Seriously, the potential is enormous. 
The scanner is so powerful it cannot be 
defeated except by means so powerful that 
the federal government must fund them, 
and even then will most mortals notice the 
difference? A document properly scanned 
at a high enough resolution can copy any 
font, any color of paper, and any cheap 
“void pop-up” photocopy security device 
now in existence. The only trouble is, if you 
erase the doctor’s real handwriting and 


forge someone else’s handwriting and 
signature. 

Perhaps the most easily-passed 
prescription blank may be that of a large 
medical center rather than that of an 
individual doctor. Over time pharmacists 


recognize a particular doctor’s hand- 
writing. If an RX blank comes from a large 
medical center, it may contain dozens of 


information may come as no surprise to 
the pharmacy staff, as they are used to 
seeing many new prescribers come out of 
one medical facility. 

So how will Joe Friday respond to a 
huge influx of people buying clean, pure 
prescription drugs, using lots of mental 
ingenuity, for single-user quantities? 
Probably nothing. For this crime is so 
information-intensive that it is likely that 
nothing will happen to slow the inevitable 
trend of computer-generated pre- 
scriptions, because serious drug users don’t 
become apathetic. This cat-and-mouse 
game will continue to go on for years, just 
as it has gone on for years already. 

Here is my prescription as to how to 
reintroduce security into prescription 


blanks: 
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available. Now you have the doctor’s prescription blank as 


substitute your own, no computer in the | 4 


world can help you if you are trying to |°:; Aone ‘by eaneonel ee 


and pharmacy technicians come _ to [| 


doctors’ hand-printing on the same document. To scan 
that blank and reproduce it with a completely new set of 


‘and _ Dilaudid, 
stimulants like Ritalin 
and Dexedrine, which 
have valuable medical 
use but are quite eu- 
phoric and thus ee 
abused. 


1. Pass laws that standardize pre-scription blanks. I have 
seen so many cases where someone has presented a 
prescription that ] thought was phony but to whom ] 


Manipulating a pre- 
scription with a photo- 
copier is nothing com- 
pared to the power of 
creating one’s own 
prescription with the 


mation processing 
tools: the computer. 
When challenged to 
write this article I was 


hesitant. I wondered if 


sides a computer ge- 
nius. Would it require 
the use of very ex- 
pensive machines?To 
write this article au- 


“able to do it myself. 


Prescriptions _ for 


“schedules! 5,4, and 3° 
‘can be written or 
: phoned. in. Schedule. 
oe prescriptions: must. 
be. written. Schedule. 
2 drugs include pain-— 
‘killers like Percodan 


and 


gave the benefit of the doubt because I know that 


: 4. Mandate that there be printing on 


would-be forger to obtain DEA numbers in the first 
Eee This would not be too great a hardship for 


“| overview of the basics of document fraud. 


Ben Jessup, R.ph. is a pharmacist somewhere in the 
United States. 


some doctors issue legitimate pre- 
scriptions that are so bad they look 
phony to begin with! 


2. Mandate that all prescription blanks 
must be colored. A photocopy of a white 
original can be almost indistinguishable 
from the original, but a photocopy of a 
colored original will always show a more 
gross distortion from the original. 


3. Insist that all prescription blanks have 
a water mark. No photocopier or 
scanner can as yet duplicate the subtlety 
of a watermark; and yet a watermark is 
a relatively inexpensive means of security 


both sides of the prescription. Strange as 
it may seem, printing with perfect 
alignment on both sides of a document 
is difficult using a photocopy machine, 
yet is a commonplace service from any 
legitimate printer. 


5. Forbid DEA numbers from appearing 
on prescriptions. What is now a joke as 
a security measure could be somewhat 
meaningful if it were made difficult for a 


pharmacies, because it should take only 
one phone call to the doctor’s office to 
obtain the number, which is then saved 
by the pharmacy. 


For further reading: 


November, 1994, Popular Science, 
page 70, “Making Money,” provides a 
fascinating look at using computers (high- 
end Macintoshes) to create counterfeit 
money and the limitations and pitfalls 
associated with that. 


Fogery, by Julius L. Sternitzky. Published 
by Charles C. Thomas, Springfield, IL. 
Copyright 1955. Library of Congress 
Card Number 55-11251. Though tech- 
nologically dated, provides a superb 
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No one ever made a more important observa- 
tion in seven words than Randolph Bourne once 
did: "War is the health of the state" (Resek 1964: 71). 
War has been the main motor for the extension of 
state power in Europe for a thousand years (Tilly 
1992), and not only in Europe. War enlarges the 
state and increases its wealth and its powers. It 
promotes obedience and justifies the repression of 
dissent, redefined as disloyalty. It relieves social 
tensions by redirecting them outwards at an enemy 
state which is, of course, doing exactly the same 
thing with all the same consequences. From the 
state's perspective, there is only one thing wrong 
with wars: they end. 


No one ever made a more 
important observation in 
seven words than 
Randolph Bourne once did: 
“War is the health of the 
state.” 


That wars end is ultimately more important 
than whether they end in victory or defeat. Occa- 
sionally defeat spells destruction for states, as for 
the Ottoman and Austro-Hungarian Empires after 
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World War I, but not usually, and even if it does, 
they give way to other states. The state-system not 
only endures, it prevails. Usually war is well worth 
the risk — not to the combatants or the suffering 
civilians, of course: but well worth the risk to the 
state. 

Peace is something else again. The immediate 
consequence may be a recession or a depression, as 
after the American Revolution and World War I, 
whose hardships are all the more galling when they 
fall upon the population which "won" the war and 
naively supposes it will share in the fruits of a 
victory which belongs to its state, not to the people. 
The regime may artificially prolong the wartime 
climate of repression and sacrifice, as did the 
United States by working up the Red Scare after 
World War I, but soon the people crave what War- 
ren Harding promised them, a return to normalcy. 
The vanquished, of course, rarely fare as well as 
occupied Japan and Germany did after World War 
II, but even then the Germans initially experienced 
famine. 

There have been epochs in which certain states 
were almost always at war, such as Republican 
Rome, whose oligarchs, as Livy (1960) repeatedly 
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demonstrates, were well aware of the way war was 
a safety-valve for dissipating class conflict. Colonial 
wars well serve the purpose since they are fought 
far from the home country and usually waged 
against antagonists who are, however gallant, 
greatly inferior militarily. 

Even with the massed 
forces of ABC, NBC, CBS, 
CNN and all the rest of the 
mainstream media behind 
him, and despite an over- 
whelming victory which 
owed as much to luck as 
skill, George Bush became 
the first President to win a 
war and then lose an 
election — to a pot-smok- 
ing, womanizing, draft- 
dodger. 


The British Empire in the eighteenth and nine- 
teenth centuries is a good example. Engorged with 
the wealth of commercial capitalism (soon to be 
unimaginably enlarged by the Industrial Revolu- 
tion), secure in its insularity, shielded by the 
world's greatest navy, with a robust and ruthless 
ruling class wise to the ways of statecraft, the 
British State could afford a war anytime it needed 
one. The cannon fodder was easy to come by. There 
were outright mercenaries such as Hessians on the 
market. And yesterday's enemies were today's 
troops. The Irish, repeatedly crushed in the 
seventeenth century, were one source. Starting in 
1746 the British annihilated the society and culture 
of the Scottish Highlanders, then recruited regi- 
ments from the survivors. They would repeat these 
cost-effective methods in India, in Africa, every- 
where. And then there were the English sources of 
expendibles: the peasants forced off the land by 
enclosure of the commons, and the urban poor. 
They would not be missed, and there were always 
more where they came from. 

But times have changed. Some states can pos- 
sibly carry on in the old way for awhile — maybe 
Serbia, North Korea, Iraq — but the United States 
cannot, for at least two reasons: We are too 
squeamish, and we are too poor. 
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Too squeamish in the sense that, as Saddam 
Hussein crowed before the second Gulf War, 
America is a society which cannot tolerate 10,000 
dead. He was right, although that did him no good, 
since he was unable to inflict 10,000 or even 1,000 
deaths. Grenada and Panama were larks, but even 
such two-bit gang wars as Lebanon and Somalia 
were not, and nobody has any stomach for war in 
Haiti or Bosnia. Americans are fast losing their taste 
for media wars, to say nothing of real wars. 

And too poor for any war long enough to put a 
lasting blip in any President's ratings. The attack on 
Iraq was the turning-point. As adroitly handled as 
the manipulation of the mass mind was, Americans 
only went along with the war on the condition that 
the "Allies" pay for it. Even the most dim-witted are 
dimly aware that the lion's share of their Federal 
taxes goes to pay for war debts and military 
spending they never reaped any benefits from. The 
trade-off for lives in a high-tech, media-savvy, 
photogenic war is money. It costs more, immensely 
more, than war ever has. But America does not 
have more, immensely more wealth than it ever 
has. It has less, and less and less all the time. 

Even with the massed forces of ABC, NBC, CBS, 
CNN and all the rest of the mainstream media 
behind him (Black 1992: ch. 9), and despite an 
overwhelming victory which owed as much to luck 
as skill, George Bush became the first President to 
win a war and then lose an election — to a pot- 
smoking, womanizing draft-dodger. 


Many tens of millions of 
Americans have indulged 
in illegal drugs, including 
the President. Their kids 
see no reason not to try 
what their parents did, 
regardless what the parents 
are preaching now. 
Children tend not to heed 
their parents when they 
know they are lying. 


Thus the regime is caught in what the Marxists 
used to call a "contradiction." It needs war, for war 
is the health of the state, but (with occasional 
ephemeral exceptions) it cannot afford either to win 

(Continued on next page) 


wars or lose them. But what kind of a war is it 
possible to wage, at not too intolerable a cost, which 
avoids these twin pitfalls — a war which cannot be 
won or lost? 


The “War on Drugs.” Which is not a real war, of 
course, but what the Germans call a Sitzkrieg, a 
phony war. Formerly they sold us the war to end all 
wars. Now they sell us an endless war. The March 
of Dimes is an instructive precedent. The March of 
Dimes raised lots of money which (what was left of 
it after most of it went for advertising and 
administration) financed research on a_ polio 
vaccine. Then came catastrophe: Jonas Salk found a 
polio vaccine. So, its purpose accomplished, the 
March of Dimes went out of business, right? (Just 
kidding.) No, the organization moved on to an 
amorphous quest, to conquer “birth defects," of 
which there are so many varieties that the March of 
Dimes can count on doing business for many years 
to come. Some people say "the ends justify the 
means," others say they don't. The March of Dimes 
has transcended the contradiction: The means justify 
the end. 


Aside from themselves 
and their higher-ups, the 
only beneficiaries of those 
100,000 more police that 
President Clinton will put 
on the streets will be 
Dunkin’ Donut _fran- 
chisees. 


Such is the utility, to the state, of the War on 
Drugs. It cannot be lost, for there is no enemy to 
lose it to. And for countless reasons it cannot be 
won. The government cannot inderdict more than a 
fraction of the cocaine, heroin, marijuana and other 
drugs which, by illegalizing them, the government 
has raised the price on to the point that they are 
well worth smuggling in. And some of the dope, 
such as marijuana and opium, is easily produced 
domestically. Many tens of millions of Americans 
have indulged in illegal drugs, including the 
President. Their kids see no reason not to try what 
their parents did, regardless what the parents are 
preaching now. Children tend not to heed their 
parents when they know they are lying. Besides, 
there is always alcohol. 


And in the suburbs as in the ghetto, illegalizing 
drugs has jacked up their prices so far that busting 
drug dealers has no "supply-side" effect. Taking a 
drug dealer off the street just opens up a vacancy 
for another entrepreneur. Indeed, it is standard 
practice for dealers to get their competitors busted 
to take that competitive edge. But it makes no more 
difference who is dealing the drugs than it makes 
who is running the state. Indeed, they may be the 
same people! The Drug War is the health of the 
state. 

Because it is only a phony war, the War on 
Drugs is fiscally manageable. The government can 
spend as much or as little as it likes, since the result 
is always the same. Even the out-of-pocket costs are 
disguised, divided as they are among Federal, state 
and local governments and confused with funding 
for law enforcement. The single greatest expense, 
prisons, is one which most people mistake for just 
about the best thing the government does for them. 
Underpinning this error is a misconception about 
what the product of the criminal justice system is. It 
is not crime control, for even if that could be 
measured with any accuracy, there is no evidence 
that law enforcement in general reduces crime 
(Jacob 1984). The product is crime rates (Black 1970), 
which are a function, not of the amount of crime, 
but of the amount of law enforcement. Thus the 
authorities can manufacture a "crime wave" if they 
want more money, or ease up on enforcement if 
they want to take credit for doing exactly the 
opposite — a reverse Catch-22, a no-lose situation. 
Aside from themselves and their higher-ups, the 
only beneficiaries of those 100,000 more police that 
President Clinton will put on the streets will be 
Dunkin’ Donut franchisees. 

What's more, to some extent the War on Drugs 
pays for itself. Just as armies used to subsist largely 
by "living off the land," pillaging the districts they 
passed through, so the drug warriors cram their 
coffers with booty from forfeitures. And that's just on 
the formal, legal level. Off the books, of course, the 
police have always seized a lot more drugs than 
ever found their way to the evidence room. The 
dealers and junkies are unlikely to complain. (The 
classic scenario: a cop makes an illegal search on the 
street. He finds something. He asks, courteously, "Is 
this yours?" The answer is always no.) Some dope 
the police sell on their own account. Some they use 
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themselves. And some they use for "flaking" 
(planting drugs on suspected drug dealers) and 
"padding" (adding more dope to what was found to 
turn a misdemeanor into a felony) (Knapp 
Commission 1973: 103-104). 

In still another way the War on Drugs offers one 
of the benefits of a real war without its costs and 
risks. Every real war is a civil liberties holocaust 
(Murphy 1973). Even on the formal, legal level, 
national security — a so-called compelling state 
interest — tends to trump fundamental rights, at 
least until the shooting stops. Meanwhile patriotic 
vigilantes carry out the castrations, the lynchings, 
the arsons — the dirty work too dirty for the state to 
do, even in a supposed wartime emergency, but not 
too dirty for the state to wink at afterwards. The 
United States during World War I and the Red 
Scare is one example; the Italy which the liberals let 
the Fascists take over, after letting them extralegally 
smash the socialists, communists and anarchists, is 
another. 

But peace returns and the legal ground lost is 
mostly recovered, or even more ground is taken. 
Once the state has demolished the radical opposi- 
tion irreparably, it may well restore constitutional 
rights to the impotent remnants and bask in its own 
announced glory, parading its tolerance once it 
doesn't matter any more. 

The phony war is much more effective. It cannot 
be conducted without massive invasions of liberty 
and property. The single most important right 
implicated, and endangered, by the War on Drugs 
is the Fourth Amendment, which forbids 
unreasonable searches and seizures. This body of 
law effectively began during Prohibition, and today 
it is, as Professor Fred Cohen says, “driven by 
drugs." The rights of everyone are defined by the 
rights the judiciary grudgingly grants to drug of- 
fenders. 

Other rights are reduced too. Under the forfei- 
ture laws, private property is taken without due 
process or just compensation. Applied to Native 
Americans and others, drug laws interfere with 
freedom of religion; so does the common practice of 
forcing drunk drivers into "rehabs" for indoctri- 
nation in the religious tenets of Alcoholics 
Anonymous. Even the campaign against gun own- 
ership is an indirect consequence of the War on 
Drugs. Participants in the drug trade have to en- 
force their own contracts, since the state will not. 
And prohibition has made drugs very valuable 
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commodities: in the inner cities, by far the most 
valuable commodities. Meanwhile, drug addicts 
rob and steal to support their habits. The result is an 
arms race and the clamor for gun control. One 
prohibition leads to another. 

For the criminal, the ultimate challenge is the 
perfect crime. For the state, it is the perfect law. Is it 
prohibition? 

Maybe not. Drug prohibition is today much 
more popular than alcohol prohibition ever was, 
but within living memory, decriminalization was a 
serious possibility. It might become so again if the 
anti-drug hysteria continues to rise till it reaches a 
level impossible to sustain. And it probably will 
rise, because the drug war has been institutional- 
ized. Various agencies and organizations have a 
vested interest in its unlimited extension, although 
its unlimited extension is not only impossible, it 
would deprive the state of the great advantage of 
drug war over real war: its predictability and man- 
ageability. As some organs of government grow 
and grow, there is less for others. Since victory, like 
defeat, is impossible, there will never be a "peace 
dividend" to divvy up. The state is probably al- 
ready draining more wealth out of civil society than 
is consistent with the state's own long-term 
interests. If it takes more and more, the parasite will 
kill the host — or the host will kill the parasite. 


To some extent the War 
on Drugs pays for itself. 
Just as armies used to 
subsist largely by “living 
off the land,” pillaging the 
districts they passed 
through, so the drug 
warriors cram their coffers 
with booty from forfeitures. 


Eventually the state may succumb to its own 
success. The state is huge. And it is bureaucratic. 
That means that it is intricately subdivided by 
function (or by what was initially considered a di- 
vision of labor by function: in fact, overlapping or 
competing jurisdiction is common and tends to in- 
crease over time). Even if the left hand knows what 
the right hand is doing, it may not be able to do 
anything about it. (Or else, in the words of the 
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German proverb, "one hand washes the other.") 
Inter-agency cooperation becomes more difficult as 
it becomes more frequent and more necessary. "The 
complexity of joint action" thwarts action, or its 
purpose (Pressman & Wildavsky 1984: ch. 5). 

It is very hard, administratively, to reduce a 
bureau's budget, but easy to increase it. Bureaus 
fiercely resist zero-based budgeting — that is, 
starting from scratch, the annual rejustification of 
every line of the budget request — as reinventing 
the wheel. And it is difficult for higher-level au- 
thority to identify areas for cost reduction, if it even 
wants to, since the very raison d’étre of bureaucratic 
organization is deference to institutionalized 
expertise. The easy way is to take the previous 
budget as presumptively the next one; it is only 
departures from the status quo, not the status quo 
itself, which require justification. The bureau, 
staffed with supposed experts, is itself the usual 


departures are always in the direction of more 
money and more power for the bureau. What goes 
for each bureau goes for all of them. Thus govern- 
ment grows. 

The state has overbuilt 
itself so heavily that the 
weight begins to crack the 
foundations. It is not the 
sort of elephantiasis that 


can be eased by 
privatization. It doesn’t 
matter who collects the 


garbage. What matters is 
who has the guns. 


Referring to the way competition between 
workers lowers wages for all of them, Fredy Perl- 
man (1969: 17) observed: "The daily practice of all 
annuls the goals of each." Inter-agency interactions 
tend to have the same effect. So does inter-agency 
competition for tax money. 

The long-term implications for the War on 
Drugs are, for the state, ominous. The more the state 
extends its control over society, the less control it 
has over itself. The more the state absorbs society, 
the weaker the state as an entity responsive to a 
common will becomes. It disintegrates into an 
authoritarian pluralism reminiscent of feudalism, 
but lacking its romantic charm. Some agencies 


source of justifications for departures, and the 


fatten off the War on Drugs, most do not. The ones 
that do are the first to go their own way. Attorney 
General Janet Reno had no control over the Bureau 
of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms when it 
exterminated the Branch Davidians to win what 
amounted to nothing more than a gang war: but she 
took responsibility. The Drug Enforcement 
Administration is likewise as independent as 
Hoover's FBI or anybody's CIA. 

For the state, another inevitable adverse conse- 
quence of the Drug War is corruption (Sisk 1982). 
Not that corruption is necessarily a bad thing for 
the state. Up to a point, police shakedowns of drug 
dealers, bookies, pimps and other extralegal en- 
trepreneurs benefit the state in more than one way. 
The more the cops collect in payoffs and confisca- 
tions, the less they have to be paid in salaries. Cops 
whose supervisors know they are on the take (as 
they do, since they are on the take too) (Chambliss 
1988) look the other way unless and until for some 
reason they need to get rid of a particular cop. Cor- 
ruption is thus a management tool. 

But some cops get too greedy and go too far. 
Most are "grass-eaters” (bribe-takers) who take 
what comes their way, but some are "meat-eaters" 
(extortionists) — proactively corrupt — who ac- 
tively seek out or set up corruption opportunities, 
like the Special Investigative Unit detectives de- 
picted in the movie Serpico (Daley 1978; Knapp 
Commission 1973). The grass-eaters cover for the 
meat-eaters (the "blue code of silence") since they all 
have something to hide. Until recently, police 
administrators and their academic allies thought 
that they could keep corruption under control 
through various institutional reforms most of 
which were initially proposed by the Knapp 
Commission (Sherman 1978). Maybe the reforms 
would have worked, except for one thing: the War 
on Drugs. Corruption is making a comeback, even 
in the Knapp-reformed NYPD (Dombrink 1988). 
Because penalties are much harsher and the profits 
of drug trafficking much higher, the protection the 
police sell commands a much higher price (Sisk 
1982). Drug-driven corruption is the growth sector 
of police misconduct (Carter 1990). 

For the state, the problem with runaway cor- 
ruption is that it cannot be confined to where its 
benefits exceed its costs. The state needs the police 
for a modicum of selective law enforcement and, 


much more important, for social control — as the 
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occasion calls for, to break strikes, evict squatters, 
suppress riots, repress dissidents and keep traffic 
moving. Even in our sophisticated times, when 
manipulation is the hippest of control strategies, 
there is often no substitute for the gun and the billy- 
club. 

But a pervasively corrupt police force cannot be 
counted on when push comes to shove. Meat-eaters 
cannot spare the time to enforce the law. Officers on 
the nod are ineffective knights of the club. Police 
who are enforcing drug laws are unavailable to 
enforce others. There's been a tremendous expan- 
sion in undercover police work in recent years 
(Marx 1988), inevitably accompanied by more cor- 
ruption (Girodo 1991). Police, as workers, are no- 
toriously difficult to manage because they are 
usually out by themselves, unsupervised. Detec- 
tives especially are in a position to be secretive 
about their activities (Skolnick 1975; Daley 1978), 
and more drug enforcement means more detec- 
tive/undercover work. These cops are pursuing 
their own agendas. Why do dogs lick their balls? 
Because they can. 

Corruption scandals demoralise the police and 
delegitimate the state. Most people obey the law 
most of the time, not because they fear punishment 
if they don't, but because they believe in the system. 
As they cease to believe, they will cease to obey — 
not only the laws that don't matter (like "don't use 
drugs") but also the ones that do (like "pay your 
taxes"). And, ironically, crackdowns on corruption 
impair police effectiveness for other purposes 
(Kornblum 1976). 

The state has overbuilt itself so heavily that the 
weight begins to crack the foundations. It is not the 
sort of elephantiasis that can be eased by privati- 
zation. It doesn't matter who collects the garbage. 
What matters is who has the guns. Not "social pork" 
but the essence of sovereignty — the means to en- 
force order — is tumorous. Thus the cancer is 
inoperable. The state may die, fittingly, of an over- 
dose. 

REFERENCES 
Black, Bob (1992) Friendly Fire. Brooklyn, NY: Auto- 
nomedia 
Black, Donald (1970) "Production of Crime Rates." 

American Sociological Review 35: 733-748 
Carter, David L. (1990) “"Drug-Related Corruption 
of Police Officers: A Contemporary Typology." 
Journal of Criminal Justice 18: 85-98 


182 


Chambliss, William J. (1988) On the Take: From Petty 
Crooks to Presidents. 2nd ed. Bloomington & 
Indianapolis, IN: Indiana University Press 

Daley, Robert (1978) Prince of the City: The True Story 
of a Cop Who Knew Too Much. Boston, MA: 
Houghton Mifflin Company 

Dombrink, John (1988) "The Touchables: Vice and 
Police Corruption in the 1980's." Law and Con- 
temporary Problems 51: 201-232 

Girodo, Michael (1991) "Drug Corruption in Under- 
cover Work: Measuring the Risk." Behavioral 
Science and the Law 9: 361-370 

Jacob, Herbert (1984) The Frustration of Policy: Re- 
sponses to Crime by American Cities. Boston, MA: 
Little, Brown and Company 

Knapp Commission (1973) The Knapp Commission 
Report on Police Corruption. NY: George Braziller 

Kornblum, Allan M. (1976) The Moral Hazards: Police 
Strategies for Honesty and Ethical Behavior. 
Lexington, MA: Lexington Books 

Livy (1960) The Early History of Rome. Translated by 
Aubrey de Sélincourt. Baltimore, MD: Penguin 
Books 

Marx, Gary T. (1988) Undercover: Police Surveillance 
in America. Berkeley, CA: University of 
California Press 

Murphy, Paul L. (1972) The Constitution in Crisis 
Times, 1918-1969. NY: Harper Torchbooks 

Perlman, Fredy (1969) The Reproduction of Daily Life. 
Detroit, MI: Black & Red 

Pressman, Jeffrey L., and Aaron Wildavsky (1984) 
Implementation. 3rd ed., expanded. Berkeley, 
CA: University of California Press 

Resek, Carl, ed. (1964) War and the Intellectuals: Es- 
says by Randolph S. Bourne, 1915-1919. NY: 
Harper Torchbooks 

Sherman, Lawrence M. (1978) Scandal and Reform: 
Controlling Police Corruption. Berkeley, CA: 
University of California Press 

Sisk, David E. (1982) "Police Corruption and Crimi- 
nal Monopoly: Victimless Crimes." Journal of 
Legal Studies 11: 395-403 

Skolnick, Jerome H. (1975) Justice Without Trial: Law 
Enforcement in a Democratic Society. 2nd ed. NY: 
John H. Wiley & Sons 

Tilly, Charles (1992) Coercion, Capital, and European 
States, AD 900-1992. Rev. paperback ed. Cam- 
bridge, MA: Blackwell. @ 


i! | 
il 


tl 


© 1995 by David Noble 


At the end of November 1994, the truth 
about the information highway finally got out. 
Protesting the announcement of another 5,600 
layoffs, 1,200 Bell-Atlantic employees in Penn- 
sylvania wore T-shirts to work which graphi- 
cally depicted themselves as Information 
Highway Roadkill. The layoffs were just the 
latest round of cutbacks at Bell-Atlantic, which 
have been matched by the elimination of jobs 
at the other giants of the telecommunications 
industry — ATT, NYNEX, Northern Telecom 
— supposedly the very places where new jobs 
are to be created with the information high- 
way. In reality, the technology is enabling 
companies to extend their operations and en- 
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large their profits while reducing their work- 
force, and the pay and security of those who 
remain, by contracting out work to cheaper 
labor around the globe and by replacing 
people with machines. The very workers who 
are constructing the new _ information 
infrastructure are among the first to go, but 
not the only ones. The same fate is facing 
countless workers in manufacturing and ser- 
vice industries in the wake of the introduction 
of these new information technologies. 

What is most striking about the Bell-At- 
lantic episode is not just the provocative fash- 
ion statement of the workers, members of 
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Communication Workers of America District 
13. Rather, it was the company’s exaggerated 
response. Bell-Atlantic demanded that the 
workers remove the T-shirts, and when they 
refused, their employer suspended them with- 
out pay. According to Vince Maison, president 
of the union, the employer suspended the em- 
ployees out of expressed fear that their mes- 
sage would be seen by the public. Significantly, 
management was concerned about adverse 
publicity; not just for Bell-Atlantic but, more 
importantly, for the information highway 
itself. This was the first time the information 
highway was unambiguously linked with 
unemployment, by a union and workforce 
presumably best situated to reap its promised 
benefits. Apparently the company believed 
there was too much riding on the information 
highway bandwagon to allow this sober mes- 
sage to get around. But it did anyway. The 
(probably illegal) management action back- 
fired. Rather than a few hundred customers 
catching a glimpse of the T-shirts during the 
course of the day’s work, millions throughout 
North America saw them through the media 
coverage of the suspensions; within hours, the 
union was inundated with phone calls of sup- 
port and orders for the T-shirts. The truth was 
out. 


Protesting the announce- 
ment of another 5,600 layoffs, 
1,200 + Bell-Atlantic em- 
ployees in Pennsylvania 
wore T-shirts to work which 
graphically depicted them- 
selves as Information High- 
way Roadkill. 


By now probably everyone has heard of the 
information highway, as a result of the massive 
propaganda blitzkrieg of the last year. 

Announcements heralding the dawn of a 
new age emanate incessantly and insistently 
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from every quarter. The media gush with the 
latest info highway traffic reports (but not the 
fatalities), all levels of government are daily 
pressured into diverting public monies into yet 
another private trough, and every hi-tech firm, 
not to mention every hustler and con artist in 
the business and academic worlds, is rushing 
to cash in on the manufactured hysteria. The 
aggressive assault on our senses is aimed at 
securing public support and subsidy for the 
construction of the new commercial infra- 
structure. Its message, which has become the 
mind-numbing multinational mantra, is simple 
and direct: We have no other choice. Our very 
survival, it is alleged, as individuals, a nation, 
a society, depend upon this urgent develop- 
ment. Those without it will be left behind in the 
global competition. And those with it? A recent 
“Futurescape” advertisement supplement to 
the Toronto Globe and Mail by Rogers Cantel 
and Bell Canada warned that the information 
highway “raises the ante in competition. If we 
don’t act, Canada and Canadian companies 
will be left behind... the information highway 
is not a luxury technology for the rich. It is the 
way of the future. And those who do not get on 
the highway will not have any way of reaching 
their ultimate destination.” 

And what exactly is the destiny advanced 
by the information highway? Ask the Bell-At- 
lantic employees. The propaganda never men- 
tions the roadkill, of course, but that is the 
future for many. Most people in Canada in- 
stinctively seem to know this already. Accord- 
ing to a 1993 Gallup poll, 41% of those cur- 
rently employed believe they will lose their 
jobs. But, despite this intuition, people have 
been terrorized into a hapless fatalism. It’s 
inevitable. Or else they have been seduced by 
the exciting array of new tools and diversions: 
home-shopping, home-videos, home-learning, 
home-entertainment, home-communication. 
The operative word is home, because home is 
where people without jobs are — if they still 
have a home. The focus is on leisure, because 
there will be a lot more of it, in the form of 
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mass unemployment (some lucky few will get 
home-work, as their job takes over their home 
in the sweatshops of the future). This is where 
we are headed on the information highway. 


The very workers who are 
constructing the new _ in- 
formation infrastructure are 
among the first to go, but not 
the only ones. The same fate 
is facing countless workers 
in manufacturing and service 
industries in the wake of the 
introduction of these new in- 
formation technologies. 


To see where we are headed requires no 
voodoo forecasting or futuristic speculation, 
much less federally-funded research. We just 
need to take a look at where we’ve been and 
where we are. The returns are already in on the 
Information Age, and the information highway 
promises merely more of the same, at an accel- 
erated pace. 

In the wake of the information revolution 
(now four decades old — the terms cybernetics 
and automation were coined in 1947), people 
are now working harder and longer (with com- 
pulsory overtime), under worsening working 
conditions with greater anxiety, stress, and ac- 
cidents, with less skills, less security, less 
autonomy, less power (individually and collec- 
tively), less benefits, and less pay. Without 
question the technology has been developed 
and used to deskill and discipline the work- 
force in a global speed-up of unprecedented 
proportions. And those still working are the 
lucky ones. For the technology has been de- 
signed above all to displace. 

Structural (that is, permanent and systemic 
as opposed to cyclical) unemployment in 
Canada has increased with each decade of the 
information age. With the increasing deploy- 


ment of so-called “labor-saving” technology 
(actually labor-cost saving), official average 
unemployment has jumped from 4% in the 
1950s, 5.1% in the 1960s, 6.7% in the 1970s, and 
9.3% in the 1980s, to 11% so far in the 1990s. 

These, of course, are the most conservative 
estimates (actual unemployment is closer to 
double these figures). Today we are in the 
midst of what is called a jobless recovery, 
symptomatic and symbolic of the new age. 
Output and profits rise without the jobs which 
used to go with them. Moreover, one fifth of 
those employed are only part-time or tempo- 
rary employees, with little or no benefits be- 
yond bare-subsistence wages, and no security 
whatever. 


None of this has happened 
by accident. The technology 
was developed, typically at 
public expense, with pre- 
cisely these ends in mind by 
government (notably mili- 
tary), finance, and business 
elites — to shorten the chain 
of command and extend com- 
munications and control (the 
military origins of the 
Internet), to allow for instan- 
taneous monitoring of money 
markets and funds transfer, 
and to enable manufacturers 
to extend the range of their 
Operations in pursuit of 
cheaper and more compliant 
labor. 


In 1993, an economist with the Canadian 
Manufacturers Association estimated that be- 
tween 1989 and 1993, 200,000 manufacturing 
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jobs were eliminated through the use of new 
technology — another conservative estimate. 
And that was only in manufacturing, and be- 
fore the latest wave of information-highway 
technology, which will make past develop- 
ments seem quaint in comparison. 

None of this has happened by accident. The 
technology was developed, typically at public 
expense, with precisely these ends in mind by 
government (notably military), finance, and 
business elites — to shorten the chain of com- 
mand and extend communications and control 
(the military origins of the Internet), to allow 
for instantaneous monitoring of money mar- 
kets and funds transfer, and to enable manu- 
facturers to extend the range of their opera- 
tions in pursuit of cheaper and more compliant 
labor. 


We are in for a struggle 
unlike anything any of us 
have ever seen before, as the 
Bell-Atlantic employees tes- 
tify, and we must use any and 
all means at our disposal. It’s 
time we came to our collec- 
tive senses, while there is 
still time. We must insist that 
progress without people is 
not progress. At the very 
least, as a modest beginning, 
we must pull the public plug 
on the Information Highway. 


Thus as the ranks of the permanently 
marginalized and impoverished swell, and the 
gap between rich and poor widens to 19th-cen- 
tury dimensions, it is no mere coincidence that 
we see a greater concentration of military, po- 
litical, financial and corporate power than ever 
before in our history. In the hands of such self- 
serving elites — and it is now more than ever 
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in their hands — the information highway, the 
latest incarnation of the information revolu- 
tion, will only be used to compound the crime. 

No doubt there has been some barely audi- 
ble and guarded discussion if not yet debate 
about the social implications of the information 
highway focusing upon such issues as access, 
commercial vs. public control, and privacy. 
There is also now a federal advisory commis- 
sion on the information highway although it 
meets in secret without public access or 
scrutiny, doubtless to protect the proprietary 
interests of the companies that dominate its 
membership. But nowhere is there any men- 
tion of the truth about the information high- 
way, which is mass unemployment. 

For decades we have silently subsidized the 
development of the very technologies which 
have been used to destroy our lives and liveli- 
hoods, and we are about to do it again, without 
debate, without any safeguards, without any 
guarantees. The calamity we now confront, as 
a consequence, rivals the upheaval of the first 
industrial revolution two centuries ago, with 
its untold human suffering. We are in for a 
struggle unlike anything any of us have ever 
seen before, as the Bell-Atlantic employees tes- 
tify, and we must use any and all means at our 
disposal. It’s time we came to our collective 
senses, while there is still time. We must insist 
that progress without people is not progress. 
At the very least, as a modest beginning, we 
must pull the public plug on the Information 
Highway.e 
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The "New" Family Values Game 


Apart from the superficial political gains that 
“moral” rhetoric can bestow on a demagogue, righteous 
indignation over the ills of society, when they are traced 
back to non-conformist individuals (who are then identi- 
fied as the source of all iniquity), serves the higher pur- 
pose of focusing attention onto society’s chosen enemies 
and away from the real incubator of purulent social ills: 
the agenda of the captains of industry. 

Politicians and their circus handlers make a lot of hay 
bailing up the chaff of society and passing it off to the 
cattle in the street as prime feed for elephants and jack- 
asses. But the rhetoric is so reflective of internal strife 
that it creates a house of mirrors in which we trample 
each other, bullish as we are for certainty. And we graze 
in the fields of force and intolerance. 

Turning the herd carnivorous (in fact, cannibalistic) 
without them catching wind of the dietary bait and switch 
is a neat trick. It keeps those who’ve had a bellyful of 
government pap from doing anything but belching out 
tude opinions that count for nothing after they’ve dined 
innocently on their neighbors. 

What is worse is the hypocrisy of moral outrage 
plagiarized from the memoirs of the culture’s collective 
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unconscious and claimed by the morally insipid to be 
channeled through them from God. Suited spectacles and 
dandys of the court quiver and spray spittle like it’s holy 
water over American society’s “loss of traditional family 
values.” But it isn’t so much out-rage as inner-rage that 
has been cultivated and thrives in the dung heap of home- 
mulched propaganda, spread as it is over the lower forty 
backbrains of work weary industrial sod busters. To para- 
phrase Thomas Pynchon: the tycoons of American indus- 
try “have busted the sod prairies of their brains, tilled and 
sown there, and subsidized them not to grow anything on 
their own.” 

And up springs a crop of institutionalized consumer 
“ethics” fresh for the pickin’ and grinnin’ of America’s 
new back-up band, the religious right. And back-up is 
what they say they want us to do. Here’s the thing of it 
though: no matter who thinks things should be better, that 
kids shouldn’t be running the streets, raising themselves, 
finding acceptance and release for their somewhat 
warped sense of gregariousness in gangs, that abortion 
should not be a convenient if belated form of birth con- 
trol, that parents and not schools or thugs should teach 
kids “morality”... no matter who or from what quarter the 
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critics of public morality speak, they continue to cry out 
in a wilderness of almost willful ignorance, not knowing 
which way the wind blows. In fact, it seems to be 
whistling though their vacated skulls. 

Fifty years ago the American military victory on two 
war fronts, Europe and the Pacific, energized the U.S. 
economy the way that all historical conquests have done 
for a victorious Empire. The infusion of wealth into the 
economy became an eruption of prosperity for the indus- 


one Great War, an ongoing and seemingly unendable 
one. The deaths, the sacrifice of children, the story of na- 
tional necessity and the demand for security never went 
away, hever came to an end. Korea. Central America and 
the Caribbean. Then Vietnam, where the Empire momen- 
tarily lost its grip. And the Empire has never forgiven its 
own people for bringing it to bay, even if only briefly. 
Society’s captains are corporate imperialists who 
fund the elevation of chosen functionaries to the pinnacle 


trialists who promoted the war, what 
with the ease of access to, in fact the 


from the abandoned and 
colonies of defeated adversaries and 
decimated allies alike. 

Human resources (cheap labor) 


the only real version of trickle-down 
economy ever to succeed: post war 
surplus and the spoils of victory. But 
its “success” was temporary, as his- 
tory might have predicted. Ozzie and 
Harriet may have helped us forget 
for a while the real life volatility of 


unopposed looting of raw materials | 


Fifty years, ago, the Ameri-. 


lost ‘can military victory energized 


the U.S. economy the way that 
all historical conquests have 


done for a victorious Empire. 
abounded. Peripherally, the grazers |" 


in the fields of plenty benefited from |. 
economy became an eruption 


of prosperity for the industri- 
alists who promoted the war, 


what with the ease of access to, 


in fact the unopposed looting 


of raw materials from the 


‘| retreat of the expanding Empire. 


of government power, where they 
are easily manipulated by the 
invisible, real governing body in 
America: the corporate oligarchy. 
Anti-colonial sentiments once 
fueled a massive anti-war effort, and 
it was public ridicule in the streets of 
America that caused the temporary 


But, as Philip K. Dick wrote, “the 
Empire never died.” The strategists 
for Corporate Hegemony have been 
covertly waging a colonial war in 
bedrooms and family rooms all 
across America. 

Television, the unchallenged 


economic cycles in a capitalist econ- 
omy; they may have helped its sur- 
vivors put the Depression out of 
mind, out to pasture, to ruminate on & 
the mulch of America’s jingoistic propaganda machine. 
But the season of the cardigan sweater, poodle-skirted, 
dress-wearing mom while she cleans out the attic family 
sit-com has come and gone. The Empire, the news men 
said, was being challenged at the frontier. A second 
“superpower,” the Evil Empire was constructed in the 
herdmind. Engineered crowd psychology rounded up the 
strays and drove the cattle to the next slaughter house. 
The Cold War, the Iron Curtain, Uncle Sam vs Big 
Brother. The spigot of prosperity was tightened and the 
trickle began to dry up. 

But it was really just another Milagro Beanfield War. 
Up the slopes of society the fields of privilege not only 
continued to be well irrigated with capital; they diverted 
the entire river of wealth into collecting ponds through 
the conduits of usury and graft. Wealth indeed did breed 
wealth. In an economy slowly swinging back toward the 
zero-gain median, people who worked for a living and 
had been persuaded by the fantasy of “the American 
dream” to bolster the war effort, sacrifice their sons to it, 
and who then came to expect a standard of living befit- 
ting citizens of the most powerful empire in history, were 
shocked to awaken to encroaching reality. No war had 
ever ended; it only moved. There had always been only 
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abandoned and lost colonies of 
defeated adversaries and deci- 
‘mated allies alike. a 


voice of corporate America, is the 
disinformation super highway. 
Through its unrelenting sermonizing 
on the faith of consumerism and its 
stylized condemnation of every constraint to the 
immediate gratification of conditioned appetites, TV 
irons flat the convolutions of American brains; all side 
roads of thought are barricaded; desires out of step with 
conspicuous consumption and the will to gather the 
funds to support the habits of pre-packaged existence are 
detoured down the yellow lined road that leads to the 
Brave New World Order. 

The anti-colonialism of war resistance is being 
avenged by corporate imperialists with a ferocity they 
used to save for “natives” of far off and, until television, 
invisible lands. At last twentieth century American ab- 
originals have been targeted for colonial absorption into 
the organs of corporate gluttony. If only the belly of the 
beast would prove as cozy as the bed of the beast, where 
they’ve been sleeping for so long! 

In practical terms, hippies were turned into yuppies. 
Women were “liberated” to enter the corporate labor 
pool. Children were turned over to strangers, where they 
could be weaned from the “negative” influence of their 
once idealistic parents. 

Falling wages, the evaporation of employer loyalty 
and benefits, deregulation and the “corporate raiding” 
wars that concentrated ownership of the majority of 
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powerful corporate fiefdoms into very few hands: this 
was the “Reagan Revolution,” including trickle-down 
economy, rapid and broad based union busting, financial 
“redistribution” of enormous sums 
thru Savings and Loan looting and tax 
revocation for capital (wealth) gener- 
ating ventures. 

The end result, on the personal 
and real level, has been the emergence 
of the two-income “family.” Yes, the 
second income was originally camou- 
flaged as a “gain,” the way decreases 
in the rate of tax increase are 
disguised as tax decreases. And it was called a victory for 
women, who saw some token relaxation of the good ol’ 
boy network in the “work place.” What had come to be 
considered “traditional families,” at least since the 
decline of the extended family familiar to an earlier, 
agricultural era, began to crumble under the strain. The 
nuclear family of the Donna Reed variety is undergoing 
fusion, all to create “clean energy” for the engines of 
capital. 

Divorce. Single Parents. Latch key kids growing up 
and into a life of occasional incarceration, where the re- 
sponsibility of the key, of so much “freedom,” is 
sometimes lifted from their shoulders. 
Abortion for the career oriented (but | 
harried and haphazard). In a world 
where “pre-school day care” used to | 
mean spending time at home with 
mom, now it’s a kennel for rug rats. 
That fine sense of traditional morality 
bemoans a litany of such “evils.” 

The revisions of the family to fit 
the demands of the corporate work en- 
vironment may seem Cy COr~ erence! 
rect, now that we can’t even recall 
when things were otherwise, but the 
family’s corporate overhaul was no 
less revolutionary than the migration 
of farming families to the factories to ——— 
accommodate the needs of the industrial revolution. Like 
those who woke to sweat shops and child labor and 
unsafe conditions in that era, we find ourselves suddenly 
aghast at the dystopia in which we have agreed to 
participate. 

The one “place” where nobody has the energy to 
“work” anymore is in the home, at the relationship, with 
the kids. What some claim to be the break-up of the 
American family and the moral decay of our national val- 
ues may in fact be all of that. But the bleak human land- 
scape over which so many moralizers pontificate with 
smug superiority is the wasteland left behind by the con- 


down economy ever to suc- 
‘ceed: post war ‘surplus and 
te spoils of Victory. 


PTY trons flat the convo- 
“lutions of American brains; 
all side roads of thought 
“are barricaded; desires out 
-of step with conspicuous 
“consumption and the will to 
gather the funds to support 
the habits of pre-packaged 
xistence are 


down the yellow lined road 
that leads to the Brave New 
World Order.. 


scious and intentional deforestation of the American 
soul. 


“Family values,” if there are such things, must be 


seasonal; the way they seem to go 
a dormant, the way they seem to b 
» The grazers in the fields" eee i 
of plenty benefited from the 
only real version of trickle- 


deciduous, shedding the umbrage we 
like to think they offer to Mom, Dad, 
and our siblings whenever the cold 
wind of a new economic regime blows 
across the homestead. These days you 
can almost count the wedding rings in 
| a family the way you count the rings 
! ona felled tree’s cross section. But the 
family itself has been pruned and shaped and dwarfed 
like a bonsai tree. The rising sun of every new economic 
order dictates the budding, the flowering, the form and 
the flourishing of the family. It also determines its grow- 
ing season, and when it withdraws for a season, com- 
mands the stifling of familial prosperity. 

Hunter-gatherers group themselves in specific repro- 
ductive, nurturing, and protective units, as do tillers of 
the land. Depending on the population size, social struc- 
ture may range from small interbreeding bands in which 
polyfidelity is the rule, to kingdoms wherein extended 
families, based on their relative rank, define the moral 
me =) and ethical “absolutes.” 

The extended families of agri- 
cultural serfs and peasants were atom- 
ized into what we have come to call 
the “nuclear family.” This gradual 
process of dismantling the traditional 
family values that once defined the so- 
cial parameters of everyday life for 
people over many centuries was un- 
dertaken in response to the labor de- 
mands of spreading industrialization. 
Today, when social critics and moral 
sycophants bluster over the disintegra- 
tion of “traditional” family values, the 
ones pertaining to the “nuclear fam- 
sa ily”, of course, the tradition to which 
hey on can sake traced back no further than the early era 
of industrialization. Knowing this, perhaps we won’t be 
too surprised to discover that the paternalism and petty 
tyranny in the home that so plagues modern society with 
its left-over symptoms (spouse abuse, for instance) are 
intimately and inextricably connected to what is really 
“traditional” about the family: its pathology as a victim of 
economy. So-called family values are, in fact, emotional 
attachments to mythic remnants of a nostalgic age when 
“family” actually meant “source of strength” to the aver- 
age person. But look who’s coming to dinner. It’s your 
boss. 


detoured 
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fields of industry. This amounted to 
an internal restructuring (by external 


social adjustment to this new dictate 
presented new “moral dilemmas” 
that no one was allowed to think 
came from the new economic de- 
mands. Instead, the young adults 


forces) of the nuclear family. Dutiful |: 
é of the economic need to ex- 


tend childhood for the sake of | 


The notion of the “modern” teenager grew out of the selves and our people, emancipated from the prejudice of 
economic need to extend childhood for the sake of history, can fulfill. 

prolonging forced education and producing more sophis- 

ticated plantation hands to work the ———-_-—— 


notion. OF. 


Bs “modern” teenager grew. out 


‘prolonging forced education. 
-and producing more sophisti- 
cated plantation hands to 


From the reported experience of our progenitors, 
, weighed for veracity against our 


brief encounter with life as social 
beings, we can learn what recorded 
history fails to record. Whatever 
“traditional” or “family” values may 
be thrust on us for emulation, long 
experience teaches that what the 
proscriptions and prescriptions for 
personal behavior and interpersonal 


themselves were blamed whenever 
they did not conform to the new |: 
“traditional” expectations of them. — 
Teen pregnancy, for instance, which once had seemed 
quite natural (and its absence would have seemed 
abnormal!) was transubstantiated into a scandalous social 
transgression. The removal of teens from the realm of 
adult responsibility (and liberty) did not put an end to 
their more natural drive for peer competition in the 
confines of the larger social population. In fact, the 
constraints economy places on them, their lives, and the 
true expression of their desires as free and unowned in- 
dividuals is nothing if it is not totalitarian, dictatorial, and 
tyrannical. 


“Family values” and “traditional values” presuppose 
the validity of families and traditions. Each of us is the 
victim of a short memory a ra ey an 
individual life. That’s why we’re so [=~ 
easily won over by liars and scam | 
artists who say they talk to us on “family”. 
behalf of our dead ancestors and 


work the fields of industry. 


Whatever “traditional” or | 
_Yalues : 


relationship serve is whatever 
predominant economic order holds 
the conch of social legitimacy. 

In communist economies, before their recent capitu- 
lation to the finesse of finance, family and traditional 
moralities existed though they differed from those in 
third world, capitalist and tribal cultures. Capitalism, and 
peculiarly the emergence of global corporate capitalism, 
demands the disintegration of the nuclear family, the last 
remnant of individual umbrage, in order that the corpora- 
tion secure its claim (as did the tribe, the kingdom, the 
fiefdom, and the nation before it) to preeminence as the 
technique par excellence for the continuation of human 
existence. 

The corporate stake is as tenuous a claim as have 
been all other claims to the soul of humanity on economic 
grounds. But it is likely to survive longer than any of us 
living, and so we should plead our 
case in as loud and prominent a 
voice as we can while we are alive. 
We and what we can muster of a 


other remarkable people who knew 


realize (and know the realization to 
be true) that those people who, living 
similarly short lives to our own, claim 
to speak for the long-gone past and 
for God’s ancient chums, have no 
better claim on knowing anything 


we might at least come into contact 
with and have some insight into the 


about such matters than do we, then | 
-imacy. 


‘thrust on us for emulation, 


God personally. Should we actually | AON OA TON: SETAE 


what the proscriptions and 


“prescriptions of personal be- 


‘havior and interpersonal ‘Te- 
lationships serve is ‘whatever 
predominant economic order 
holds t the conch of social legit- . 


| family have to decide who we serve. 


| predominant economic powers is 


Mammon? God’s Spin Doctors? 
Ourselves? Does it matter? 

In the final analysis, if tradi- 
tional family values can be distilled 
to a philter that when imbibed pro- 
duces in the mind a morality dictat- 
ing that whatever is of service to the 


right and good, then what the 
moralizers call morality is the 


elusive ideal that some of the “founding fathers” of the 
American experiment with democracy actually meant to 
foster: eternal vigilance against the claims of eternity, for 
there is only one kind of eternity that we can know as 
individuals, and that is in the present moment. 


It is the portion of eternity for which we are uniquely 
and unavoidably responsible. And it is a responsibility 
that only actual participation in the governance of our- 
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worship of the “Almighty Dollar,” as the popular phrase 
goes. There is something obscene in it, in the true sense 
of obscenity being a mockery of righteousness. Even if 
we can’t do anything about it, it seems marginally better 
to know and to honestly admit what idolatrous image of 
earthly power we serve than to serve an idol that is the 
image of a “good” that not only doesn’t really exist, but 
is in fact the opposite of what our hearts desire. @ 


The “Fighting 


Words” 
Doctrine 


By 
DANIEL L. SCHOFIELD, S.J.D. 


EDITOR’S NOTE: The use of 
profanity in this article documents the 
language of suspects that led to 
their arrests and to subsequent court 


decisions. 
K preme Court in Chaplinsky 
v. New Hampshire! defined 
“fighting words” as “...those words 
which by their very utterance inflict 
injury or tend to incite an immediate 
breach of the peace.” The Court held 
that such words are not protected by 
the first amendment and can be the 
basis for criminal prosecution.’ 
While the “fighting words” doc- 
trine recently became an issue in 
prosecutions for hate crimes and 


ifty years ago, the U.S. Su- 


First published in 1995 Fall Supplement 


flag burning, this article focuses 
specifically on the scope of the 
“fighting words” doctrine in the 
context of speech directed to law 
enforcement officers. The article re- 
views recent court decisions that 
delineate the parameters of the 
“fighting words” exception to first 
amendment protection and offers 
practical guidance to officers re- 
garding their constitutional author- 
ity to arrest for words addressed to 
them. 


The “Fighting Words”’ 
Exception Narrowly Defined 


In Houston v. Hill,’ Raymond 
Hill observed his friend Charles Hill 


intentionally stopping traffic on a 
busy street. evidently to enable a 
vehicle to enter traffic. Two Hous- 
ton police officers approached 
Charles Hill and began speaking 
with him. Raymond Hill, in an ad- 
mitted attempt to divert the officers’ 
attention from his friend Charles, 
began shouting at the officers, 
“Why don't you pick on somebody 
your own size?” After one of the 
officers responded, “Are you inter- 
rupting me in my official capacity as 
a Houston police officer?” Hill 
shouted. “Yes. why don’t you pick 
on somebody my size?” Raymond 
Hill was then arrested and convicted 
under a city ordinance for “wilfully 
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The ‘fighting words’ 
doctrine requires an 
analysis of both the 
content of the words 
spoken and the context 
in which they are 
used.... 


yh, 


| Special Agent Schofield is the Chief of the Legal 
| Instruction Unit at the FBI Academy. 


or intentionally interrupting a city 
policeman...by verbal challenge 
during an investigation.” The Su- 
preme Court ruled Hill’s conviction 
violated the first amendment. 

The Court noted that “...the 
First Amendment protects a signifi- 
cant amount of verbal criticism and 
challenge directed at police offi- 
cers” and that an ordinance punish- 
ing spoken words directed to a po- 
lice officer is constitutional only if 
“..limited in scope to fighting 
words that by their very utterance 
inflict injury or tend to incite an 
immediate breach of the peace.” 
The Court also suggested the “‘fight- 
ing words” exception to first 
amendment protection requires “...a 
narrower application in cases in- 
volving words addressed to a police 
officer, because a properly trained 
officer may reasonably be expected 
to exercise a higher degree of re- 
straint than the average citizen, and 
thus be less likely to respond bellig- 
erently to “fighting words.”* 

The Court emphasized that 
while the freedom to challenge po- 
lice action verbally without risking 


arrest is one of the principal charac- 
teristics by which a free nation is 
distinguished from a police state, 
that freedom is not without its lim- 
its.° For example, the first amend- 
ment permits narrowly tailored or- 
dinances prohibiting disorderly 
conduct or “fighting words” if they 
do not provide police with 
unfettered discretion to arrest indi- 
viduals for words or conduct that 
annoy or offend them.’ The Houston 
ordinance unconstitutionally crim- 
inalized speech directed to an offi- 
cer because it broadly authorized 
police to arrest a person who in 
any manner verbally interrupts an 
officer, 


Principles to Guide Officer 
Decisionmaking 

The “fighting words” doctrine 
requires an analysis of both the con- 
tent of the words spoken and the 
context in which they are used to 
determine if words addressed to law 
enforcement officers are protected 
by the first amendment. Recent Fed- 
eral and State court decisions re- 
viewed in this article reveal four 


generally accepted principles that 
can assist officers in deciding 
whether to arrest for speech directed 
to them. 

First, direct threats to officer 
safety generally constitute “fighting 
words” unprotected by the first 
amendment. Second, speech that 
clearly disrupts or hinders officers 
in the performance of their duty is 
not constitutionally protected. 
Third, the “fighting words” excep- 
tion to first amendment protection 
requires a higher standard for com- 
munications directed to police be- 
cause professional law enforcement 
officers are expected to exercise 
greater restraint in their response to 
such words than the average citizen. 
Fourth, profanity, name calling, and 
obscene gestures directed at officers 
do not, standing alone, constitute 
“fighting words.” 


Direct Threats to Officer Safety 


The Supreme Court of North 
Dakota recently held that direct 
threats to officers were unprotected 
“fighting words.” In City of Bis- 
marck v. Nassif,’ three police offi- 
cers were sent to Nassif’s residence 
after he called police to complain 
they were not doing anything about 
his earlier complaint regarding van- 
dalism to his car. He also threatened 
to take the law into his own hands 
and told police he had a gun. 

When officers arrived, Nassif 
exited his house appearing upset, 
shouting loudly, and acting aggres- 
sively. After attempting to reason 
with him, one officer told Nassif 
they were leaving. Nassif then said, 
“You fucking son of a bitch, I’m 
going to go back into the house and 
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get my shotgun and blow you bas- 
tards away.” Based on this threat to 
their safety, the officers arrested 
Nassif for disorderly conduct. 

The court concluded that 
Nassif’s statement, along with the 
circumstances of this encounter 
with police, constituted language 
that falls within the meaning of 
“fighting words” unprotected by the 
first amendment."° The court relied 
on language from a Supreme Court 
Opinion in which Justice Douglas 
wrote that the first amendment pro- 
tects a significant amount of verbal 
criticism and challenge directed at 
police officers unless that language 
is “...shown likely to produce a clear 
and present danger of a serious sub- 
stantive evil that rises far above pub- 
lic inconvenience, annoyance, or 
unrest.”’!! The court found Nassif’s 
threat to get his shotgun and shoot 
the officers sufficient to produce a 
clear and present danger of a serious 
substantive evil. 

An Indiana appellate court 
reached a similar result in Brown v. 
State,'* where an arrestee became 
loud and abusive and threatened to 
kill one of the arresting officers. 
After being told to quiet down, the 
defendant told one of the officers to 
take off the handcuffs so he could 
fight and then threatened to give the 
officer a “Sicilian necktie,” which 
involves slitting the throat and pull- 
ing the victim’s tongue out through 
the neck. The court upheld the 
defendant’s disorderly conduct con- 
viction finding that such threats, in- 
sults, and provocations directed 
solely at the arresting officers 
clearly fall within the “fighting 
words” category of unprotected 


speech because they “...were stated 
as a personal insult to the hearer in 
language inherently likely to pro- 
voke a violent reaction.” 

As a general rule, provocative 
speech that falls short of a direct 
threat to officer safety is protected 
by the first amendment. For ex- 
ample, in State v. Fratzke,'* the Su- 
preme Court of Iowa reversed the 
defendant’s conviction of harass- 
ment for writing a nasty letter to a 
State highway patrolman to protest 
a speeding ticket. 

The letter, which accompanied 
payment of the fine, characterized 
the speeding arrest as a case of “le- 
galized highway robbery” and a 
product of highway safety priorities 
gone askew. Because the trooper 
had allegedly refused to show him 
the radar equipment at the scene, the 
defendant accused the trooper of 
being a liar, as well as a “thief dis- 
guised as a protector.” The letter 
revealed the defendant’s contempt 
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The court applied three general 
principles to the specific facts of this 
case to conclude that the 
defendant’s use of profane and oth- 
erwise objectionable language in 
the letter did not rise to the level of 
“fighting words” so as to permit 
conviction. First, States cannot as- 
sume that every expression of a pro- 
vocative idea will incite violence; 
instead, the actual circumstances 
surrounding such expression should 
be carefully considered to determine 
whether the expression “‘is directed 
to inciting or producing imminent 
lawless action.”'> Second, “[tJhe 
constitutionality of a state statute 
that attempts to criminalize the use 
of opprobrious words or abusive 
language...must, by its own terms or 
as construed by the state’s courts, be 
limited in its application to ‘fighting 
words’ and must not be susceptible 
of application to speech that is pro- 
tected....”'© Third, “...the ‘fighting 
words’ doctrine logically deserves a 


...speech that clearly disrupts or hinders 
officers in the performance of their duty is 
not constitutionally protected. 


for the trooper in vulgar terms and 
closed with the expressed wish— 
“not to be interpreted as anything 
whatsoever in the way of a threat” 
—that the trooper “have an early 
and particularly painful death hope- 
fully at the side of aroad somewhere 
where he’s robbing someone else.” 
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more narrow application in the case 
of communications addressed to 
police officers, who—assuming 
they are properly trained—are ex- 
pected to exercise greater restraint 
in their response.””"’ 

The court concluded the 
defendant’s message did not lend 
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itself to application of the “fighting 

words” doctrine. In so doing, the 

court noted the following reasons: 
1) The threat was contained in 
a letter—a mode of expression 
far removed from a heated 
face-to-face exchange; 


2) The letter was not mailed to 
the trooper’s home but to the 
clerk of court, a neutral 
intermediary; and 


3) The defendant “...was 
exercising his uniquely 
American privilege to speak 
one’s mind, although not 
always with perfect good taste, 
on all public institutions.” 


Speech that Disrupts 
Performance 


The Supreme Court in Houston 
v. Hill suggested that speech di- 
rected to officers that actually 
disrupts or obstructs them in the per- 
formance of their duty is unpro- 
tected by the first amendment and 
can be constitutionally proscribed 
by a narrowly tailored criminal stat- 
ute.!? Following that precedent, a 
Florida appellate court upheld the 
prosecution of an individual whose 
speech disrupted an officer’s per- 
formance of duty. 

In Wilkerson v. State,”° the de- 
fendant started yelling at and curs- 
ing officers who had just arrested 
some drug dealers. An officer told 
her, at least two times, to leave the 
area because she was interfering 
with their efforts to make the arrests, 
but she refused to leave and contin- 
ued cursing and yelling at them. 
After other bystanders began yell- 
ing at and cursing the officers and 
the defendant again refused to leave 


the area, she was arrested on a 
charge of obstructing an officer in 
the performance of his duties. 

The court concluded her arrest 
did not unconstitutionally interfere 
with her free speech rights because 
the underlying statute could be nar- 
rowly construed “...to proscribe 
only acts or conduct that operate to 
physically oppose an officer in the 


...direct threats to 
officer safety 
generally constitute 
‘fighting words’ 
unprotected by the 
first amendment. 
o>? 


performance of lawful duties.””?' 


The court found that Wilkerson was 
not arrested for merely yelling at 
and cursing the officers, but rather 
for refusing to leave the area where 
the officers were attempting to make 
arrests because her physical pres- 
ence was obstructing their perform- 
ance of duty. In that regard, the court 
noted that “...officers may lawfully 
demand that citizens move on and 
away from the area of a crime with- 
out impermissibly infringing upon 
the citizen’s First Amendment 
rights.”°° 
A Higher Standard Applied to 
Police 

When courts decide whether 
particular words constitute “fight- 
ing words,” a significant factor in 
the contextual analysis is whether 
the words were directed to a law 
enforcement officer. Courts gener- 
ally agree with the view expressed 


by Justice Powell in Lewis v. City of 
New Orleans that “a properly 
trained officer may reasonably be 
expected to exercise a higher degree 
of restraint than the average citizen, 
and thus be less likely to respond 
belligerently to ‘fighting words.’”” 
In Buffkins v. City of Omaha,™ 
the U.S. Court of Appeals for the 
Eighth Circuit found as a matter of 
law that officers could not have rea- 
sonably concluded they had prob- 
able cause to arrest Buffkins for dis- 
orderly conduct for using “fighting 
words” when she called the officers 
“asshole.” Buffkins was suspected 
by the officers of being a drug cou- 
rier and was detained at the airport. 
She protested that the officers’ con- 
duct was racist and unconstitutional 
and she became increasingly loud 
during the period of detention and 
questioning. The officers eventually 
informed Buffkins that she was free 
to go and told her to “have a nice 
day” to which she replied “asshole 
system” or “T will have a nice day, 
asshole.” The officers then decided 
to arrest Buffkins for disorderly 
conduct. Buffkins subsequently 
filed a civil lawsuit against the offi- 
cers claiming her arrest for disor- 
derly conduct was unconstitutional. 
The court described “fighting 
words” as words “...likely to cause 
an average addressee to fight.” It 
concluded for the following reasons 
that Buffkins’ speech was not an 
incitement to immediate lawless 
action: 
1) Neither arresting officer 
contended that Buffkins 
became violent or threatened 
violence; 


2) Both officers admitted that 
nobody outside the interview 
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room heard Buffkins’ com- 
ments; and 


3) Buffkins’ use of the exple- 
tive in referring to the officers 
could not reasonably have 
prompted a violent response 
from trained officers who are 
expected to exercise greater 
restraint in their response than 
the average citizen.> 


Profanity, Name Calling, and 
Obscene Gestures 


Recent court decisions have 
held that profanity, name calling, 
and obscene gestures directed 
at an officer do not constitute 
“fighting words.” In Duran vy. City 
of Douglas, the U.S. Court of 
Appeals for the Ninth Circuit 
ruled that the first amendment pro- 
tected profanities and an obscene 
gesture directed toward a police 
officer and that the officer’s sub- 
sequent detention and arrest of 
Duran for disorderly conduct was 
unconstitutional. 

After arriving at a downtown 
hotel in response to a bartender’s 
complaints about an unruly patron, 
officers found Duran intoxicated 
and threatening the bartender. One 
officer and Duran exchanged a few 
heated words, after which Duran 
was escorted out of the-bar by the 
officer. Duran then left in an auto- 
mobile driven by his wife. 

Soon thereafter, while on pa- 
trol, the officer observed Duran di- 
recting an obscene gesture toward 
him through an open window, and 
the officer began following the car. 
As the officer followed the car down 
a rural highway, Duran began yell- 
ing profanities in Spanish and con- 
tinued to make obscene gestures. 


The officer followed the car to 
Duran’s residence in a mobile home 
park, at which time he initiated a 
traffic stop by turning on his emer- 
gency lights. The officer ordered 
Duran to step away from the car, to 
which Duran replied, “I don’t have 
to.” The officer told Duran that the 
reason for the traffic stop was to find 
out why he had yelled profanities 
and made an obscene gesture toward 
him. Duran responded with further 
profanities in both Spanish and En- 
glish and was then arrested for dis- 
orderly conduct. 

The court ruled there was no 
legitimate, articulate reason for 
the officer to have detained 
Duran, since there was no 
evidence of a danger to pub- 
lic safety or that Duran was 
engaged in any illegal activi- 


ties.2”7 The court recognized 
that Duran’s conduct toward 


oe 


the officer “...was boorish, 
crass and, initially at least, 
unjustified...[and 
that]...hard- 
working law 
enforcement 
officers surely § 
deserve better 
treatment from 
members of the pub- 
lic. But disgraceful as Duran’s be- 
havior may have been, it was not 
illegal; criticism of the police is not 
a crime.” The court also noted 
there was no evidence that Duran’s 
conduct constituted a disturbing of 
the peace, since the car was travel- 
ing late at night on a deserted road 
on the outskirts of town. 

The court cautioned that the 
officer’s stopping of the car “...at 
least partly in retaliation for the in- 


sult he received from Duran...would 
constitute a serious First Amend- 
ment violation.””? The court’ ac- 
knowledged that while police offi- 
cers may understandably “...resent 
having obscene words and gestures 
directed at them, they may not exer- 
cise the awesome power at their dis- 
posal to punish individuals for 
conduct that is not merely law- 
ful, but protected by the First 
Amendment.”*° The court con- 
cluded that even though Duran’s 
conduct was crude, it represented 
an expression of dis- 
approval toward 
an officer with 
whom he had 
just had a run- 
in ame ~“.,.fell 
SQ Umarnie ty 
within the pro- 
tective um- 
brella of the 
First Amend- 
ment and any 
action to pun- 
ish or deter 
such speech— 
such as stop- 
ping or hassling 
the speaker—is 
categorically pro- 
hibited by the Con- 

stitution.” 

A similar result was reached by 
the Supreme Court of North Dakota 
in City of Bismarck v. Schoppert,” 
where the defendant walked past a 
police car, gestured at the officers 
with his middle finger, and said, 
‘Fucking, bitching cop.” One of the 
officers asked the defendant what 
was the matter. and three times, he 
replied with the obscene epithet, 
“Fuck you.” 
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The officer then got out of the 
car and stopped the defendant by 
grabbing his left arm. She asked 
him to identify himself, and he 
again replied with the same obscene 
epithet. The defendant who alleg- 
edly smelled of alcohol told the of- 
ficers, “You don’t know who you’ re 
[expletive] with. You just bought 
yourself a Federal lawsuit.” The de- 
fendant then took one step toward 
the officer and was arrested for dis- 
orderly conduct. 

The court ruled the disorderly 
conduct arrest unconstitutional on 
the grounds that a finding that 
“..words are vulgar or offensive is 
not sufficient to remove them from 
the protection of the first amend- 
ment and into the arena in which the 
state can make conduct criminal...It 
is thus not a crime in this country to 
be a boor, absent resort to fighting 
words.” The court said there was 
no evidence that the defendant’s 
language or conduct tended to incite 
an immediate breach of the peace 
since officer testimony “...un- 
equivocally rejected any suggestion 
that any anger Schoppert may have 
provoked in them would or could 
have incited them to a breach of the 
peace, immediate or otherwise.”* 
Since Schoppert’s words were not a 
clear invitation to fight, and the tes- 
timony did not demonstrate that 
these words, spoken to this audi- 
ence, had any tendency to cause an 
immediate breach of the peace, the 
court concluded that Schoppert 
had been convicted for injuring the 
feelings of the officers, which is 
unconstitutional. 


Conclusion 


The first amendment protects a 
significant amount of speech di- 


rected to law enforcement officers, 
including some distasteful name 
calling and profanity. The “fighting 
words” exception to first amend- 
ment protection has a narrower ap- 
plication for words addressed to law 
enforcement officers because courts 
expect professional and well- 
trained officers to exercise a higher 
degree of restraint than the average 
citizen and to “...divorce themselves 
from any anger the words might 
have engendered.”*» 

Words addressed to officers are 
not protected by the first amend- 
ment if they constitute either direct 
threats to officer safety or actually 


The first 
amendment 
protects a 
significant amount 


of speech directed 
to law enforcement 
officers.... 
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obstruct officers in the performance 
of their duty. To ensure the consti- 
tutionality of arrests, legal training 
for law enforcement officers should 
include a review of first amendment 
principles and the “fighting words” 
doctrine. J& 
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Nineteen ninety-five is a rare and unusual time in the nearly 
sixty-year prohibition of the Cannabis plant in the U.S.A. It is 
a time where thirty-five million educated and intelligent adults 
in the U.S.A. regularly use the leaf and buds for recreational 
and medicinal purposes. It is a time where many millions more 
are recognizing the tremendous value of this plant for paper, 
clothing, food, fuel, pharmaceuticals, and so on. It is also a 
bizarre time when a plant with such far-reaching and 
monumental value, which has become the second-largest cash 
crop in the U.S.A., is still remarkably and inexplicably illegal. 
And most importantly it is a time to say no to the bureaucrats 
who perpetrate this atrocity of Cannabis prohibition. 

Consider these facts (mostly gleaned from High Times) 
about the thirty-five million marijuana (Cannabis) consumers 
in the U.S.A. One out of six is over 50 years old. 18% hold 
doctoral degrees, and a full 70% are college graduates. Their It takes about an hour to get stoned after swallowing a 
average I.Q. is 17 points above the national average. They are marijuana capsule, and the high lasts at least 2-3 hours. I 
considerably healthier than their non-marijuana-using coun- suggest saving some of your best buds for smoking when you 
terparts, and they suffer from cancer and cardiovascular want to get a quick, short high. 
diseases at a rate 40% lower than the average. More than one- 


third are vegetarians. Nearly three-quarters do not smoke The Theory 
tobacco. 
It is for this intelligent, educated, health-conscious and The tetrahydrocannabinol (THC) which is the active part of 


somewhat aging group that I write this article. The only danger marijuana, the stuff that gets you stoned, is contained within 
from marijuana other than as senseless illegality has been the the tiny plant cells. These cells are surrounded by a tough 
onanes method of ingesting it by smoking. Smokeless cellulose skin. When smoked, the cellulose skin is burned, and 
Marijuana will enable them to reduce or even eliminate the the wonderful, stony vapors of the THC are released to be 
smoking danger. ; ; _ absorbed through your lungs and carried by your bloodstream 

This article is aimed only at recreational use of marijuana, directly to your brain — ecstasy! If you ate a primo bud 
and it is hoped that it will expand your enjoyment of the 


: ho } Id not get : in i 
Cannabis plant in unusual and delightful ways. CEE eee aes 


indigestible, and the pot cells will pass out of your body 
ENJOY! unchanged along with the rest of your shit. 

* So, how can we break through this tough, cellulose skin of 

' the pot-plant cells, without burning them, to make the THC 

(Dedicated to “Rocky,” who for the last dozen years has contained therein available to our digestive system? This will 

admonished me to write down these methods.) be explained as the method for making the capsules is 


hes presented. 
Marijuana Capsules 
The Method 
Up in smoke. That’s where 85% of your expensive 
purchased pot or your painstakingly-grown weed is going The first piece of equipment needed is a blender. It must 
when you smoke it. Only about 15% of inhaled burning have exceptionally sharp blades. I keep mine sharp by honing 
marijuana is absorbed. The rest is simply blown away. the blades with a small round file used for chainsaw 


By ingesting marijuana through the digestive system, rather sharpening. (Editor’s note: a small coffee mill or grinder will 
than through the lungs, we can realize nearly 100% of its 2/50 suffice.) 
effects. We also spare the lungs the irritation of inhaling a Put your very dry marijuana leaf into the blender and grind 
burning substance. This is definitely not an article on how to. the stuff up. Strain the ground-up pot through a very fine 
make those ineffective, foul-tasting marijuana brownies of the Steen. A triple-zero (000) brass screen purchased from your 
1960s. local hardware store is best. Blend and re-blend the stuff, and 

The first method presented will demonstrate how to make filter it through the screen repeatedly. The object is to end up 
highly-potent marijuana capsules. They can be made easily with ground-up weed that is near the consistency of flour. Any 
without any special techniques, and with standard kitchen fibrous, leftover material can be thrown out. It is important 
equipment. Homegrown leaf or summer pinchings that would ‘hat the marijuana be very dry and ground to the finest possible 
require many smoked joints to get even a slight buzz produce consistency. This exposes the greatest number of cells 
capsules of outrageous stoniness. Unsmokeable shake and dust ©°Ntaining the stony THC to the extraction process. 
can also be used. If you want to try primo buds to make The plant cells containing the THC are almost impossible 
capsules, be prepared for an extremely intense trip. to rupture in order to release the THC. Until recently, the only 
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commonly-employed method was to burn them and inhale the 
smoke, That is, until the appearance of the microwave oven. 
Your second piece of apparatus is a microwave oven. 

THC is soluble in both alcohol and oil. The alcohol is not 
acceptable for capsule making, so oil is the choice. As an 
Italian, I always use olive oil in the process, but any good 
liquid vegetable oil will suffice. 

Place a portion, or all if you have just a small amount, of 
your ground-up marijuana powder into a microwave-safe, 


clear-glass container. Pour in some oil. The amount cannot be. 


specified, as it depends upon the amount of your marijuana 
powder. A 20% oil-to-powder ratio will be about right. 
Microwave this mixture for a few seconds, then remove from 
the oven and stir. Repeat this process several times, 
microwaving and stirring. Add oil if necessary. The mixture 
must be a very oily, black, almost-tarry consistency. Continue 
to microwave and stir until the mixture becomes quite hot and 
just begins to smoke very slightly. Do not scorch the mixture. 
Allow the mixture to cool for a short time. 

What has happened is that the marijuana plant cells have 
ruptured in the microwave oven, and the released THC is 
trapped in the oil surrounding them. The oil containing this 
released THC is completely digestible. 

After the mixture has cooled for a short time, stuff it into 
empty 00 capsules. I use a plastic swizzle-stick to make sure 
the capsules are packed tightly. Put the capsules into a bottle 
and freeze them immediately. This is important: The capsules 
must be stored in a freezer. The released THC dissolved in the 
oil will spoil or become rancid if not frozen. The capsules keep 
indefinitely when frozen. In fact, the freezing can make them 
even stronger. The freezing tends to rupture the few remaining 
THC-containing cells that the microwave may have missed. 


Using The Capsules 


When ingesting the capsules, they should be removed from 
the freezer and swallowed frozen. One capsule, or the 
maximum of two, are all that are needed for a long-lasting, 
very intense high. Remember, it takes thirty minutes to an hour 
and a half to get stoned, depending on how speedy your 
digestive system is. Also, the effects come on slowly and 
subtly. You may think that nothing is happening due to the 
slowness, but after a while you will realize that you are more 
stoned than you have ever been before on marijuana. 
Remember, you’ve got all the good stuff inside you. You’re 


not blowing away 85% of it by smoking. The high is also long- 
lasting; not just a brief blast, then nothing, like much of the 
current so-called high-energy weed. You’ve got at least two 
hours of joyous stoniness. 

Here is a hint on how to maximize the effects of taking a 
marijuana capsule: Take it about fifteen minutes to one-half 
hour after a meal. Your digestive system will be in high gear 
from the food, and the THC from the capsule will get into your 
bloodstream quickly, furiously, and delightfully! Enjoy! 

One of the greatest advantages of smokeless marijuana in 
capsule form is the drastically-reduced chance of getting 
busted. Take the capsule at home just before you go out for 
dinner and bar-hopping, and you’ll spend most of the evening 
stoned out of your mind without having any weed in your 
possession, any paraphernalia, or any smell in your car or on 
your breath. One friend calls it his “fuck the fuzz” high. Just 
keep your munchies out of sight. Smokeless marijuana has at 
least twice the munchie-inducing properties of smoked 
marijuana. 


If freezer storage is not possible, the capsules can be made 
with a hard Crisco-like type of oil. The capsules must still be 
kept in a very cool place, preferably in the refrigerator. Storage 
time will be reduced in proportion to the warmth of the storage 
place. This method is OK if you are making just a few capsules 
to be used within a short period of time. 


Marijuana Wine 


Yes, you read it right. Imagine a delicious, light, white wine 
that not only gets you drunk, but also gets you stoned. 
Remarkable! 

This process is very easy, but it demands much more 
patience than capsule making. Primo marijuana wine takes at 
least a year for perfection. Most of the time is spent just 
waiting. The actual work to be done is very slight. 

The recipe will be for one gallon (or four liters, for you 
metric-oriented loadies). A five-gallon carboy is an excellent 
wine-making container for those who have enough of the raw 
materials. 

This is an excellent method for large-quantity home 
growers, as it utilizes stems to make the wine. Yep, the 
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ultimate in total use — wine from marijuana stems. You can 
use leaf or even buds to make the wine, but I prefer to make 
capsules from the leaf and smoke the buds. It’s your call, 
however. 


The Theory 


The theory is extremely simple. Remember where I 
informed you that THC (the stony stuff, in case your short- 
term memory loss has already kicked in) is soluble in alcohol 
and oil? Voila! As your wine ferments, it produces alcohol, 
which then dissolves the THC from your marijuana material in 
the fermenting container. Ain’t nature wonderful! 


The Method 


Step #1 

Stuff your one-gallon jug with marijuana stems cut into 
short pieces about one to two inches long. Stuff it full by 
ramming the material down with a stick. The more you get into 
the jug, the better the wine will be. Throw in some leaf or even 
bud if you are so inclined. Old, dried-out shake is also 
perfectly OK. Try not to use any seeds in the wine, as they are 
very oily, contain no THC, and can cause a bad flavor in the 
wine. 


Step #2 


Heat 2% quarts (liters) of water to boiling. Do not use an 
aluminum pan. Completely dissolve two pounds of white sugar 
in the boiling water. This sounds like a huge quantity of sugar, 
but there are no natural sugars in marijuana as there are in 
fruit, and the sugar turns to alcohol. In fact, two pounds of 
sugar make a very dry wine. Alternatives for sweeter wine or 
different flavors will be discussed later. 


Step #3 


Pour the hot water with the sugar completely dissolved into 
your jug of stems. Cap the jug, shake well, loosen cap, and set 
the jug aside to cool to room temperature. 


Step #4 


In a small amount of lukewarm water (not hot!), dissolve 
one entire cake of fresh yeast, or alternatively, one package of 
active dry yeast, or one tablespoon of bulk dry yeast. It may 
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take considerable stirring, but the yeast must be completely 
dissolved in the lukewarm water. Add more water if necessary. 
Caution: Before proceeding with the next step, make sure 
your jug has cooled completely. If the water is too hot in this 
step or in the next, the yeast, which is a living plant, will be 
killed, and you will not get wine, just a jug of rotten stems! 


Step #5 

Pour the yeast solution into the jug, cap, shake well, and 
immediately remove the cap. Fill the jug to within 2-3 inches 
from the top with cool water. Be sure to leave several inches of 
space at the top of the jug or it will overflow when the 
fermentation begins. Cap the jug, shake well again, remove the 
cap, then replace it on the jug loosely! This is extremely 
important. If the cap is not put on loosely, the jug will explode 
when fermentation begins. 


Step #6 

Place the jug on several thicknesses of newspapers and put 
it in a dark place. The back of a closet is an ideal place. The 
contents of the jug will begin fermenting vigorously within a 
few hours. Frequently, some of the liquid will bubble over and 
out of the jug, especially if you filled it too full. Just wipe it up 
and change the newspapers. Do not add more water. This 
super-active fermentation lasts for several days. During this 
period it is helpful to open the jug and push the marijuana 
down with a clean wooden stick. Be sure to replace the cap 
loosely! 


Step #7 

Allow fermentation to continue for two weeks. During this 
time, bubbles will be rising continuously through the stems. 
Add small amounts of cool water occasionally during this two- 
week period to gradually fill the jug. At the same time, push 
the marijuana down as indicated previously. Always replace 
the cap loosely. 


Step #8 


The total fermentation time varies, but the average time for 
completion is approximately four weeks. The active ferment- 
ation of the first few weeks will gradually become slower and 
slower until it stops. This should be observed in order-to 
determine when the fermentation has ceased. 
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A method of determining completion of fermentation is to 
tip the jug slightly back and forth. If no bubbles rise up through 
the stems, the fermentation is complete. Do not shake the j jug 
at this time. 


Bottling and Aging 


When the fermentation is complete, carefully move the jug 
so as to not disturb the sediment on the bottom. A sink counter 
is a good place to work. Insert a length of 4” flexible plastic 
tubing down the inside of the jug to about one inch from the 
bottom. Siphon (start by sucking on the tube) the contents into 
another clean glass jug. At this time it is best to allow the wine 
to pass through several layers of clean pantyhose before 
allowing it to enter the second jug. This will remove particles 
which may come through while siphoning. (One marijuana 
winemaker of my acquaintance insists that his best wine results 
when he filters it through the crotch portion of unwashed 
pantyhose. Hmmm.) The wine will be quite cloudy and murky- 
looking at this time. You may taste it at this time if you like. It 
will not be smooth, but the delicious marijuana flavor will 
already be there. It’s hard to wait, but the next easy steps make 
the wine much better! 


Discard the fermenting jug with its contents. It’s best to cap 
it, put it in a paper bag, and throw the whole thing out. 
(Editor’s note: Be sure to wipe off your fingerprints!) 

Take your jug of wine, cap it loosely, and put it in a dark 
place. That closet is just fine. Gradually, your wine will 
become clear, and a layer of sediment will form on the bottom. 
Allow it to settle and clarify in this fashion for two weeks to a 
month. Do not disturb the jug at this time. After about a month, 
very carefully carry the jug back to the sink counter. Be careful 
not to stir up the sediment on the bottom. 

Rinse several 750ml wine bottles in boiling water. Carefully 
siphon the wine from the jug into these bottles. Try not to 
disturb the sediment on the jug’s bottom. Again, allow the 
wine to pass through several layers of clean pantyhose before 
it enters the 750ml bottles. Seal the cap or cork with electrical 
tape or melted wax. An alternative to the pantyhose-filtering is 
to use coffee filters. This will give a clearer wine with less 
sediment, but it is a very slow process. When the bottles are 
filled, cork or cap them tightly. 


= foememare— | 


MAST UANA, 


Ree 


| For INTERNAL 
USE ONLY 


DBT como NS 
Ay ¢g EA 
LE PTA AA SSS 


The wine is now ready to drink, and a bottle can be chilled 
if you are anxious. However, it is best now to put the sealed 


bottles back in that dark place. The longer you let them age in 
this manner, the clearer, smoother, and more mellow the wine 
will become. I have kept and subsequently opened bottles that 
were as much as four years old. The wine was fantastic! It 
could easily win medals, were not the ingredients contained 
therein inexplicably illegal. 

(Note: This homemade marijuana wine will never be quite 
as crystal-clear as a commercial wine. This is a natural wine 
with no chemicals added. Commercial wines use chemical 
clarifiers. The slight cloudiness your wine may have in no way 
affects its flavor or potency. Use caution when decanting from 
your 750ml bottles, so as to not stir up the very slight sediment 
on the bottom. All natural wines will have this slight 
sediment.) 


Alternative Procedures 


For a sweeter wine, use one-half to one cup more sugar. 
Honey can be substituted for all or part of the sugar, and makes 
a unique, deliciously-flavored wine. Use about 25% more 
honey, as its sugar content is lower than straight white sugar. 
Several people have told me that they use the juice of a few 
lemons or oranges in the fermenting jug. Others have used 
various herbs as flavoring ingredients. I have never found 
these to be satisfactory. 


Effects on The Body 


“Will it get you stoned?” is the most commonly-asked 
question. The answer is a qualified yes. Marijuana wine is 
alcoholic; in fact, more so than commercial wines. By 
following the above directions, your wine will be at least 13% 
alcohol. So, of course, as you drink the wine you will feel the 
effects of the alcohol. Imbibe too much, and you will get quite 
drunk. 

The effects of the THC are more subtle and difficult to 
predict exactly. The amount of THC in the wine will vary 
considerably, depending on how much marijuana you used in 
the making of the wine and the quality of the weed used. Also, 
the alcohol enters your bloodstream more quickly than the 
THC, so you will begin to feel drunk before you feel stoned. 
Regardless of how much or how good the marijuana used for 
making your wine was, you will feel the effects of the THC if 
you drink enough. The only difference will be how much wine 
you will need to drink to get high, and how intense the high 
will be. On the average, two to four six-ounce glasses of the 
wine will get you pleasantly stoned as well as moderately 
inebriated. 

Ingesting the THC in this fashion does not affect the body 
in quite the same way as smoking it does. It is similar to the 
capsules, in that you will not notice the effect of the THC for 
at least thirty minutes. It takes time for the THC to be absorbed 
through the digestive system. The effect is also less intense 
than capsules. The high comes on slowly and gradually, and 

almost without realizing it, you will feel very mellow and will 


be quite stoned. 
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Smoking marijuana while drinking the wine can be too 
much for some people, but others will find it delightful! The 
initial speedy effects of smoking are gradually made more and 
more intense by the effects of the THC in the wine, until your 
body feels completely and beautifully stoned. Use caution, 
however, when smoking and drinking at the same time. 
Remember, the effect of the THC in the wine takes about half 
an hour to come on, and if you are completely stoned-out from 
smoking when this happens, the combination could be too 
much. 


Drinking and Enjoying 


The wine should be ice-cold before drinking. A small 
brandy-type glass is best for drinking the wine, as the narrow 
top captures the marvelous aroma. It is best to drink the wine 
without food, as its flavor is so unique. For a real flavor rush, 
smoke a small amount of good marijuana; then, when your 
taste buds are completely psyched-up with the munchies, pour 
a frosty glass of marijuana wine and sit back and sip it slowly. 
Are you ever in for a treat! 

A hint for the wise: Your friends will love the wine, and, of 
course, will want a sample to take home. Parting with an entire 
750ml1 bottle, even to the best of friends, can be quite 
traumatic. One solution is to bottle some of the marijuana wine 
in beer bottles and seal with a wine cork. The smaller amount 
may be easier to part with. 

Enjoy! 
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Marijuana Champagne 

This is a tough one. I have had only two bottles out of about 
ten attempts come out successfully. But, oh, is it worth it! A 
golden, clear, riotously-bubbling glass of frosty, cold mari- 
juana champagne is a treat to be savored and remembered for 
a lifetime. The flavor is indescribable, and the high is fast and 
nice. I suspect that it is the bubbles which rocket the good stuff 
to your brain more quickly. 

Here we go for you adventuresome folks: 

Follow all the directions for making marijuana wine. Now, 
this is the tricky part and can only work if you have made 
marijuana wine at least once and preferably several times: 
Between three and five days before the marijuana wine in the 
fermenting jug has finished its fermenting, siphon from near 
the top of the jug 750ml into a scrupulously-clean heavy 
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champagne bottle. Do not use one of those el cheapo bottles. 
Use only a very thick one with the large indentation in the 
bottom. Immediately cap the bottle with a plastic champagne 
cork. Do everything possible to secure that cork in the bottle’s 
neck. I use a champagne wire bail, and tape the sucker with 
about thirty layers of duct tape. That cork must be secure. The 
last few days of fermentation are now occurring in a sealed 
bottle, and the pressure developed in the bottle is awesome. 
The bottle can explode with great and dangerous force. To 
thwart this danger, wrap the bottle with many layers of 
newspapers, and tape them securely. Store the bottle upright in 
a safe place. I put mine in the garage under a layer of blankets 
and old sleeping bags. One friend even went so far as to bury 
his in the ground. It worked, and he shared a most delightful 
champagne with me. Leave the bottle sequestered in its secure 
place for at least six months. 

I have had one explosion occur, and the glass shards 
penetrated 50-60 layers of newspaper and embedded into the 
blankets. The sound of the explosion woke me from a sleep at 
2 a.m. Use every safety precaution; that exploding bottle is no 
joke. On the other hand, if you bottle the prospective 
champagne a bit too late in the fermentation process, you will 
end up with a sickly, flat champagne with no pizazz. This is 
what usually happens with my attempts. 

Onward with the method. If you have come this far, take 
your bottle with the newspapers still on it and cool it in a 
refrigerator for two days. After two days, take the still 
newspaper-encapsulated bottle outside. Remove the news- 
papers, then remove the duct tape from the cork. Make sure the 
bottle is pointing away from you, upward, and away from 
anyone nearby. I even go so far as to wear safety glasses, 
leather gloves and a heavy coat. Slowly remove the bail and 
push gently on the cork. If the process worked, the champagne 
cork will blast most satisfactorily about twenty feet into the air. 
If it didn’t work, all you will get is that sickly fizz. But all is not 
lost. Leave the semi-champagne in the refrigerator uncorked 
for a few days, and it will turn into a very acceptable still wine. 


Marijuana Beer 


This is the toughest and most unrewarding of the smokeless 
marijuana projects. In fact, I have never brewed it, although I 
have patient, persevering friends who have. The beer is usually 
delicious, depending on the skill of the maker. It has a pleasant 
hint of that delightful marijuana flavor. But it has such a low 
concentration of the stony THC compounds that it is virtually 
impossible to drink enough of the stuff to get stoned. 

I will give you, who have the patience and knowledge to 
brew beer, very brief instructions. 

Simply use any beer-making recipe that you have and 
substitute marijuana for the hops. Use at least two to five times 
the amount of marijuana as the amount of hops called for in 
the recipe. 

One enterprising cohort of mine has plans to open a 
microbrewery featuring marijuana beer as soon as they legalize 
the weed. Yeah, right. Good luck, friend. 


(Continued on the next page) 
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If you have come this far in this work, you’ll discover that 
I have saved the easiest process for last. The stoniness level of 
this stuff is just under that of the capsules, which makes it very 
potent indeed. 

You will need a scrupulously-clean one-liter or -quart glass 
bottle, preferably with a wide mouth. It must have a tight- 
fitting lid. 

Fill the bottle with marijuana. It can be cut stems, leaf, 
shake, dust, or even buds. Just make sure there are few, and 
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preferably no, seeds. Put as much of the marijuana as you 
possibly can in the bottle. A little bit will give you a tasty and 
mildly-stony drink, but a bottle packed full will give you a 
drink whereby one or two shots will put your brain into a 
delightful never-never land. 

Next, fill the bottle with vodka. Regular vodka is OK, but if 
you can find the 100-proof stuff, use it! 

Cap the bottle tightly and shake it well. Let the bottle sit for 
2-3 weeks, and shake it well several times every day. 

Filter the contents through a coffee filter into a clean glass 
bottle. It is now ready to drink! To make a brandy, add some 
sweetener to the bottle of stuff you just filtered. It can be 
honey or sugar. If you want it to be a liqueur, add whatever 
flavorings you wish. I have had it with peppermint, cinnamon, 
and several varieties of food colorings. My preference is the 
straight stuff, straight-up just as it comes from the marijuana 
bottle. 

You can drink it straight, or use it for a mixed drink. If you 
make a mixed drink, use something neutral like seltzer, or you 
will mask that great marijuana flavor. Yes, just like the rest of 
the recipes in this article, it takes at least thirty minutes for you 
to get stoned from marijuana brandy. Sip two shots of this 
magnificent elixir, sit back, relax, and you will soon be 
delightfully blottoed and blitzed. 

Lastly, genuine good luck to all who attempt these great 
smokeless-marijuana processes. Your brain and your lungs 
will thank you! @ 
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First published in 1995 Holiday Supplement 


No time of the year has richer trash pickings than 
the Christmas season. And it just happens to be the 
time when finding free presents for your friends and 
family can have the most positive economic impact. 

Don’t buy at Christmas. 

Dive, baby, dive! Think of it as your own personal 
one hundred percent off sale taking place right 
behind the store and you’re first in line for the rest 
of your life! 

Ah, yes, while minions of merchants hover above 
their cash registers, listening eagerly for the ching- 
ching-a-ling of Christmas cash — even That Holy 
Mammon which makes or breaks their Fiscal Year 
Anno Domino Whatever The Hell It Is — the very 
thought of which causes yer average member of the 
Kiwanis Club to sweat bullets of blood like Christ 
in the Garden of Gathsemane, (oh, the horror of 
week upon week of shopping updates in the 
goddamn mainstream media! It’s a good year! No, 
it’s a bad year! People are buying more! No, less! 
Less of this but more of that but more or less of 
what they were buying last year, which wasn’t as 
good as the year before, but better than blah, blah, 
blah) WOULDN’T YOU JUST LOVE TO RUIN 
THEIR WHOLE FUCKING PLAN BY GETTING 
EVERY-THING YOU NEED OUT OF THE 


Keep in mind that Christmas dumpster diving 
promises special challenges just as it promises 
special rewards. First of all, PACKAGING is the 
bane of dumpster divers every damned day of the 
year, but ESPECIALLY at Christmas. True, people 
are chucking out color televisions because they got 
themselves a bigger, better television... they’ve 
converted to vegetarianism so lovely canned hams 
from grandma hit the bin with a resounding 
thuuuuuung!... candy canes, decorations, woolen 
socks, underwear a few sizes too big, a few too sizes 
too small... salaciously hopeful lace nighties from 
soon-to-be-ex-boyfriends... a zillion items which 
arrived dented, cracked, smashed, broken but still 
potentially useful if people weren’t so damned 
picky... toys which didn’t run when the proper 
batteries were inserted, never mind the same toys 
will be broken in a week anyway, never mind that 
such toys would be fun to play with in a sandpile by 
kids who don’t care a lick, anyhow... here and there 


a toy briefly enjoyed and then accidently discarded 
with all the wrappings... 

Ah, yes, all the fucking wrappings. Truly, a 
person could go around with a truck and pick up 
enough boxes, Styrofoam peanuts, half-used rolls of 
paper, ribbons and bows to start their own profitable 
packaging service. But, for most dumpster divers, 
all the crap which packages every damned thing in 
the world just gets in the way and conceals the 
hidden loot. Remnants of scotch tape stick to yer 
leather gloves. A gaudy bow falls from yer hand and 
attaches itself to yer boot. The constant rustle-rustle- 
rustle violates the need to be quick and quiet and 
tidy. Everywhere one encounters greasy pockets of 
turkey and/or ham with all the trimmings. 

I pull the meaty stuff out for stray dogs. I choke 
with admiration for that which fights to survive, to 
be free, to be fruitful and multiply in the very jaws 
of the howling void. Dropping a drumstick here, a 
sweetbread there, I whisper Merry Christmas, 
Merry fucking Christmas to the puppydog and 
kittykat Children of Chaos. 

Pathetic potted poinsettias cry out for the warm 
soil of Mexico. They’re not as saddening as the 
kittens and puppies and bunny rabbits which turn 
up a week or a month later, mostly dead but 
sometimes alive. Ah, all the bright Christmas cards! 
I see that somebody squandered their precious 
holiday vacation upon preparation of a bulk 
mailing. People ask me if I recycle and re-use the 
cards. The answer is that I prefer the unused surplus 
cards discarded by the boxful. Dumpster diving 
isn’t about poverty, it’s about ABUNDANCE! It’s 
about TONS AND TONS OF WEALTH waiting for 
eager and enlightened hands to redeem, with 
nothing standing in your way but one teensy-weensy 
itsy-bitsy social taboo. 

Oooooh, dirty. Nasty. Unclean. Contaminated. 
Forbidden. 

Sinful, even! 

If you saw a hundred dollar bill in a filthy 
steaming pile of shit, would you find a way to pick 
it out? This is the vital and all-important difference 
between those who will survive and thrive versus 
good little boys and girls with nice clean hands who 
will find their lifeless corpses tossed upon the 
cosmic trash heap of organisms which shamefully 


(Continued on next page) 
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failed in their God-given mission to live, to get 
ahead, to KICK THE FUCKING DAYLIGHTS out 
of anything and everything which stood in their 
way. 

Those who commune with the fruit of the modern 
manger (i.e., the dumpster) are forgiven the sins our 
consumerist society has placed upon them for 
conception. Even now, because you read these 
words, a certain Gnostic light is smashing through 
the dark “recognition centers” in your brain where 
television jingles ring bells, bells, bells each time 
you identify a product or service and suddenly feel 
an alien and demonic urge to buy, buy, buy. Picking 
through society’s all-too-revealing garbage is like 
watching your favorite supermodel puking out her 
guts in a graffiti-scarred bathroom stall, a silver 
spoon jammed all the way to her perky little tonsils. 
It’s like that moment when you saw Santa Claus in 
the shopping mall and recognized his beard was 
fake, his boots were plastic, and his Santa stuffings 
were not real tasty human fat at all —! 
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Last Christmas I found 500 copies of The Alaska 
Employment Program, along with an assortment of 
“programs” for cruise ship employment and jobs in 
Asia. These programs looked suspiciously like 
books with torn covers. Perhaps, I thought to 
myself, if I were to call my book The Dumpster 
Diving Employment Program then Loompanics 
could sell it for $49.95 instead of a mere $12.95. As 
it was, I carefully scotch-taped the cover of one 
book, wrote something brotherly inside for my 
sibling Slash, and sent it home for the holidays. 
Recently, Slash utilized the information in The 
Alaska Employment Program to obtain a job aboard 
a processing ship docked in an Alaskan harbor. 
Ashore in a nearby town, he dumpster-dived fishing 
tackle which he used to land a small shark, much to 
his delight. 

(There’s a Japanese vessel next to his boat where 
workers cut the egg sacs out of salmon and then just 
grind up the rest of the fish as garbage. Japanese 
people consider the egg sacs some kind of delicacy. 
Then people wonder why the earth is getting all 
fucked up and populations are starving.) 

The art, nay, the science of dumpster diving is 
something we learned from our parents, a gift which 
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keeps giving every day of the year. What price can 
be placed upon a feeling of masterful self- 
sufficiency, a confident knowledge that one will 
NEVER be without food, clothing, shelter or all the 
one-hundred-and-one objects which make life 
pleasant and entertaining? This is more important to 
me than, say, the fact my parents saved up neato- 
keeno things which they discovered throughout the 
year and then lavished upon we kids at Christmas. 

My father was the very image of Santa Claus as 
he drove around in a red 1949 Ford pickup piled 
high with mysterious bagged and boxed items, pale 
gray hair down to his shoulders, dressed in a black- 
and-crimson-checkered “lumberjack” coat. Behind 
bakeries sugar cookies with festive albeit broken 
shapes began our dumpster-diving holiday. 
Proceeding to the grocery store for more feast 
fixings, we discovered waxed-paper boxes full of 
lightly-bruised, mildly-discolored, ever-so-slightly- 
wilted veggies which would be indistinguishable 
from store-bought “perfect produce” after chopping, 
cutting, peeling, slicing and cooking. Mmmmmm, 
artichokes and eggplants and sweet potatoes! 
Carrots and cauliflower and much, much more! 

GOD BLESS US! EVERY ONE! 

While at the store we loaded up dozens of boxes 
of discarded outer lettuce leaves and other mashed- 
up, slightly-fermented fruits ‘n’ stuff. This would 
provide the “last meal” for our holiday entree. The 
grocery store also provided many wooden produce 
crates for a festive, slightly peach-scented blaze in 
the big stone fireplace, accentuated by gorgeous oak 
flooring salvaged from an old building, softened 
and brightly colored by crocheted rag rugs 
fashioned from discarded clothing. 

Even now, at the very thought, the home fires 
burn bright in my dumpster-diving heart. 7’m... 
dreaming... of a dumpster-diving Christmas... just 
like the ones I used to know... sniff. 

Now for the Spirit of Christmas present... leaving 
the alley behind the grocery store we encounter a 
residential dumpster. You just can’t beat The 
Neighbor's Garbage for consistent payoffs. All the 
products of our society are eventually in people’s 
homes and then eventually in people’s dumpsters. 
Sex tapes. Drugs. Rock ‘n’ roll records. What more 
could you want? A string of Christmas lights, 
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perhaps. Remember, one fucked-up bulb can ruin 
the whole bunch, but lightbulbs can be 
REPLACED, for crying out loud. Oh, the 
flashlights? They sell extra bulbs for those, too. It’s 
not like you have to run out and buy ANOTHER 
flashlight. Sometimes, I sweat, I feel like writing 
stuff on my head, word-salad messages of ultra- 
sanity for a society which has lost its frigging mind. 


DON’T THROW AWAY POSTAGE STAMPS JUST 
BECAUSE THEY GOT WET! 

TAPES? YOU CAN RECORD OVER THEM, YOU 
KNOW! 

BLACK SOCKS ALL LOOK ALIKE, ANYWAY! 
CURRENCY FROM CARIBBEAN NATIONS CAN BE 
EXCHANGED AT BANKS! 

JUST CUT THE MOLDY PART OFF THE CHEESE. 
IT WON’T KILL YOU. 


What might we find in that residential dumpster 
to enliven our Christmas celebration? Personally, 
I'd like to find some incriminating documents 
carelessly tossed aside by a government official. 
Ruining a federal bloodsucker’s holiday would 
make my Christmas very merry, indeed! Ho, ho, ho. 

Today might be a very lucky day. A jewelry box 
filled with gaudy junk, something to make a little 
girl squeal with glee. Or perhaps a model of an 
airplane, barely started, appearing mostly complete. 
There is no need, of course, to have an “all- 
dumpster-dived Christmas.” I don’t deliberately set 
out to create “all-dumpster decor’ or “100% 
salvaged free lunches.” The point is always to 
supplement, to enrich by degrees. 

Some accuse me of being sacrilegious by 
suggesting celebrating the alleged and inaccurately 
estimated birthday of Christ by pulling goodies out 
of a dumpster. These people are twisted fucks. It is 
the dumpster diver who upholds The True Meaning 
Of Christmas. Those who promote a “Chamber of 
Commerce Holiday” are like the money changers in 
the temple of Israel who should be subjected to holy 
S&M because of their foul commercial defilements. 
Interest rates which would have condemned people 
in Biblical times to instant death for wholesale 
violation of laws against usury are the norm for 
Christmas shoppers. Some people are still paying 
for Christmas 1978 on their evil MasterCards. Little 
kids in Asia are working in slave-labor conditions to 
make talking dolls. Forests of God’s trees are cut 


down to make all that fucking wrapping paper, let 
alone those pagan Christmas trees. 
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Pause for the moment. Consider with me, if you 
will, the gifts of that first Christmas. 

First, I shall discuss the “commercial” gifts — 
gold, frankincense and myrrh. Then we will 
consider the “slacker” gifts of Christmas. At that 
point it will be left for you to decide — fairly and 
objectively — just who really upholds The True 
Meaning of Christmas, the dumpster diver or the 
bastards who erect trashy displays of plastic 
reindeer and BIG SALE! signs before you have a 
decent opportunity to convert the Thanksgiving 
turkey to sandwiches. 

So, one of the wise men brought gold. Gold is 
listed first when clever little Sunday schoolers rattle 
off the gifts of Christmas like so: goldfrank- 
incenseandmyrrh. And Christmas has revolved 
around gold ever since. 

Back in the year 1 A.D. it was kind of like getting 
cash. What did you bring for Baby Jesus, wiseguy? 
Well, I brought Him some gold because I figured, 
you know, Mary and Joseph can take the gold and 
buy whatever it is they need. 

Of course, Mary and Joseph were in Bethlehem 
because of a tax census. The local hotels were 
packed. No doubt the crowds attracted all kinds of 
criminals and riffraff. Yet this “wise man” handed 
Mary and Joseph a big brick of GOLD. 

Dumb, dumb, dumb. 

Mary and Joseph probably used the gold to pay 
their taxes. And I’m sure when Boy Jesus found out 
how His gold was used to pay tribute to the Roman 
government He was really, really Pissed. It’s no 
wonder Jesus later said, “Render unto Caesar that 
which is Caesar’s, and unto God that which is 
God’s.” I always took that to mean government 
shouldn’t get anything at all. “Render unto Caesar” 
is probably the most dramatically misunderstood 
thing Jesus ever said. Obviously, He meant Caesar 
wasn’t God — official statement of the Roman 
government to the contrary — and, in some 
instances, (like when you can get away with it) to 
disobey is divine. 


(Continued on next page) 
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I’m sure nothing would please Jesus more than 
books like Getting Started In The Underground 
Economy and How To Do Business Off The Books, 
fine Loompanics titles which make great Christmas 
gifts that keep giving all year long. 

Then there was the Magus who brought myrth. 
This was probably the most grossly inappropriate 
gift ever brought to a baby shower in the history of 
the world. Back then it was mostly used do keep 
dead bodies smelling nice during funerals. This was 
rather like showing up and announcing Baby Jesus 
has His Very Own Cemetery Plot. By comparison, 
frankincense must have seemed like a stroke of 
genius, even though it was rather like coming to the 
baby shower with a big bottle of aftershave lotion. 

And Christmas has been a time of glitzy, 
expensive, sweet-smelling, but not terribly useful 
gifts ever since. 
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Keep in mind it was the arrival of these so-called 
“wise men” which tipped off King Herod and 
caused him to slaughter untold thousands of male 
babies and whoever else just happened to get in the 
way, causing Mary and Joseph to flee into Egypt. 

Some “wise” men! 

So what happened to the precious spices which 
were, apparently, intended to anoint Jesus so He 
would truly be Christ, The Anointed One; from the 
same root word as handy-dandy Crisco which you 
may find in your kitchen or bedroom? Apparently, 
Mary and Joseph didn’t save the smelly stuff, 
because the job of anointing Christ before his death 
was performed by a prostitute who saved up money 
to purchase a big alabaster jar of scented oil. The 
Bible says Mary “stored up these things in her 
heart,” but apparently she didn’t save anything else. 
Mary and Joseph probably gave the spices to the 
nice innkeeper who so kindly allowed his stable to 
become an ersatz delivery room. 

Let us consider the other gifts of Christmas, the 
unpublicized “slacker” gifts. First, that innkeeper 
wasn’t such a bad guy. All the rooms were booked 
because fucking Caesar Augustus who thought he 
was GOD ALMIGHTY declared that ALL THE 
WORLD SHOULD BE TAXED but somehow this 
landlord still managed to kick down a little slack to 
the luckless and Knocked-Up homeless couple. 
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Their room in the stable was “off the books.” 
(Let us take the Word of God to heart and make 
every effort that our endeavors be off the books as 
well, secret and hidden from Caesar’s minions who 
have declared that all the world should be taxed. 
Amen. 

(Even so, brethren and sistern, let us refrain 
whenever possible from commercial activity which 
is taxed, yea — even if it means finding our food 
and clothing and unused bottles of sweetly scented 
Lubriderm in the dumpster — which is to say The 
Manger, that squarish box where items were placed 
which were considered unfit for human 
consumption but where Baby Jesus lay — He Who 
Became The Bread Of Life. Take no heed, as the 
Bible says, for what we shall wear or what we shall 
eat, for Our Father Who Art In Heaven knows we 
need all these things and before we ask He has 
answered. Seek and ye shall find. Knock and the 
dumpster shall be opened. The meek shall inherit 
the earth but dumpster divers shall accessorize it. 
Amen and Amen.) 

Shepherds, who were tending their flocks by 
night, came to find The Baby, of which the angels 
had spoken, wrapped in swaddling clothes and 
laying in a dump—er, manger. These shepherds 
probably slew a couple of sheep so that Mary, 
Joseph, and the so-called wise men could have 
something substantial to eat. Logical inference 
defends my departure from What Is Written. It 
seems to me extremely unlikely these shepherds 
would “worship” and yet not make an attempt to 
give some kind of gift, particularly a sacrificial 
lamb, for One who was later called The Lamb Of 
God. 

“Check out these gifts!” one of the wise men 
probably said. “I gave the baby gold! A big block of 
pure gold!” 

“Shhhhhh!” hissed the shepherd. “For Christ’s 
sake, keep your mouth shut! Those fucking Roman 
troops steal everything! Here, have some more 
mutton—!” 

Last, but certainly not least, consider the gift of 
Joseph. His wife, Mary, was carrying a Child which 
wasn’t even his. And the story she was telling to 
explain her Condition—! All the laws and social 
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customs of their culture allowed Joseph to “put 
aside” Mary despite their engagement. 

This would have left Mary The Mother Of Jesus 
only one career option at this point. 

It wasn’t “lawyer” and it wasn’t “dumpster 
diver.” 

Amazingly, Joseph agreed to go through with the 
marriage and care for The Child as his very own. 

Joseph displayed astonishing human decency in 
defiance of the predominant social mores and, not 
surprisingly, His Adopted Son also proceeded to 
defy virtually every custom of His culture by 
hanging with sinners and whores, preaching that A 
King existed Whose Will was different than that of 
the government, allowing His follower Peter to arm 
himself with a sword and whack off the ear of a 
government employee. 

(True, Christ healed the wounded ear, but the holy 
whacking off incident happened. And Jesus 
NEVER told Peter it was wrong to slice off the ears 
of government lackeys. Even so, let us study His 
Holy Example. Amen and Amen.) 

Joseph, standing by quietly with nothing to offer 
The Newborn Baby but a willingness to kick the ass 
of anybody who threatened Him — to flee to 
another nation rather than meekly obey the edict of 
King Herod — offered the greatest of the “slacker” 
gifts that first Christmas. The other gifts included a 
warm and safe place to stay when the hotel was, in 
theory, flashing a NO VACANCY sign across the 
| barren desert. Humble shepherds offered up meat 
and perhaps cheese and wool. I saw a wonderful 
animated television special which revealed how one 
little boy played his drum for the Christ Child, even 
though this musical offering is not mentioned in any 
of the accepted scriptures. 

Rum-pum-pum-pum! Rum-pum-pum-pum! 

Back then in biblical times people didn't make 
little tiny baby clothes which AMAZINGLY 
ENOUGH cost as much or even more than full- 
sized adult clothes. Little babies were, rather, 
wrapped in narrow bands of cloth called 
“swaddles.” 

Where did Mary obtain such swaddles? I suggest 
that her cousin Elizabeth had a few of John The 
Baptist’s baby swaddles left over. Then again, it’s 
possible Mary tore one of her own garments apart 
into narrow strips. Perhaps one of the wise men 


offered up his turban, which would be been perfect 
for that purpose. 

I wonder about these things. 

But one thing I know for sure. 


MARY AND JOSEPH DIDN’T PURCHASE 
THE STUFF ON A J.C. PENNEY CHARGE CARD 
AND THEN SPEND THE REST OF THEIR 
MISERABLE LIVES PAYING OFF THE SWAD- 
DLING CLOTHES AT NINETEEN AND THREE- 
QUARTERS PERCENT INTEREST COMPOUND-ED 
APPROXIMATELY EVERY FIVE FUCKING 
MINUTES TO THE NEAREST ONE-THOU-SANDTH 
OF A WIDOW’S PENCE AND TAXED AT A RATE 
THAT WOULD HAVE MADE CALIGULA BLUSH! 
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Like “engagement” rings which are five times 
more expensive than wedding rings... like “class 
rings” which cost more than a second hand car to 
transport you to a job which isn’t waiting for you 
after graduation from a college... like the plots by 
florists and candy makers and balloon blowers to 
erect and sustain holidays for fathers and mothers 
and grandparents and secretaries and three hundred 
sixty-one other assorted categories of people... like 
the thousand-and-one other plots to part fools from 
their money, Christmas is a conspiracy to make you 
feel guilty if you don’t butcher your budget to 
support the gross national product in the make-or- 
break holiday seasons. 

I hate the GNP. I HATE IT. Every morning I get 
up and ask, “Lord JEEEEEEZUS, what can I do 
today to drive the GNP right into the grave?” 

The GNP measures our economy’s productivity 
about as well as a grade-point average measures 
somebody’s intelligence. Think about it. The fee 
which a company charges to blow up a nice old 
building and erect a parking lot counts towards the 
GNP. The cost of planting young men in coffins and 
setting a lovely marble tombstone also counts. If 
you bought a truckload of cheese and left it to rot on 
a loading dock, still that truckload of cheese goes in 
the positive column. 

If, however, a dumpster diver obtains a nice new 
pair of shoes somebody pitched out (meaning, of 
course, he or she won’t have to buy any shoes and 
nobody will have to tap another tree for shoe rubber 
and nobody will need to burn up fossil fuels to 
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transport another pair of Nikes), THEN the GNP 
has been “robbed” of seventy bucks worth of shoe 
sales. And that’s supposed to be a BAD thing. 


THIS IS A SYSTEM WHICH MAKES ANY KIND 
OF MOTHERFUCKING SENSE?! 


Sp ee ees pe a a ae 


It hardly comes as any surprise that the guy who 
created the modern image of Santa Claus, cartoonist 
Thomas Nast, was the same opportunist who coined 
both the Democratic “jackass” symbol and the 
Republican “elephant” symbol. 

Think about the frightening implications of this. 
Imagine, if you would, Bob Packwood or Ted 
Kennedy stuffing your offspring’s stocking. Not a 
pretty image. It’s enough to make a person too sick 
to shop for years. 

I say the Santa symbol could be changed yet 
again. After all, Rudolph The Red-Nosed Reindeer 
was inserted into the generally accepted Dasher- 
Prancer-Comet-Vixen-Etcetera pantheon of recog- 
nized reindeer solely for the purpose of promoting a 
department store with cheapo giveaway Rudolph 
reindeer toys. So who is to say the master dumpster 
diver can’t nominate the image of his own father for 
Santa Claus? 

MAKE IT SO—! 

After all, my dad was Santa. Really, he was. I 
tried telling the other kids in kindergarten but they 
wouldn’t believe me. 

Eventually, though, they believed. 


SR Re a a a 


Santa’s name is “Willard” and he drives a red 
1949 Ford pickup piled high with trash bags. A dog 
named Elmer, rescued from a dumpster, sits in the 
front seat to guide him on his rounds even though 
Elmer mostly gets distracted by interesting smells 
and provides very little actual guidance. The days 
before Christmas are busy, busy, busy, as Willard 
raids dumpsters in search of presents for good little 
boys and girls who know the evil State kills babies, 
taxes people nearly to the point of death, misquotes 
the vehemently anti-governmental rhetoric of The 
Holy Scriptures, and encourages you to buy, buy, 
buy in a senseless pattern which leads to lifelong 
debt and, thus, enslavement for one unhappy 
holiday after another until you die and you still 
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haven't paid off the balance on your MasterCard. 

Ah, but the bakeries have been raided for their 
sugar cookies. The fixings have been obtained 
behind the grocery store. The fire is blazing in the 
fireplace and the khaki green army-issue socks have 
been hung upon the chimney with care. The many 
exciting discards of neighbors and commercial 
establishments make the house look like Santa’s 
production center. 

Now for the ritual slaying of the pig fed upon the 
verdant discards of grocery-story produce sections 
and our feast will be complete. Slay, slay, slay! 
There, the pig is dead. 

A few goodies under the tree show signs of being 
store-bought, not dumpster-dived. What have we 
here? Why, they’re books! Books to clutch to your 
breast and weep tears of joy over! Rare and secret 
information which will tell you FOR EDUCATION 
PURPOSES ONLY how to hide your goodies from 
the predations of the flying purple pigs of Statism. 
GOD HAVE MERCY UPON ME BECAUSE I 
HATE THEM; SO MUCH! HATE, HATE, 
HATE—! 

Ok, let’s see here... 

How to make your own booze. I wonder if they 
have an egg nog recipe in there? 

How to grow festive green plants, perfect for 
holiday decorating and, er, celebrating! 

How to make money “off the books.” That should 
make next Christmas even better! 

How to make shit EXPLODE! Hey, forget 
Christmas, I’m looking forward to the Fourth of 
July and something tells me EVERY DAY CAN BE 
INDEPENDENCE DAY! 

Why, there’s even a book about dumpster diving! 

And much, much more! 

Merry Christmas, enlightened ones! Merry 
Christmas and Happy New Year, from the master 
dumpster diver and your friends at Loompanics 
Unlimited! 


Sp aR Re ea a a ae 


John Hoffman is the author 
of The Art & Science Of 
Dumpster Diving. 


“Sometime during the winter of 1980, 17-year-old Robin 
Dobbler made the mistake of falling in love with 17- 
year-old Charlene Hamilton. Let this be a warning to 
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Just in case you’re wondering, this is NOT a porn story 
— it’s a story ABOUT porn. There’s a difference. 


“Throughout history, man has followed his true sexual 
inclinations at his own peril.” — Ancient Wisdom 


“T understand John Hinckley all too well. Starving men 
eating pictures of food.” — Graffiti Poem on Bathroom 
Wall 


“Even at its most sordid, life is a profoundly spiritual 
affair.” — Eugene McKlean, pornographer 


“Shut the fuck up, you stupid asshole!” — 
Unidentified Crank 


They say that everyone remembers their first time. 
Well, almost everyone. According to the wonders of 
modern statistics, five percent of the adult population are 
still virgins. But you other 95 percent know what I’m 
talking about. 


She was drunk. She was ALWAYS drunk. Even when 
she wasn’t drunk she SEEMED drunk. Or maybe she was 
just a bit loony in the head. At any rate, she was definitely 
punch-drunk. She had taken a few shots in life and she 
was groggy. But now she was drunk and feeling no pain. 
And laughing. 

“guh-Haw! guh-Haw! guh-Haw!” 

She had a real funny, drunken laugh, like a hillbilly 
hicupping. She was sitting in Golden Gate Park drinking 
from a quart bottle of Schlitz. 

“HEY YOU!” she shouted. 

“Uh... Who? Me?” I said. 

“Who the hell you think I’m talking to, the wall? Guh- 
HAW! Want some beer?” 

We sat in the grass, talking about nothing and passing 
the bottle of beer. She looked about 35, kind of beat-up, 
stringy blond hair, and her front teeth were missing. But 
what the heck. She was about the first girl in 20 million 
years to be friendly to me, so pretty soon I was smiling 
and laughing. 

We drank all afternoon. The cold beer tasted just fine. 
The drunker we got, the goofier she acted. She grabbed 
my jacket and ran off with it. I caught her from behind 
and pinned her to the grass. She looked up at me, 
beaming and smiling her toothless smile, and said real 
slow... 

“Ah... wanna... FUCK... you!” 
“guh-HAW! guh-HAW!” 
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It was getting dark. I was wading into new and 
unfamiliar waters. I was 17 years old and still a virgin. I 
finished the beer and wiped my mouth with the back of 
my hand. 

“Let’s go to a bar,” I said. 

“I can’t,” she said. “I been kicked out of all the bars on 
Haight Street.” 

‘What for?” 

“Oh, getting drunk and fightin’ and shit.” She was a 
real hillbilly sweetheart, this one. I wondered if that was 
how she lost her front choppers. 

Now this may sound corny to all you hipsters out there, 
but I still had this idea about saving my first time for The 
One. I had this very romantic vision of The Way It Was 
Supposed To Be. You know, “Miss Right” and all that 
crap. Or maybe I was just scared of girls. At any rate, here 
I was, young and drunk with Miss Wrong. 

We sat down at the bus bench at the entrance to the 
park where it runs into Haight Street. It was well after 
midnight at this point. 

“So where are you staying?” I asked. 

“I sleep in the park,” she said. “I got kicked out of my 
hotel room. My sleeping bag is stashed in the bushes over 
there.” 

Just then two guys approached. They were both mean- 
looking, young Hispanic punks. Real thug-types. 

“Look at the two love boids,” sneered one of the punks. 
“Ts that your new boyfriend, you ugly shit?” 

“Go away,” she said. 

“She fucks every guy that sets foot in the park,” said 
the punk to his partner. “Fucking slut! So the State made 
her get her tubes tied!” 

I didn’t know what that meant, but he sure made it 
sound unappealing. 

“Tubes tied!” he sneered. “You’re nothing but a dirty 
whore.” 

They were both young, mean and menacing. He 
drained his can of beer and threw the empty on the 
sidewalk — hard. It clanked and rolled noisily down the 
empty street. No one left out on the street at this hour but 
the hardcore losers. 

“You jus’ leave us alone,” she said. “Beat it!” 

“Beat it, huh?” he said to his partner. “She says ‘Beat 
it’... HA HA!” They both laughed a mean laugh at this 
non-joke. They acted like two cats toying with a mouse. 

“I should kick your ass, you ugly bitch.” They circled 
us menacingly. He opened another can of beer, spraying 
us with suds. 

“Oh-oh, I got you wet,” he said with mock sincerity. 
They both laughed. “That reminds me, I gotta take a 
leak.” 


(Continued on next page) 


He unzipped his fly and started pissing on the bus 
bench, walking closer and closer towards us. I jumped 
back out of his line of fire. I opened my mouth, not sure 
what would come out. 

“Hey listen, man. We’re just trying to have a quiet 
evening,” I said. “Watch out where you’ re pissing.” I tried 
to make it sound reasonable, non-threatening. 

“Oh yea?” said the punk. “Real tough guy here. The 
All-American Boy and his girl.” 

I stiffened my body and clenched my fists. These guys 
were both crazy-mean, and looking for someone to burn. 
My heart was pounding. I knew I’d have to defend the 
honor of this lady from getting pissed on. I half-expected 
to hear a switchblade click any second... 

Instead, she stood up between me and the tough and — 
of all things! 

“C’mon José, gimme some of your beer,” 
drunkenly. 

“You ugly bitch!” he said with disgust. He gave her the 
can and she drank greedily. 

By this time I wasn’t sure what to make of any of this. 
From the darkness of the park came a third person. 

“D-damn near f-freezing out here,” he said. He was a 
frail-looking hippie, dressed in a short-sleeved shirt. He 
was holding his sides and shivering. He sat down on the 
bus bench slowly, wincing in pain. 

“Whatsa’ matter with you, Bob?” asked my hillbilly 
sweetheart. 

“It’s nothing,” he said, still holding his sides. “I woke 
up the other night in my sleeping bag and someone was 
kicking me and stomping me with their boots. I think my 
ribs are cracked.” He winced again. “Can I have a hit off 
that beer?” 

This was getting too weird for me. I got up and left. 
The hell with this shit. I walked through the dark, 
deserted park. My backpack was stashed underneath a 
dead log off the main trail. I unrolled my sleeping bag and 
climbed in. The hell with these nut-cases and drunk 
women. And besides, the First Time should be something 
special. Not some drunken roll in the dirt with some half- 
wit lunatic. The Right Girl would come along someday 
and I would KNOW. I rolled over on my side and closed 
my eyes. It had been a long strange day and I was 
exhausted. Good night... 

I felt the hand on my face and bolted upright, thinking 
those two punks were after me again. She was lying on 
top of me —a big, drunken, toothless smile on her dumb, 
half-wit face. Her face glowed in the white moonlight. 

“Ah... wanna... FUCK... you!” she drawled softy. 

“guh-HAW!” 

I felt her tongue work its way into my mouth, moist and 
warm. What the hell... 


she said 


“This one’s still alive.” 

I opened my eyes in a flash. Two cops were standing 
over me. One of them was gently nudging me with his 
big, black boots. I sat up in my sleeping bag, rubbing the 
sleep from my eyes. 

“Yea, this one’s still alive,” said the other cop. 

“Huh?” I said staring up at them. 

“Yea,” said the cop. “We find dead bodies dumped in 
this part of the park all the time.” 

There are many good ways to wake up in the morning. 
This was not one of them. I rolled up my sleeping bag, 
hoisted on my backpack, and trudged out of the park. 

I walked down Haight Street. Here I was. The 
legendary Haight-Ashbury. Birthplace of The Hippie, 
home of the Grateful Dead and the Flower Children. I had 
read all about it in the old Life magazines my dad used to 
keep stashed in the basement. And here I was, in the 
midst of this, having A Real Life Adventure. 

I had already asked one hippie if there were any Be-Ins 
scheduled for this weekend. He said no. Actually, he had 
been kind of surly. Probably on a bad LSD trip or 
something. 

The memories of last night were vaguely filtering 
through my brain. My hillbilly sweetheart. Yep, I had 
definitely stuck it in there. Now I was a man. I looked at 
my reflection in the storefront window to see if I looked 
any different. I didn’t. It occurred to me — I couldn’t 
remember her name... 

I pulled into a coffee shop on the Haight, ordered a 
large soda — no ice. Maybe I would take up smoking 
cigarettes. Or maybe even grow a beard. Who knows, 
anything’s possible. 

I sat by the window, gazing out at the early morning 
passersby on the street. Mostly long-haired hippies and 
barefoot street people trying to panhandle their morning 
cup of coffee. I felt about a mill 
ion light years from home. 

What was I DOING here anyway? 

I took another sip from my Coke and ran the story 
through my mind one more time. It made sense, sort of... 


Jour THROUGH 


rendeRLony 
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How long ago WAS it? Just a couple of months ago? It 
seemed like a very long time ago. Yea. I guess it was the 
night of the Big Game when all this crap started coming 
down. 

I guess you could say at that point I was still your 
typical New Jersey teenager. The most daring thing I had 
done to date was go into New York City with Chuck and 
Red and get royally drunk at the Burger N Brew. Ended 
up throwing up all over the bus, but that’s another story. 

But the night of the Big Game. We were playing our 
arch rival Parkview High, and I was sitting at my usual 
spot at the end of the bench. I’m a scrub, O.K.? I admit it. 
I’m one of the worst players on the team. They only let me 
in the game when the score is so lop-sided that I can’t do 
any damage. 

I still think I could be pretty good. If I could just grow 
a couple of inches... 

Usually it kind of bugged me that I didn’t get in the 
game. I mean, the whole school was jammed into that 
auditorium, and there I was, sitting on the end of the 
bench like a lump. 

But on this night I didn’t care, you see. Because I had 
a date lined up for after the Big Game with none other 
than Charlene Hamilton. 

And who’s Charlene Hamilton you ask? Why Charlene 
Hamilton was none other than the best looking girl in the 
entire Class of ’81. Oh, some of the jerks thought Amy 
Alders was better looking — probably because she had 
bigger breasts. But for my money, Charlene was THE 
ONE! 

And she wasn’t a snob or stuck-up like most of the 
other good-looking girls in our class. She sat next to me 
in English class and she talked to me all the time. And she 
wasn’t an airhead, either. She liked to read books and we 
talked a lot about Vonnegut or Catcher In The Rye or 
whatever we were reading at the time. 

There were a lot of weird rumors going around about 
Charlene — that she was wild, that she took drugs, and 
that she had sex with college students, even. But she 
always seemed real nice to me. Shy, in fact. 

I was sweating clear through my shirt when I finally got 
up the courage to ask her out on a date. I caught her 
coming out of math class with an armful of books. She 
didn’t seem overly enthusiastic, but she accepted. SHE 
ACCEPTED! 

Anyway, we lost the game 62-47, sports fans. I went 
into the locker room to take a shower. (Even though I 
hadn’t gotten in the game, I had worked up quite a sweat 
watching Charlene in her cheerleading uniform, shaking 
it up on the sidelines! She really could shake it.) 


Charlene had gone home to change out of her 
cheerleading uniform and get ready for our date. You 
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know how girls are —it probably wouldn’t take her more 
than 20 hours to get ready. The Master Plan was for me to 
pick her up at about 9 in my good old Chevy Impala, and 
we’d grab a burger at the Char-Broil and then take in a 
flick. Funny how it didn’t turn out quite that way... 


That jerk Jamie Toaden let me have it as soon as I 
walked out of the shower. Jamie Toaden — the all-star 
forward and all-around jerk-face. 


“Robin’s got a big date tonight!” he shouted. “Heads 
up, scrub.” Toaden rolled up his wet towel and whipped 
it on my bare ass. 

“Knock it off, Jamie,” I said. 

“Oh Robin,” he squealed in a mock falsetto. “I-I-I-love 
you!” 

“Very funny.” 

“Oh Charlene, you dance so divinely.” Toaden held out 
his towel like it was an imaginary dance partner and 
began pirouetting around the locker-room. A real wit, this 
guy. 

I sat down by my locker, drying my hair with my towel. 
] had been taking a lot of crap from those guys ever since 
they found all the poems I wrote about Charlene in my 
locker. They were all so immature, especially Toaden. I 
wanted to hit him on his head. 


“Gobble-Dobble! Gobble-Dobble!” That was my most 
hated nickname, derived from my name, Robin Dobbler. 


Toaden walked up to me, real friendly-like. “No hard 
feelings, pal.” He reached out and shook my hand. Water 
burst out everywhere. He had a water-filled condom in his 
hand. 


“HARD feelings. Get it?” 


Jamie Toaden — whatta guy. When he wasn’t looking 
I filled the condom with water and snuck over to his 
locker where his trousers were hanging. I poured water all 
over the crotch of his pants. That should help him impress 
the girls. 


I got in my trusty Impala and drove around for awhile, 
killing time before the date. Good ole suburban New 
Jersey. It’s actually very pretty in the autumn. All the 
leaves were changing colors and falling off. Some of the 
trees were already standing there naked, branches bare. 


I knew exactly how long it would take to get to 
Charlene’s house on Elm Street. I had driven by there a 
million times. Not that I was spying on her or nothing. 


I pulled up in front of her nice big house. The first 
thing I noticed was: The front door was wide open. That 
should have tipped me off that something weird was 
going on. But it didn’t. 


(Continued on next page) 


I got out of the car and walked up to the front door. 
Wide open. The air was cold, already had the bite of 
winter in it. I had the sudden urge to flee. Pre-Big Date 
jitters. 

“Uh... Hello, anybody home?” 


Nobody answered. I poked my head into the doorway, 
looked around a bit. Everything seemed normal. Except, 
what was that? A bag of groceries was dumped by the 
couch, as if somebody had left it there in a hurry. 

I stood there on the front porch, getting more nervous 
by the second. Maybe Charlene didn’t want to go out with 
me. Maybe the whole family had run off in a huff to avoid 
an embarrassing scene. 

I knocked again. “Charlene, it’s me. Robin....” 

Nothing. 

Suddenly, I heard a muffled crash coming from 
upstairs. Was that a lamp smashing against the wall? I 
could see up the stairway to the second floor. What was 
going on here? 

It all happened so fast I wasn’t sure WHAT was 
happening. Suddenly the bedroom door upstairs flung 
open and out they came. 

“YOU BASTARD!! YOU FILTHY BASTARD!” 

It was Charlene’s mom and dad, and they were having 
a terrific fight at the top of the stairs. Charlene’s mom had 
a pillow in her hands and she was beating the heck out of 
Charlene’s dad. He had his pants around his ankles, and 
he kept tripping over them as he tried to avoid her wrath. 

“YOU FILTHY SCUM!” shouted Charlene’s mom. 
“HOW COULD YOU??!” 

“B-but Martha, let me explain...” But before he could 
explain, Charlene’s mom unleashed a vicious series of 
kicks that sent him sprawling towards the stairs. 

“GET OUT OF THIS HOUSE!! GET OUT OF THIS 
HOUSE!!” She gave him a solid boot to the butt that sent 
him bouncing down the stairs like a deflated basketball. 


It wasn’t until they were halfway down the stairs — 
kicking and screaming and fighting — that they noticed, 
for the first time, my presence at the bottom of the stairs. 

Charlene’s mom froze in mid-kick: her heel about to 
come crashing down on Charlene’s dad’s head. 
Charlene’s dad was cringing with his eyes closed in 
anticipation of the coming blow. He opened his eyes 
slowly, blinking hard twice when he saw me down there 
at the bottom of the stairs. 

“Uh... Hello, Mr. And Mrs. Hamilton,” I said. “I’m 
here to see Charlene.” 

“Jesus fucking Christ,” muttered Charlene’s dad. He 
hastily pulled up his trousers and began stumbling up the 
stairs. 


Then I noticed her. Charlene. She was standing at the 
top of the stairs. Her hair was all messed up and her shirt 
was completely unbuttoned. I could see her white 
brassiere. 

“YOU DIRTY WHORE!” shouted her mother. “I 
NEVER WANT TO SEE YOU AGAIN!!” 

At that Charlene’s mom ran off down the hall, 
slamming the door behind her. 

I looked up at Charlene for a second. She had kind of a 
sour look on her face. It’s funny how a pretty girl can 
sometimes remind you of a deer. To tell you the truth, I 
was kind of at a loss for what to say. 

“Uh... gee Charlene, you still feel like taking in a 
flick?” 

Charlene let out a real loud sob which, I guessed, 
correctly, meant she didn’t feel like taking in a flick. 

Then she turned and ran off down the hallway. 

I stood there by myself in the doorway. I scratched my 
chin. It itched. All I could think was: Boy, my Big Date 
sure isn’t turning out like I hoped it would. 

I was all set to drive off in my beat-up ole Chevy 
Impala when Charlene came running out of her house. 
She was lugging a small suitcase. 

“Lemme in,” she said. 

“O.K.” I said. “Where to?” 

“T dunno.” 

I sat there for a second looking at her. She was staring 
straight ahead out the front windshield. 

“Just drive,” she said. “Get me out of here.” 

I started the car and off we drove. The streets of New 
Jersey were pretty empty. Ridgetown, New Jersey. What 
a wonderful place. I was pretty nervous at this point, so I 
tried to whistle along with the song on the radio. “Angie” 
by the Rolling Stones. I’m not much of a whistler, but 
sometimes it keeps my mouth occupied and prevents me 
from saying something stupid. 

“Listen,” Charlene said finally. “I can’t go back home. 
I’m leaving Ridgetown. I’ve got a girlfriend in San 
Francisco. I’m going there.” 

“San Francisco??!”” I said. “For godsake, that’s 3,000 
miles away! What about school? What about your 
parents? What about the game next week?” 

Charlene kind of groaned, and gave me a look like I 
was a complete idiot. 

“And don’t you tell anyone where I’m going, Robin. 
Promise?” 

“Well sure,” I said. “But gee, how are you going to get 
there?” 

“T’ve got a little bit of money. Just give me a ride to the 
freeway and I’ll start hitching. I'll be out of this shithouse 


town in no time.” 
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“Don’t you know it’s dangerous for a girl to be 
hitchhiking? And in the middle of the night?” 

“I don’t need any lectures, Robin. If you won’t do it 
just let me out here, dammit. Stop this car! Let me out of 
here!” 

“Now calm down. Calm down,” I said. I looked deeply 
into her eyes, reassuringly. She was very upset and 
breathing funny. 

“WATCH OUT!” she gasped. My car was gliding off 
the road. I grabbed violently at the steering wheel, as we 
bounced through the gravel. Suddenly we were back on 
the road. 

“Jesus! Why don’t you watch where you’re driving!” 

I ran my fingers through my hair. “O.K. I'll give you a 
ride to the freeway.” 

“T appreciate it. Honest, Robin, I didn’t mean to get you 
messed up in this thing.” 

“Yea, well what the heck was going on back there, 
anyway? I mean, your parents are kind of peculiar.” 

“Jesus, don’t I know it.” 

“T mean, it’s none of my beeswax getting involved in 
your domestic squabbles but...” 

“T don’t want to talk about it.” 

We drove in silence. I could tell she REALLY didn’t 
want to talk about it. But what the heck were we supposed 
to talk about? I looked out the window at the passing trees 
and houses. Sometimes the whole world seems rotten. It 
seemed like the whole world was contaminated with 
poison gas or something and the only safe place was 
inside my car. Just keep driving and everything’ll be 
alright. 

“Well, hey, here’s the freeway entrance,” I said. ““What 
the heck. I don’t have nothing else to do tonight. I’ll drive 
a bit until we find a good spot to hitch from.” I pulled on 
INTERSTATE 80 WEST. 

It was well after midnight when I realized we were 
entering Pennsylvania. YOU ARE NOW LEAVING 
NEW JERSEY — THE GARDEN STATE. 


“Gee, I hadn’t realized we’ ve been driving for so long,” 
I said. “Good-bye, New Jersey.” 

“Good riddance, New Jersey,” said Charlene. “The 
only good thing about New Jersey is, it’s a good place to 
leave.” 

We both laughed at that. Then we stopped laughing. 
And she started crying. 

“There, there, Charlene,” I said. I put my hand on her 
thigh. Patted her a few times. Then she REALLY started 
bawling. Loud sobs and everything. 

I turned up the radio. Whistled a little bit. Looked out 
the window. Nothing but gray trees and shrubs and the 
blaring headlights of the cars coming at us from the 
opposite direction. My car was a missile, blasting down 
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the freeway. I pointed it directly at the horizon, blasting 
into the unknown. 
Good riddance, New Jersey. 


It wasn’t until we reached Chicago that it started to 
dawn on me: THIS IS GETTING SERIOUS! We had 
been driving non-stop for nearly two days and we were 
already halfway across the country. We were knee-deep in 
McDonalds litter and I was wired to the gills on coffee. 

“By the way, Robin, what do you expect to do when we 
hit San Francisco?” 

“Gee, I dunno. I haven’t given it much thought,” I said. 

“I don’t think my girlfriend’s place is big enough for 
both of us,” said Charlene. 

“Um.” 

“I really think you should go back to New Jersey, 
Robin. I shouldn’t have got you involved in my mess.” 

“Listen, I’ve got it all figured out,” I said. “I'll get a job 
in San Francisco, and rent a nice apartment, and you can 
move in with me.” I was excited by the prospect. 

“Oh, brother. What kind of job are you gonna get?” 

“T dunno. I’m pretty good at drawing cartoons. I could 
get a job drawing cartoons. I could get a job drawing 
comics. Make big bucks selling them to mags like 
Newsweek and Reader’s Digest.” 

“Good luck.” 

“T could make a damn good living being an artist.” 

“Robin, have you ever heard the term ‘starving artist’?” 

“They’re just the ones with no talent,” I said. “I’m 
good. My stuff’s hot. I could even get famous. I’ve 
already had my comics published plenty.” 

“Where?” 

“Don’t you remember that cartoon of mine that was 
printed in the school newspaper?” 

“No. But I do remember that one you drew of Mrs. 
Fleegle. The one that showed her with a big nose and hair 
on her legs and the tattoo. That was pretty funny. She 
flipped her wig when some wise-ass left that drawing 
lying around her classroom.” 

“You mean she saw that? No wonder she flunked me 
for sophomore biology.” 

To tell you the truth, it felt great to be barreling across 
the country, sitting next to none other than Charlene 
Hamilton. 

“Y’know Charlene, I’ve been wanting to talk to you for 
years.” 

“Well why didn’t you just come up and say ‘Hi,’” she 
said. 
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“Because you were always going out with somebody 
else, like that jerk Jamie Toaden,” I said more angrily 
than I had intended. 

“Oh, him.” 

“Plus, girls like you and Suzy Oiler were way above my 
social class. To tell you the truth, I always felt kind of out 
of it.” 

“Could’ ve fooled me,” she laughed. 

“No, I mean it. I could never compete with Toaden and 
all them other rich guys. I mean, even my friends, they all 
had nice big houses and fancy skis, and new cars that 
their parents bought them. Man, I had to work all summer 
just to buy this junk-heap.” 

“Hey, it’s got us this far in one piece,” said Charlene 
cheerfully. 

“Really, I hated it in Ridgetown. I hated being a 
minister’s son. My family was the poorest family in the 
whole damn town.” 

“You should have been in my family,” said Charlene. 
“You could have a nice rich allowance, and get fucked in 
the ass by my dad, too.” 

“WHAT??!” 

“Never mind.” 

I had admired Charlene Hamilton from afar for years. I 
figured if I was going to ever tell her, this was the time. 

“You want to know what I used to do?” I said. 

“What?” 

“Promise you won’t call me a pervert or nothing?” 

“WHAT?” 

“Well...” (I wasn’t sure I wanted to reveal this.) “...for 
one entire semester I used to wait for you to get out of 
Mrs. Fleegle’s class. And when you were walking up the 
stairs to get to math class, I used to wait for you to go by, 
so I could... uh... walk behind you and ... uh... sneak a 
peek up your dress... see your panties...” 

“YOU DIRTY BASTARD!” Charlene laughed. She 
threw an empty McDonalds cup at me. 

I was having a great time. 

“So what are you gonna do. when we hit San 
Francisco?” I asked. 

“Oh, I don’t know. Try to relax and get my ball- 
bearings straight. My girlfriend says she might even be 
able to get me a job where she works.” 

“What does she do?” I asked. 

“She’s a professional dancer.” 

“Oh really? A ballerina?” 


“Not exactly...” 


We had been pretty lucky so far. The radio reports kept 
predicting a big snowstorm on the way, but we kept just 
ahead of it. We really didn’t have any problems at all, 
until The Great Nebraska Bologna Robbery. | 

“T hate to bring this up,” said Charlene, “but I’m down 
to my last $12.” 

“T’ve got about $7 left,” I said. Visions of being buried 
alive in an Illinois snowdrift danced through my head. 
“We need gas money!” 

The solution: Rex and Bill. 

Rex and Bill were hitchhiking just out of Chicago. Rex 
was small and mean. Bill was 7-foot-tall and dumb. 

“I’m goin’ to Los Angeleees to git m-me a j-job as a 
radio disc j-jockey,” drawled Bill in a thick Kentucky 
accent, made thicker by his speech impediment. 

“J just got out of reform school,” said Rex, ‘“‘and I ain’t 
going back!” 

We explained the gas problem. 

“Pull into the next small town,” ordered Rex. “I'll get 
you some gas.” He had an evil smile on his tight, little 
face. I distrusted him immediately. 

Rex hauled up a short piece of garden hose. “We’ve 
been siphoning gas all the way from Kentucky.” 

“Shit, yea,” said Bill. 

We siphoned gas all the way to Nebraska. Actually, it’s 
pretty easy. You just stick one end of the hose into 
somebody’s gas tank and SUCK. The only trick is to get 
your mouth out of the way before you get a mouthful of 
gas. BLECCH! I didn’t feel too cool about ripping people 
off. But what alternatives did we have? 

One night we snuck onto a sleepy Nebraska farm. Rex 
broke into the garage and stole a bunch of expensive 
fishing equipment and a razor-sharp knife. The fishing 
stuff he traded for a tank of gas at the station down the 
street. The knife he kept. 

“You could slit somebody’s throat with this baby,” said 
Rex from the backseat, admiring his knife. “If they don’t 
do like I say.” 

Rex wasn’t very much older than me, but there was 
something prematurely mean and hard about his baby- 
face — as severe as his crewcut. 

Rex spent the next hour regaling us with tales about 
how he was the leader of this gang in Florida. How they 
pulled big jobs robbing banks and stealing cars. How the 
cops were all scared of him because he was such a big- 
time criminal. How he was known throughout the state as 
Big-Time Rex. He was too smart to get caught, and the 
cops knew it. And now he had this weapon — this knife 
— so he had REALLY big plans now. No one could stop 
him. He had absolutely no fear. 
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Bill mostly just wanted to talk about the alleged rumors 
that “the g-gals in Los Angeleees don’t even wear n-no 
brassieres or nothing.” 

We stopped in a little Nebraska town to use the 
restrooms and get some lunch at a small grocery store. 

“Wait here,” said Rex. “I’ll get us some food. I’ll show 
you how it’s done.” 

We waited in the parking lot while Rex and Bill went 
into the grocery store. “That guy gives me the creeps,” 
said Charlene. 

“Don’t worry,” I said. “He’s gotten us all the way from 
Chicago.” 

But after waiting about ten minutes, I started getting 
nervous. Finally Big Bill, the 7-foot goof, came running 
out of the store in a hurry. “Shit. They g-got Rex!” he 
gasped. 

“What?” 

“Yea. H-he was shoplifting this little 98¢ package of 
bologna when the manager spotted him sticking it in his 
jacket. The manager says to put the bologna back and get 
out. But Rex keeps saying he don’t got n-no bologna and 
starts for the exit. S-so the manager grabs Rex and holds 
him down — sits right on top of him for crissakes so he 
can’t move. And Rex is hollering and yelling about Big 
Time Rex, and how they’ll never take him alive, and his 
gang and everything. But the manager is pretty fat and 
he’s just about squashing p-poor li’] Rex. Then another 
store guy called the cops.” 

Right on cue a cop pulled up to the store. Then another, 
and another, until there were six cars in all. 

“Jesus,” said Charlene. “This must be the biggest crime 
wave to hit Nebraska in 20 years!” 

All the cops went storming into the store. A minute 
later, all the cops came marching out of the store, with 
Rex in the middle, his hands handcuffed behind his back. 
Rex had a defiant look on his mug — like Little Caesar or 
one of those gangsters — but he was bawling tears all 
down his face. 

We sat there for a second in the car. 

“What a dumb fuck!” said Charlene. “Why didn’t he 
just put the bologna back? All that for a lousy 98¢ 
package of bologna!” 

We all agreed Rex was a dumb fuck. I started the car, 
and we were back on the freeway. 

We had been driving about a half hour when we all 
started getting second thoughts. 

“Y’know, he d-did get us all the w-way from Chicago,” 
drawled Bill. 

We decided to turn around and go back to the town. 
That night we all slept in the car. The next morning we all 
went to the trial. 
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Justice moves swift in sleepy, little Nebraska towns. 
The judge sentenced Big-Time Rex to 30 days in jail for 
stealing 98¢ worth of bologna, “to teach you a lesson, 
boy.” 

Bill decided to stay behind and wait for Rex, so 
Charlene and I waved good-bye and hit the road. 

And that’s the story of The Great Nebraska Bologna 
Robbery. 


San Francisco! We had made it. And what a relief it 
was to finally pull off that freeway. I'll never forget 
barreling over the Bay Bridge and there was the San 
Francisco skyline, glittering off in the horizon like the 
City of Gold. 

Charlene got ahold of her girlfriend, Nina, on a pay 
phone, and pretty soon we were sitting in Nina’s cramped 
little apartment in the Espajfiol section of town. 

Nina was about 19 years old. She was dark-skinned 
and very good looking. She pulled out some red wine, 
delicious sourdough French bread and Cheddar cheese. 
We toasted and feasted: TO SAN FRANCISCO! 

Nina brought out a long, glass bong, stuffed with 
marijuana. ZZZONKED. Charlene fell asleep on the 
couch, exhausted. I passed out right on the floor. 


The next morning Nina treated us to coffee and 
breakfast. Then she gave us the guided tour of San 
Francisco. We checked out Market Street and Chinatown 
and the tourist stuff like the Wax Museum at the Wharf. I 
couldn’t get over all the men walking hand-in-hand. 
Kissing each other, even! With beards! 

Nina said: “If you drop your wallet on Polk Street, 
make sure you kick it all the way to the next block before 
you bend to pick it up.” I didn’t get it at first, but now that 
I think about it, that’s pretty funny. 

Later that day, back at Nina’s place, Charlene asked me 
again what my plans were. I told her I wanted to stay in 
San Francisco. I wanted to stay with her. Charlene told 
me I couldn’t stay with her; that she had explained that on 
the ride over. I said why not? Charlene got upset at that. 
Nina offered to loan me 75 bucks to get me back to New 
Jersey. I told Nina to forget it. 

“I don’t want to go back to New Jersey,” I said. “I was 
just flunking out of school anyway. All I ever did was sit 
in the parking lot and get stoned.” 

“But what about the basketball team?” asked Charlene. 

“What about them? I was the worst player on the team. 
A scrub. A bench warmer. That’s all I was.” 
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“But what about your family?” 
“Man, if you think your family was screwed up, 
Charlene, you should’ve seen MY family. What a freak 
show! Everybody was always fighting and screaming all 
the time. Like my little sister — she would never eat her 
banana.” 

“What the hell are you talking about?” 

“See, everybody in the family got their own banana. I 
LOVE bananas. I would eat mine right away. But my little 
sister wouldn’t eat hers. She’d just let it sit there on top of 
the refrigerator and rot. She wouldn’t let me eat it. She’d 
just let it sit there. 

“Gee, Robin —” 

“And my little brother was always fighting with my 
dad, and he got kicked out of school. And my older sister 
she —” 

I stopped short. I didn’t want to tell her what happened 
to my older sister. I didn’t want to tell ANYBODY what 
happened to my older sister. 

“Y’m 17 years old and I’m not a kid anymore,” I said. 
“And that’s why I’m not going back to New Jersey.” 


I slept in my car that night. Nina’s place was just too 
small for three people. The next morning Charlene and I 
went out for coffee. I told Charlene that I liked her very 
much. She told me she liked me very much too — as a 
friend — but that she was going through a very difficult 
period in her life. She needed some time by herself to sort 
things out. So I told her I would give her some time to 
think about it. I called the next morning to see if she had 
any new thoughts about it. She didn’t. 

I spent the next day roaming the streets of San 
Francisco by myself. I’d show her ass. I didn’t need her. 
Checked the want ads. Not a single opening for a 
Cartoonist Wanted. Maybe tomorrow. 

That evening I dropped by Nina’s place. Charlene was 
very excited. 

“I GOT A JOB! I GOT A JOB!” she shouted. “NINA 
GOT ME A JOB WHERE SHE WORKS! I’ll be making 
$10 an hour, plus tips!” 

“Congratulations!” I said. “That’s damn good money. 
What are you gonna do?” 

“I’m gonna be a go-go dancer!” 

“Oh, you mean one of those girls who dance in a cage 
at the discotheque wearing those little bikinis?” 

“Well, yea, sort of.” 

We polished off several bottles of wine in celebration. 
Nina was gone so we had the place to ourselves. It was 
cozy and warm. I put some Bowie on the stereo and sat on 


the couch next to Charlene. She gave me a big, sloppy 
kiss and hug. 

“Thanks a million, Robin,” she said. “I couldn’t have 
made it here without you.” 

“S’nothing,” I said. I was plastered. I looked deeply 
into her eyes. “Charlene, there’s something I’ve been 
meaning to tell you for a real long time...” 

“I have just GOT to show you something!” said 
Charlene. She jumped off the couch, staggered into 
Nina’s room. A few minutes later she returned. 

“God!” I said. 


Charlene was practically bare-ass naked. I was so 
shocked I could barely speak. She had on high-heels and 
stockings and a tiny little thing that barely covered 
ANYTHING between her legs. A G-string, that’s what 
they’re called. Her breasts were pushed upwards by this 
flimsy little see-thru bra. 

“T’Il show you my dance act,” said Charlene with an 
innocent smile. “This is what I'll be doing on my job. 
Nina showed me how to do it.” 

She turned up the music real loud, and whispered to 
me: 

“1’m gonna blow your mind.” 

She threw back her head and laughed softly. She 
started dancing slowly across the room. She was drunk, 
but she was still graceful. Her hips swayed back and forth 
like she was swaying in a gentle breeze. 

I sat on the edge of the couch, totally into it, and she 
danced to the music. Naked legs. Breasts. Bottoms. It was 
like she had jumped out of one of the Playboy magazines 
I used to keep hidden in my desk. This was something I 
had dreamed about for years. Even before I knew for sure 
what the hell it was I was supposed to be dreaming about. 
THIS WAS IT! And here it was, happening before my 
eyes. 

Suddenly Charlene turned and faced me. Her hands 
were on her hips. A wicked smile on her face. I could see 
the outline of her pubic hair bristling against her sheer 
white panties. And I could feel my prick pressing against 
the inside of my jeans. 

All I could think was: This is no dream. 

She arched her back and thrust out her breasts 
invitingly, like she was offering them to me. Her palms 
squeezed her tits together, her nipples sticking out like 
red cherries. Then she slide her hands from her tits, down 
to her hips, up and down her long, slender legs, caressing 
the outline of her feminine figure. 

She lowered herself to the floor, and laid back on one 
elbow. Then she slowly lifted her leg up into the air, 


giving me an ample view of her G-stringed bottom. Her 
(Continued on next page) 
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fingers glided inside her raised, meaty white thighs, 
gently probing around her panties, around her girly parts. 

Then she laid back on both elbows and spread her legs 
wide apart, dangling them in the air with nothing between 
me and her cunt but the thin material of her panties. 
Panties? Hell, it was nothing more than a tiny triangle that 
barely covered her naked ass. I was staring, hard at that 
thing, all that pink-white flesh, exposed, glowing in the 
semi-darkness of the dimly lit room. 

Charlene got up off the floor. She was kind of 
laughing. I took a long, nervous glug from the bottle of 
wine, spilling plenty on my shirt. 

Charlene walked towards me, a come-hither look on 
her face. About two feet from me she stopped and turned 
around. Her naked back was sleek and cool. She slowly 
started bending over, sticking her ass up towards my face. 
That ass, I can see it right now! 

Completely naked except for the thin white string of 
her G-string, snuggled tightly between her buns, straining 
up the crack of her ass like a birthday present waiting to 
be unwrapped. 

I braced myself in my chair, like a runner crouched 
tight and tense at the starting gate. I was all set to jump on 
top of her, only vaguely sure about what was supposed to 
follow, when,... DAMMIT TO FRIGGIN HELL!!!!!!!!... 
the door opens and in walks none other than Nina. 

“What’s up, kids,” said Nina cheerfully. 

“T’m just testing out my act on Robin,” said Charlene. 

“Judging from his expression, I’d say you’re a 
complete success,” said Nina, laughing and pointing at 
me. “Geez Robin, you look like you’re about to pop your 
cork.” 

“Oh well, you know...” I mumbled. 


“Listen,” said Nina. “I got some friends on the way 
over here who are just dying to meet you guys. So clean 
up this mess in the living room, O.K.?” 


To this day I wonder what would have happened if 
Nina hadn’t walked in at that exact moment. Maybe 
things would have turned out a lot different. Maybe. You 
never know. At any rate, this is how it turned out. 

I stumbled into the bathroom and tried to sober up a bit. 
In the mirror my face looked red, my hair disheveled. 

Back in the living room, Charlene had dressed herself 
in an old sweatshirt and jeans. They were talking as if 
nothing had happened. Maybe nothing had happened. 

Soon Nina’s friends came by. They were two older men 
in their 20s and 30s. We sat around drinking and telling 
dumb jokes. A swell time, as you can imagine. 

One thing, though. I had never noticed this before. One 
of the men was sitting on the couch talking away with 
Charlene, really laying it on thick with the old charm-boy 
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routine. Oh, what a dazzling smile this guy had. But one 
thing I noticed — it was really odd — was that every time 
he thought Charlene wasn’t watching, he would stare at 
her with this really weird look on his face. It’s hard to 
describe, it would just flash on his face out of the corner 
of his eyes when he was staring at her. It was like he 
literally wanted to eat her, devour her like she was a 
succulent roast beef or something. Like he wanted to 
jump right on top of her and drag her away. But then 
Charlene would look back at him and he would 
immediately wipe his face clean and put on his ever-so- 
dazzling smile. Weird. I had never observed that before. 


I sat there for a while in a drunken daze. I excused 
myself for the evening and walked out the door. As soon 
as I was outside, on the other side of the door, it all of a 
sudden seemed like I was locked out. I mean, I could’ve 
gone back in and partied it up with the charm boys and 
all. But I couldn’t. Charlene was in there in the middle 
and I don’t know quite what I’m trying to say. But I 
walked back to my car and passed out. 


I don’t know, but I think that Charlene really did blow 
my mind that night. 


The next morning I woke up feeling like crap. The very 
first thought that came into my head was: What the heck 
kind of frigging job did Charlene get anyway? 

I mean, what kind of job would pay you good money to 
dance in public the way Charlene had danced last night? 
I had never even SEEN a girl act that dirty before. Was 
Charlene actually going to do that dirty stuff in public? 
And get paid for it?????!!! : 
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I rolied over and sat up on the front seat. My legs ached 
from where they were cramped up against the steering 
wheel. 

The more I thought about it, the more it bugged me. I 
mean, I’m no prude about sex or nothing. But it’s just not 
right. Sticking your ass out like that. Actually, I was pretty 
confused at this point. Sex was a subject that was never 
even mentioned at my house when I was growing up. 
Then all of a sudden this beautiful girl is sticking her butt 
in my face. The more I thought about it, the more it 
DIDN’T bug me. It kind of turned me on, to be honest. 
The more I thought about all that sexy stuff... well, if you 
want to know the truth, I did MORE than just think about 
it. It’s a good thing my car was parked in a secluded spot 
so nobody could see me thrashing around in there. 

By the time I got out of the car I was feeling pretty 
good. I was really lucky to know a beautiful girl like 
Charlene. And her dance last night was just the 
beginning. The start of a very good thing for us. Together. 

As I walked over to Nina’s I rehearsed in my mind 
exactly what I was going to say to Charlene. I had it all 
worked out in my head. 

Nina answered the front door. When that door swung 
open, it hit me like a slap in the face. There they were, 
sitting together. Charlene and Charm Boy. They were 
sitting on the couch. Practically sitting on each other’s 
laps, for godsake. They were smiling and laughing. 
Probably at something stupid. 

“Hi Charlene,” I said. 

“Morning Robin,” she said. “Guess what? Rick here is 
going to help me find my very own apartment. Isn’t that 
great!” 

She was all wide-eyed and excited. 

“That’s great,” I said. 

I couldn’t think of anything else to say. 

I stood there for awhile, feeling like a jerk. Finally Nina 
said, “Do you want something, Robin? Would you like 
some breakfast or some coffee?” 

“No thanks,” I said. “I just dropped by to say hi. I’m on 
my way out to do something. I better get going.” 

I got going. 


I walked and walked and walked. San Francisco is 
actually a very scenic city. The weather was very nice, 
too, for winter. The sky was gray and starting to drizzle 
rain, but it sure beat New Jersey winters; all that snow 
and slush. 

I walked all afternoon. I didn’t know where the heck I 
was. Somehow I ended up on 7th and Market. I went into 
a Jack-In-The-Box and ate a 39¢ hamburger. 


Walked around a bit more. Saw a dog with only three 
legs. Weird. I wondered what Chuck and the gang were 
doing back in New Jersey. Probably getting ready for the 
game on Friday. 

I decided I wanted to talk to Charlene real bad. It was 
dark outside by the time I finally found Nina’s place. 
Nina answered the door. 

“‘Where’s Charlene?” I asked. 

“She’s moving in with Rick until she finds her own 
place,” said Nina. 

“Oh.” I said. 

I walked back to my car and tried to go to sleep. I 
couldn’t sleep. I laid there on the hard seat all night long. 
And I just hurt and hurt and hurt. 

I sat there trying to think. But I couldn’t. There was, 
like, this silent scream going off in my head. It was very 
quiet outside on the streets, but there was this silent 
scream inside my mind. It was like there was someone 
inside of me, jabbing me with a knife — hurting me! — 
and I didn’t know how to stop the pain. I laid there all 
night trying to understand why it hurt so bad. 

I’m still trying to understand it. 


The last time I saw Charlene before she disappeared I 
warned her: “You don’t know what you’re getting into. 
You could regret this for the rest of your life. You know 
what you are? You’re a whore.” 

All she would say was: “Y’know Robin, you can be a 
real jerk. I’m making $500 a week. Where else is a 17- 
year-old girl like me gonna make that kind of money?” 

I swear, sometimes girls can be so dumb. They don’t 
know WHAT they’re getting into. They don’t even know 
what to do for their own good. 

I was all set to explain this to Charlene when that jerk 
Rick butted in and told me to get lost. Personally, I think 
this whole mess is his fault — Charlene getting messed 
up in pornography and everything. 

Nina wouldn’t tell me anything. She wouldn’t tell me 
where Charlene lived or where she worked. All Nina 
would tell me was that Charlene moved in with that 
Charm Boy Rick and that she wished to God I would stop 
bugging her and go back to New Jersey. 

Fat chance of that. 

I sold my car for $200. I probably could’ ve got more, 
but I was desperate for cash. No turning back now. 

I rented a little room in a flophouse, the fabulous 
Empress Hotel. What a dump. That place should have 
been condemned 20 years ago. But it was located in the 
Tenderloin District. Where all the strip clubs were. 


Charlene worked in one of those sleazy clubs. The 
(Continued on next page) 
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problem was, I didn’t know which one. I had to somehow 
find Charlene, and talk some sense into that dumbbell 
before she REALLY messed up her life. 


I’ll never forget the first time I went to the Empress 
Hotel to see about getting a room. I was walking up this 
narrow stairway to get to the manager’s office and there 
was this old geezer trying to hobble down the stairs in his 
walker. 

“Excuse me sir,” I said. “Could I get b-” 

“YA SHITHEAD!! YA SHITHEAD!!” 

“Say what?” 

“YA SHITHEAD!! GET AWAY FROM ME, YA 
SHITHEAD!!” 

He was squawking up a storm trying to hit me with his 
cane as I tried to maneuver past him. Finally I got by him, 
but it’s kind of embarrassing when some old geezer keeps 
calling you a shithead. The Empress Hotel didn’t exactly 
roll out the red carpet, if you know what I mean. 

My room was nothing but a bed, a bureau, and a sink. 
My very first home away from home. The bathroom was 
at the end of the hall. No toilet seat on the toilet, and 
usually a couple of fresh turds sitting in the pot. Or worse. 
Empty wine bottles and funky trash were littered all 
through the halls. Drunks and old geezers staggering all 
over the place. Plus, lots of angry big Negroes. This place 
kind of scared me. 

Out on the streets it was even worse. San Francisco’s 
fabulous Tenderloin District. What a zoo. Be sure to stop 
by, all you tourists of the depraved. It seemed like 
everybody hanging out on the streets was either a derelict, 
a prostitute, or a loud Negro. 

The first place I tried to get into was a joint called 
“Busty’s T & A.” 

“GIRLS! GIRLS! GIRLS!” blared the sign. “TALK TO 
AN ACTUAL NUDE GIRL — 25¢.” 

I asked the cash register guy if Charlene was one of the 
girls, girls, girls. He told me to get lost if I didn’t have any 
ID. Isn’t that a kick? Charlene’s old enough to work in 
these dives, but I’m not old enough to pay to get in. I told 
the guy I didn’t want to buy a ticket. I was just trying to 
locate a friend of mine who might be working in their 
crummy joint, and I was wondering if he’d be so kind as 
to give me any information regarding the whereabouts of 
my friend. She was 5 foot 8, with golden blonde hair, and 
long, long legs... 

The guy said: “Kid, we got blondes. We got redheads. 
We got blackheads. But you don’t got shit if you don’t got 
ID? 
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A most unreasonable fellow. I tried to make my 
position clear, but before I knew it I was surrounded by 
three menacing gorillas who persuaded me to take my 
search elsewhere. 

Across the street was another girly club, “Dial-A-Doll.” 
I thought I'd play it smart this time, so I went in 
undercover. I pulled by jacket collar up around my face 
and said in a real low masculine voice: “TICKET 
PLEASE.” 

The cash register guy said: “How many tokens you 
want?” 

I said: “Tokens? How many you got?” 

“Huh?” he said. 

“T’]l take 25¢ worth,” I said. 

“They’re 25¢ apiece,” he said. 

“Right.” 

“You gotta buy at least $2 worth of tokens to get in.” 

“Surely.” I started fishing in my pockets for money, 
found a wadded up dollar bill, and a bunch of nickels, 
dimes, and pennies. I accidentally spilled a lot of the 
pennies on the floor. You ever do that when you’ re trying 
to whip change out of the pockets of a tight pair of jeans? 
Finally I managed to count out $2 on the glass counter, 
and the guy gave me eight tokens. 

I lurked around the place for a while, observing. The 
place was jammed with businessmen hustling from 
booth-to-booth, checking out the merchandise or getting 
more tokens. It was clear: You had the choice between 
watching X-rated movies or live girly shows. All in the 
privacy of your very own booth. 

Then I noticed it. On the outside of one of the booths 
was a photo of the featured movie in that booth. It was 
photo of a woman on her hands and knees. On top of her 
was this big, ugly warthog. That thing was a monster. It 
looked about 400 pounds big. You could hardly see the 
girl underneath all that pork. That pig looked like it was 
really putting it into that woman. 

I nonchalantly slipped into the booth. Locked the door 
tight. It was dark and clammy in there, and smelled 
strongly of ammonia or some kind of liquid cleanser. I sat 
down on the seat — right onto something wet and sticky! 
YECHHH! I tried to wipe whatever it was onto the wall. 
An empty roll of toilet paper was hanging from a nearby 
holder. 

I took out my tokens, dropped half of them on the floor. 
They were rolling all over the place. Damn these tight 
jeans! I put a token in the slot. Nothing. Put in another. 
Nothing. This damn thing’s a rip-off. I felt like smashing 
it. I put in another and the TV screen finally started 
lighting up. A beautiful woman was lying on a bed 
playing with herself. But the sound was turned up full- 
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volume. She was moaning in ecstasy, supposedly, but it 
was more like she was shrieking in agony. High-pitched, 
piercing shrieks. I fumbled around frantically looking for 
the volume control, pressing all kinds of buttons and 
yanking all kinds of levers, but I couldn’t turn down the 
horrible shrieking noises. 

I stumbled out of the booth in a daze, my hands over 
my ears. 

Everybody was staring at me. Or was that just my 
imagination? I staggered into another booth. It was dark 
and peaceful in there. I put a token in the slot. A curtain 
slowly lowered, revealing a glass panel. On the other side 
of the glass was a naked black girl sitting in another 
booth. She looked like a zoo animal in a cage. It was a 
small cage. More like a closet. The naked girl was holding 
a telephone. I noticed a phone in my booth so I picked it 
up. 

“Hello there, honey,” she croaked into the phone. “I'll 
do anything you say.” 


Dobbler. How are you doing there in the booth?” 

“I’m really hot for you,” she said. The curtain started 
closing. “Put in another token.” 

I put in another token and the curtain reopened. She 
was still lying there in the nude with the phone. It was 
like a candy machine — put a quarter in the slot and get 
the girl of your choice. Comes in a wide variety of flavors. 

“What am I supposed to do?” I asked into the phone. 

“Whatever you want,” she said. “Most guys just want 
me to press my ass up to the window and spread it.” 

“Oh. Listen, have you seen a girl working around here? 
Golden blond hair, long legs?” 

“What’s wrong with my legs, honey?” 

I started to say something, but the curtain was closing. 
I was all out of tokens, too. 


I walked back to my room at the fabulous Empress 
Hotel. I did not feel too swift about my first entry into the 
wonderful world of the Tenderloin. The old geezer with 
the walker was sitting in the lobby. His cane was resting 
underneath his chin. He called out to me. 

“What?” I asked. 

“You’re still a shithead,” he cackled. 

I didn’t feel like arguing. 

That night, sitting on my lumpy bed with the springs 
sticking up all over the place jabbing me in the butt when 
I wasn’t careful, I couldn’t help thinking about the girl in 
the photograph. The girl underneath that big pig. I kept 
thinking: WHO IS THAT GIRL? WHO ARE HER 
PARENTS? WHERE IS HER BOYFRIEND? HOW IN 
THE HELL DID SHE END UP ON ALL FOURS WITH 


“Hello there,” I said. “My name is Robin. Robin 


400 POUNDS OF HUMPING HOG DUMPED ON TOP 
OF HER??? 

And I kept thinking about Charlene. Where was she 
and what kind of trouble was she getting into? 

I was running out of dough fast, so I figured I’d better 
come up with some scheme to raise some money pretty 
quick. I had big plans. I took out my drawing pad and 
started working on a comic strip that I knew would rake 
in big bucks if I could just get it done. My strip was called 
“COOLMAN COMIX.” It was all about this goofy little 
superhero named Coolman who goes around doing all 
kinds of funny stuff. 

I was working on the bed because there were no tables 
or chairs in my room. I was trying to finish this strip 
where Coolman is flying around, but instead of saving the 
world he goes off and starts eating hamburgers. It was 
pretty funny, except I couldn’t come up with a punch line. 
You've got to have real boffo gags at the end of the strip. 
But every time I tried to concentrate on the ending, I kept 
hearing this weird sound coming from the end of the hall. 

“WAAAAA-00000000000000-WAAAAAA...” 

This crazy old lady at the end of the hall was crying to 
herself. She cried all day and she cried all night. I didn’t 
know what her problem was. I mean, I felt sorry for her 
and all, but I sure wished to God she would shut up. I 
mean, it was such a mournful sound. And the rooms 
there, the walls were like paper-thin. You could hear 
every sound like it was happening in your living room. 

“WAAAAA-00000000000000-WAAAAAA...” 

I tell you, it could really depress you. 

I tried all night to come up with a boffo punch line to 
my award-winning “COOLMAN COMIX” strip. Finally 
I said the hell with it and went to bed. 


The next morning I woke up and it sounded like they 
were tearing the joint apart. I jumped out of bed, fists 
cocked, ready for any assault and battery directed at my 
person. CRASH! THUD! The sounds were coming 
directly from the room next to mine. My next door 
neighbors were having a little domestic squabble. 

“GET OUT OF THAT BED!” shouted a man’s voice. 

“T’m tired,” replied a female’s voice. 

“I said GET OUT OF THAT BED!” he shouted. 

“I’m tired,” she repeated. 

“Look you, I don’t wanna go through this same shit 
everyday. NOW GET UP!!!” 

“QOWW!! You’re hurting me,” she squealed. 

Man, it sounded like they were fighting right in my 
room. I pressed my ear up against the wall so I could hear 
what was going on. 


(Continued on next page) 
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“!’LL REALLY HURT YOU IF YOU DON’T GET 
OUT OF THAT BED, BITCH!” 

“Just a couple more minutes...” she whined. 

“I SAID OUTTA THAT BED!” 

— SLAP! — BASH! — CRASH! — It really sounded 
like he was knocking her around. 

“OOWWWW! My arm!” She was bawling her head 
off. 

“WHATSA’ MATTER WITH YOU ANYWAY 
BITCH? YOU WANNA ROOM? YOU WANNA EAT? 
THEN YOU BETTER GET YOUR ASS BACK OUT 
HUSTLING ON THE STREET!!!” 

“T... I’m tired.” 

“FUCKING SHIT! I TIRED TOO! VE BEEN OUT 
ALL MORNING FIXING THINGS UP WHILE 
YOU’VE BEEN SLEEPING IN THE BED! WHAT 
KIND OF SHIT IS THIS ANYWAY? EVERY MORN- 
ING THE SAME DAMN THING!” 

“Just a little bit more...” 

“FUCKING BITCH!” 

“AAAAAAUUUUGGGHHHH!” she screamed. It 
sounded like he was killing her. The wall shook against 
my ear as if she had been slammed against it. I jumped 
back, lest they both come crashing through. I stood there 
in the center of the room, not sure what to do. 

“AAAUUUGGGHHH!” she screamed again. 

I looked around my room for a weapon, something I 
could use to defend this woman. All I could find were a 
couple of very sharp pencils. I grabbed them in both 
hands and was all set to make for the door when, 

“Hey, what’s going on in there?” It was somebody 
else’s voice out in the hallway. It was the manager, a 
Hindu lady who ran the joint. “What’s going on in there? 
I hear screams.” 

“Oh — uh — it’s nothing,” said the man, struggling to 
control the high-pitched frenzy in his voice. “We just 
having a little argument.” 

“Yea,” whimpered the female. 

“I thought I heard screams,” repeated the manager. 
Nobody answered. “OK. Well, you keep it down in 
there.” 

I listened to the sound of the manager’s feet padding 
down the hall and down the stairs. 

I sat down on my bed. Gee-ziz! I thought. It’s like 
listening to a radio show. But it’s real life. It was quiet for 
a few minutes. Then, all of a sudden: 

“SHIT!” boomed the man’s voice. “See the trouble you 
get me in, bitch! I ain’t putting up with this shit no more. 
FUCKING SHIT! GODDAMN FUCKING HINDUS! I 
DON’T CARE IF THEY HEAR ME, FUCKING GOD- 
DAMN BITCH! NOW GET YOUR FUCKING 
CLOTHES ON BITCH!!!” 
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More thuds and crashes and squeals. It sounded like he 
was tearing the whole room apart. I pictured King Kong 
on the rampage. 

Suddenly there was one last, loud sickening thud. And 
then it got quiet again. 

I pressed my head back up against the wall. I could 
barely hear them now. He was talking very softly. __ 

“I’m sorry,” cooed the man’s voice. “I didn’t mean to 
hurt you, baby. I’m sorry. Hey, I was just trying to help 
you. Yea. See, if you don’t get out there then we won't 
have no money to pay the rent. Then we’ll be back out on 
the streets.” 

His mood had shifted. The words poured out, as 
smooth as molasses. 

“It’s a tough world out there, baby. If you run away 
from home your mommy’s not gonna be by your side 
anymore.” 

I could hear her sobbing softly. 

“Ya know baby, we gotta get some money so’s we can 
buy all them clothes we want. And we’ll get a nice place 
and a nice fancy car. First class, baby. You and me. And 
the people will see us walking down the street and they’ll 
say, ‘My, my, look at that!” Wow! And they’ll whistle. 
You and me, baby, we can do it if we try. C’mon, little 
girl.” 

I pictured him cradling her in his arms, like a father 
cooing to his little girl. 

“I know you're tired, baby. I tired too. But you gotta get 
out there, baby, or we’re never gonna get them fancy 
clothes and everything. 

“Now c’mon, I'll help you get your clothes on...” 

I sat back on my bed, took one look at my award- 
winning “COOLMAN COMIX” strip, threw it on the 
floor with disgust. What the heck kind of world is this, 
anyhow? I thought. What kind of world is Charlene 
getting messed up in? 

I could hear them running the bath water next door. So 
begins another typical day in the Tenderloin. 


When I was a kid I used to really dig on those 
Superman and Batman comics. I liked the real heroic 
stuff, where the superheroes are always flying around, 
saving the universe from imminent destruction and neat 
stuff like that. 

I’m just thinking: Maybe that’s what’s missing from 
this epic tale of mine. There’s no hero. That’s the problem 
with real life: You got all this stuff happening, all this 
sound and action and noise, and you do this, that and the 
other thing. But you never get to be a hero. 


(Continued on next page) 


Maybe that’s just one of the Hard Lessons I’ve learned 
from this little adventure. I don’t know, but if you ask me, 
those comic books have got it over real life by a mile. 

On the other hand, we all get to play the Hero in our 
heads. I mean, we’re all the stars of our own private 
dramas that we live out every day. 

“It’s normal to be miserable,” said Eugene McKlean. 

Eugene McKlean was one of the weirder people I met. 
And I met some weird people, believe me. McKlean 
wrote pornography for a living. If that’s not weird, what 
is? 

“People are useless,” he told me. “Once you realize 
that, you can save yourself a lot of grief and aggravation. 
You’re making a complete fool of yourself running 

around trying to play hero. You schmuck. What are you, 
some kind of knight-in-shining-armor? Right. And you’ re 
going to save the damsel in distress from the big, bad 
Pornography Monster. Don’t be a fool. You’re gonna bite 
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the big one as surely as Don Quixote did. This world isn’t 
made for heroes. If you want to be one in your fantasy, 
that’s fine. But when you try to impose your dim-witted 
heroic visions on the real world you find out real quick 
exactly how stupid you are.” 

I first met Eugene McKlean at the Turk Street 
Burlesque Theatre. What a dive that was. And what a 
most unpleasant chap he was. He deserved that place. The 
Turk Street Burlesque looked like it had been thrown 
together overnight. The walls looked like they would fall 
down if you leaned on them. It was dirty and dusty, and 
the seats were falling apart. They were beat-up old seats 
like you’d find in the most decrepit movie theatre 
imaginable. 

On the stage some sexy slut would be showing off her 
cunt. The Eagles would be booming out of the sound 
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system. And McKlean would be stumbling around trying 
to find something to write about in his “column.” 

I use that word advisedly. I’m not sure if his alleged 
literary efforts could even be considered writing. But 
write he did. And he even got paid for it. 

“Here’s my latest column, kid,” he said. He handed me 
a copy of the sleazy porno rag he worked for. The San 
Francisco Lust Review. His column was called “Screw 
Loose.” It was not very good. “But it pays the bills,” he 
said. 

“T can’t believe you write this crap,” I said. 

“Hey, I was gonna be a great writer and an artist, but I 
ended up a hack pornographer. That’s life, kid.” 

“That’s YOUR life,” I retorted. 

“Don’t get so uppity, kid. We'll see what you’re doing 
when you’re my age. I’ve been through enough of this 
Youth Generation crap to last a lifetime. You'll see. 
You'll sell out just like all the jerks from my generation 
did.” 

“Did anyone ever tell you you’re a cynic?” I said. 

“There’s two kinds of people, kid. Cynics and idiots.” 

Like I said, a most disagreeable guy. I sat down in the 
back row and waited for the next dancer to come out. I 
had a hunch Charlene was working in this club. 

“Still looking for your girly, huh, kid?” asked 
McKlean, sliding uninvited into the seat next to mine. He 
smelled of tobacco and some kind of whiskey. Knowing 
him, the cheap kind. 

“What’s it to you anyway?” I sneered. “You just think 
I’m a fool, so why should I tell you anything?” 

“Because I think I’ve found your girly,” he said. 

“WHAT?” 

“Yea, now keep your shirt on. Don’t cum in your pants 
or nothing.” 

“Where is she?” 

“Well, let me just say, your epic struggle to find your 
True Love has genuinely touched my jaded, old heart. 
Ever since you told me about your search for your 
girlfriend, I’ve been keeping my eyes open as I made the 
rounds through Sin City.” 

“You found her?” 

“Yep. The girl of your dreams. You say she’s young 
and blonde with long legs and looks about 18, right?” 

“Yea, that’s her. Where is she?” 

“I found her working over at Frenchy’s Book Store. 
C’mon, Ill introduce you.” 

We got up and made our way to the street. Frenchy’s 
was about a block away. The whole block was filled with 
nothing but porno houses and sex shows. Derelicts on the 
street, prostitutes on every corner. The whole way over, 
that ass McKlean is singing “Matchmaker, matchmaker, 
make me a match.” 
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We stormed into Frenchy’s. Fuck books and “marital 
aids” were hanging everywhere. A few perverts were 
mulling over the merchandise. 

“Honeybuns? Honeybuns? Where are you,” called 
McKlean. “True love is ca-a-alling...” 

“Where is she?” I repeated, anxious as hell. “I don’t see 
her.” 

“She’s over there,” he said, pointing to the wall. “The 
girl of your dreams.” 

He was pointing at one of those life-size inflatable love 
dolls hanging from the wall. A frigging inflatable love 
doll! Her mouth was gaping open in an obscene O shape. 
I guess that’s where you’re supposed to stick your thing. | 

“There she is!” announced McKlean. “The girl of your 
dreams. Honeybuns McSuckoff. With real, simulated 
blonde hair, and life-like orifices with vibrating grip 
action. Better than the real thing. There’s your dream girl. 
If you want dreams, that’s what this place is all about.” 

I didn’t even say anything. I just turned around and 
stormed out of there. I was so mad. It was just a big joke 
to that asshole. 

“You’re wasting your time, kid,” he called out. “Go 
back home.” 

Boy was I mad. I went stomping down those sick 
streets. I went stomping back to my hotel room and 
stomped back and forth in my room. I couldn’t stop 
pacing back and forth. I was so mad. That ass. That fool. 
Real love meant absolutely. nothing to him. Women were 
just hunks of plastic. That was sick. This whole place was 
sick. 

Then I remembered the porn paper he had given me. It 
was stuffed in my back pocket. I took it out. The San 
Francisco Lust Review. Live sex reviews. Hardcore 
action. Girls, girls, girls. I ripped through the pages. 
Nothing but photos of naked girls sticking their asses out, 
and stupid articles about sucking and fucking. I opened it 
to his stupid column, “Screw Loose by Eugene 
McKlean.” That great writer. Big frigging deal. I’ll use 
that for toilet paper, I thought. That’s all his crap is good 
for. 

I was all set to rip that rag to shreds when I noticed the 
photos on the preceding page. It was a nudie layout of a 
girl showing her tits and ass off. She was blonde and had 
long legs. It was Charlene. 


Those damn photos! I looked at them for a very long | 
time. There were six of them on the page. Each photo was 
designed to show off a different part of her body. You got 
to see a lot of her body. 


(Continued on next page) 


It bugged the hell out of me. It bugged me like her strip 
routine bugged me. It bugged me yet it turned me on at 
the same time. Am I weird or what? Something about the 
whole deal really bugged me in a way I was never bugged 
before. 

I looked at the photo of Charlene showing off her butt. 
I looked at the photo of Charlene squeezing her tits 
together. I looked at the photo of Charlene spreading her 
legs as wide as they could spread. 

This is a wonderful thing, I thought. Women’s bodies 
are part of the Wonders of Nature. These photographs are 
celebrations of the natural beauty of the human animal. 

Bullcrap. 

These photographs were degrading smut and that 
“girly” staring back at me — staring back at all of San 
Francisco with her legs spread and her ass available to be 
pumped by any man with a couple bucks — that “girly” 
wasn’t some faceless Playboy bunny. That “girly” was 
Charlene Hamilton; high-school senior, Class of ’81, and 
a close personal friend of mine. 

It bugged me, it really did. 
I took a look at Eugene McKlean’s award-winning 


some rope. “Follow me!” she commands, grabbing 
me by my ski-jump nose and dragging me into the 
dining room. Then she straps me down spread eagle 
on top of the dining table. 

“It's time for your marmalade treatment!” she 
snarls. 

“No! No!” | cry, struggling helplessly to free 
myself. “Anything but that!” 

She laughs fiendishly as she opens up a jar of 
orange marmalade. Then she pulls up the waist 
band of my underwear and empties the contents of 
the jar down into my groin. Then she releases my 
waist band and massages the load of marmalade all 
over my cock and ass. 

“Aarrghi!” | scream, writhing in the delicious 
ecstasy of an orange marmalade high. 

Man, oh, man!!! This particular fantasy gets me 
so excited that | almost get hard!! As H. R. Hardman 
used to say, “When you got ’em by the balls, their 
minds will follow!!” Or was that Elizabeth Ray who 
said that? 

Anyway, if I’m ever back in Berkeley I'll “turn you 
on” to some more of my fantasies. Some of my other 
favorites are being mauled by the Dallas Cowgirl 
cheerleaders, eating ladies’ underwear and giving 
an enema to Gerald Ford. 


column on the opposite page. “Screw Loose.” The logo 
showed a screw about to screw into a bolt. Very original. 
This week’s drivel was a stupid short story called 
“Kicking The Dick.” You know, I’ve never claimed to be 
a great writer or anything. It’s been hard as hell for me to 
get this story written down on paper so it makes as much 
sense as it does. But I could write circles around that 
Eugene McKlean with my hand tied behind my back. The 
great pornographic writer. Here’s a sample of his 
“writing” so you can see what I’m talking about. 


I'm Richard Nickson. Let me say that | like to “get 
it on” just as much as the next guy. Even disgraced 
former emperors must sometimes stand naked. 
However, when the lady won't put out, I'll frequently 
lock myself in the bathroom here at San Clemente 
and fantasize about being abused by a 300-pound 
mama. She is about 6’4” with spiked heels, black 
whip and the booming voice of authority. 

First she makes me lick her feet and belly- 
button. Then she picks me up by the shirt collar and 
throws me across the room. “Let’s see that bod, you 
little wimp!” she shouts. Suddenly, she rips off my 
shirt and trousers, stripping me down to my 
underpants. 

| try to protest but she overpowers me and slams 
me against the wall. Then she presses my face in 
between her enormous boobs and squeezes her tits 
against my head. “I'll squeeze your brains out you 
little punk!” she shouts. Then she takes her pair of 
watermelons and bats my head around like a ping 
pong ball. 

“Now I’m going to teach you a lesson in 
discipline!” she snarls, tying my wrists together with 


The San Francisco Lust Review. What a rag! The Lust 
Review office was located in the warehouse district of 
San Francisco. It was on the second floor. On the first 
floor was a tomato can factory. Very spectacular 
operation, believe me. 

Eugene McKlean was upstairs in the back of his 
“office.” Actually it was more like a closet with a desk 
crammed into it. McKlean was “hard at work” writing his 
latest porn column. That’s the kind of dumb joke he was 
always cracking. He really thought he was clever, this 
guy. 

I stood in the doorway. There was no room to sit down. 

“Did you see this?” I said, holding up a copy of the 
latest Lust Review. 

“So what?” Said McKlean. “My latest column. And I 
hope you read it too, because that is some of the best 
damn journalism this side of The New York Times.” 

“Not your column, lamebrain,” I said. “I’m talking 
about the photo layout on the next page. The blonde there. 
That’s Charlene.” 

“Oh, really?” He grabbed the paper from me. 
Examined it with interest. 

“Not a bad looking cunt,” he said. “Pardon the ex- 
pression.” 

“Listen,” I said. “I thought you were going to help me 
locate Charlene. And here she is, sitting right in front of 
your face.” 

“ So I ain’t Sherlock Holmes. Sue me, why don’t you?” 

“Yea,” I sneered. “And you’re the one always going on 
about how street-smart you are.” 


(Continued on next page) 
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“Shit. If I had any smarts do you think I’d be stuck out 
on these streets? Street-smarts? That’s a contradiction in 
terms if ever there was one.” 

“Do you know who took these photos?” I asked. “I'd 
like to talk to him.” 

“Well, maybe he wouldn’t want to talk to you, kid. 
Maybe I don’t want to talk to you. What do you think I 
am, a Boy Scout leader or something. Eugene McKlean: 
Helper of youth. Do you have a problem that needs 
solving? Come to McKlean, he’ll find the whore of your 
dreams. Did it ever dawn on you that I might be trying to 
get some work done here?” 

“It says here, ‘Photos by Patrick Davis,” I said. 

“That could be a clue. I don’t know, but I’ve got a 
hunch that maybe, just maybe, those photos were taken by 
Patrick Davis. This could be just the breakthrough we’ ve 
been looking for, Watson. By Jove!” 

“OK, if you don’t want to help me, I’1l go,” I said. I got 
up and started leaving. 

“No, wait,” he said. “Don’t be so hasty. I'll help you. 
No kidding, you really amuse me, kid. I haven’t seen 
somebody like you in years. Plus this could be a great 
angle for my next column: ‘Young Kid Seeks Love On 
Streets Of Sin!’ There won’t be a dry eye in the house. ““T 
Want To Have Linda Lovelace’s Baby,” Sobs Tearful 
Teenage Romeo!’” 

I got up and headed for the exit. He really thought I was 
some kind of fool. Just as I was at the door he grabbed me 
from behind, putting his arm over my shoulder, real 
buddy-buddy style. 

“Listen kid, don’t get me wrong. I don’t mean to make 
fun of your plight. Your soap opera touches me deeply, 
and I mean that from the bottom of my heart.” 

“What heart?” 

“Oh, now, that hurts. That really hurts.” He put his 
hands on his chest and grimaced. “I got feelings too, 
y know.” 

“Well geez, I just wish you would stop treating me like 
I was a complete idiot or something.” 

“I never said you were a complete idiot. Why, at the 
very least you’re only a partial idiot. And I mean that 
sincerely. Hey Patrick, c’mere. I want you to meet 
somebody.” 

“What’s up, McKlean?” This hippie looking guy came 
out of the office. He had a camera hanging from his neck. 

“So are you the guy who took these photos?” I asked, 
holding up The Lust Review. 

“Yea,” he said admiring his work. “Nikon 75mm lens 
with a 1/250 sec exposure...” 

“Listen, your model is a friend of mine. I’m trying to 
get ahold of her. Do you know where she is?” 

“Oboy,” he said. “All information about models is 
strictly verboten. Confidential. Do you get my drift?” He 
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turned to McKlean. “Shit, the last guy in here was some 
irate father. He threatened to shove my Nikon up my ass 
if I ever took another photo of his daughter.” 

“Occupational hazard,” said McKlean. “Didn’t that 
blonde babe say she was working at the Pussycat 
Galore?” 

“Yea. Wait, no. I think she was working at the Bachelor 
Brothers Theatre or one of those high-class places. She 
was no pig.” 

“OK kid,” said McKlean heading for the door. “I got a 
few chores I gotta take care of down in the Tenderloin. 
You can tag along if you want and I'll help you find your 
girly. Ah, sweet youth. A lovers’ rendezvous. This should | 
be good for a couple of laughs.” 

First we went to a used porno shop on 6th Street. Skid 
Row. Eugene McKlean had an armful of back issues of 
The Lust Review — San Francisco’s finest — that he had 
stolen from the office. I milled around the porn shop 
while McKlean haggled with the store manager about 
buying the back issues. 

There were stacks and stacks of sex mags and 
newspapers on a table. About five men were leafing 
through the mags. They all had various degrees of lumps 
in their pants. I guess it’s pretty easy to decide which mag 
to purchase. Just keep looking until your trousers go 
BOING! 

The piles were divided into sections. One pile of mags 
were all about little girls: girlish-type girls dressed up in 
bobby sox and sucking on lollipops. 

Another pile of mags were all about women getting 
spanked on their bottoms. Photo after photo of women 
with red butts, spanked with canes, spanked by whips, 
spanked by boards, you name it. 

Another pile of mags were all about women wearing 
rubber suits. Another pile was women in bondage, 
women hanging all over the place. Another pile was 
pregnant women with milky breasts. There were a lot of 
piles. 

“See anything you like?” asked McKlean, sidling up to 
me. 

“Not hardly,” I said. “What do you think I am, some 
kind of pervert?” 

Next we went to the Pussycat Galore. A naked girl 
wearing high heels was wobbling up and down the bar — 
walking right on top of the bar! — while the boozed-out 
customers lapped up their drinks and leered between her 
legs. 

McKlean asked the guy behind the bar a few questions, 
came back and said. “No luck, kid.” 

By the time we got to the Bachelor Brothers Theatre I 
was getting pretty discouraged. The Bachelor Brothers 
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Theatre was located in the upper Tenderloin in a nicer 
section of town. Well, nice for the Tenderloin anyway. 

“For crissakes, McKlean. Wait a second,” said the 
doorman. “How old is that kid? He don’t look 18 to me.” 

“Are you kidding?” exclaimed McKlean. “This man is 
old enough to be my father. He’s just short because of a 
calcium deficiency. Doesn’t drink enough milk. Good 
thing I’m retraining him. He’s been an invaluable 
assistant and confidant. Why I’d be nowhere without 
him.” We hustled into the theatre. 

“You're nowhere with him,” called the doorman. 

The Bachelor Brothers Theatre was a very plush joint. 
Wall-to-wall carpeting and high ceilings with 
chandeliers. There were several different theaters in the 
same building. 

“This is sort of the Playboy of Porn Shows,” informed 
McKlean. “First class all the way. I’ll give you the tour of 
Disneyland.” 

One room was filled with nothing but X-rated video 


cassettes for sale. It was just like a record shop, except 


instead of Black Sabbath and Led Zeppelin there were 
cassettes of anal sex and fist-fucking. 

There was a video screen where you could view before 
buying. A guy was sampling a cassette featuring a girl 
with an amputated leg. Her leg was chopped off at the 
ankle and her stump was round and smooth like a big 
dildo. Her stump was all greased up and she was pushing 
it into this other girl’s pussy, shoving it in as far as it 
would go. 

First class all the way. Yea, right, tell me ALL about it. 

We walked into another large room where a strip-tease 
show was in progress. A naked girl was onstage playing 
with herself. She was lit up by a spotlight and looked 
about ten feet tall. Maybe Charlene was in here 
somewhere, I thought. 

“Listen, I got to take care of business,” said McKlean. 
“ Stay out of trouble.” 

I sat down and watched the show. Rock ’n’ roll 
boomed out over the loudspeakers. The Cars were 
singing, “I like the night life, baby.” Even though it was 
still morning, it seemed like the middle of the night in 
there. 

Suddenly, a naked girl was standing right in front of 
me. 

“Got a dollar?” she said. Her hands were on her hips. 
Her chin was rubbing her shoulder and her hips were 
rocking. 

“Sure,” I said. I took out a dollar and she grabbed it 
from me. Then she did a funny thing. She sat on my lap, 
bare-ass and all. 

I looked around the room nervously. I saw several other 
naked girls walking around the room. Some were sitting 


on guys’ laps, making themselves available to the 
customers. 

“Hi. My name is Robin. Robin Steele,” I lied. 

“Mmmmm, you’re so good,” she murmured. “It really 
turns me on when you do that. 

“Do what?” I asked. 

She didn’t say anything. She just started wiggling her 
bare ass on my pants. 

“I’m a cartoonist,” I said. “I’ve been published in many 
papers.” 

“Oh, that’s exciting,” she murmured. Her ass-wriggling 
routine was having a definite effect on the state of my 
trousers. “Do you have any more dollars?” I gave her a 
handful. 

“Mmmmm. You're sexy,” she said. “You really turn 
me on.” 

“Oh, well, it’s nothing,” I said. I didn’t know what to 
do with my hands. I was sort of fidgeting in the air. I 
started rubbing her naked belly with my palm. It was soft 
and warm. 

‘“Mmmmm. That turns me on.” 

“Uh... you wouldn’t happen to know by any chance a 
girl named Charlene Hamilton? She works here, I think, 
as one of the go-go dancers. She’s blonde with sort of 
long legs...” 

“Mmmmm. We got blondes. We got redheads. We got 
blacks. We got Orientals. Do you have any more dollars?” 

“No,” I said. “I’m all out.” 

I was still rubbing her belly around in circles when she 
suddenly stood up. The guy sitting next to me was 
holding out a dollar bill. She plucked it from his hand and 
sat on his lap. 

“Mmmmm,” she said to the guy. “You really turn me 
on. I like how you do that.” 

The guy was cramming his hand in between her legs. 
He looked like he was really working it in there. 

“Her name is Charlene,” I repeated. ““About five-foot- 
six. Have you seen her?” 

She didn’t answer, just kept cooing at the guy sitting 
next to me. 

I reached over and started rubbing her belly. I thought 
that would get her attention, turn her on. Instead she 
picked up my hand and dumped it back on my lap with 
disgust. 

“Money talks, bullshit walks,” she said, haughtily. 
“Hands off the merchandise, kid.” The guy gave her some 
more bucks and started really slobbering all over her tits. 
I was kind of disgusted at this point. 

I turned my attention to the stage. A new girl dancer 
was coming on stage. You could see her high-heeled leg 
sticking out real sexy-like from behind the curtain. 


Charlene? 
(Continued on next page) 
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No. She was small and cute. She reminded me of 
Hayley Mills, the actress. “Let’s have a big hand for the 
voluptuous Ashley,” boomed the announcer. 

I sat back and watched her dance. It was very erotic. 
Actually, it was kind of strange to watch these dancers 
strutting their stuff in front of this room full of raging 
hard-ons. All the men sat in the darkness, probably 
playing with themselves while the girls showed off their 
bodies. Inside and out. I sat through several different 
performances. 

“Enjoying the show?” It was Eugene McKlean. 

“Oh. Not hardly.” 

“Bad news, kid. I asked around. Your girly doesn’t 
work here.” 

“Damn,” I said. 

“C’mon. Let’s get outta this dump.” 

As we were walking out I noticed the girl who had 
been sitting on my lap. She was standing by the wall 
getting kissed by a big fat guy. He had her pressed against 
the wall and was slobbering all over her face. She 
appeared to be enjoying it. 

Out in the hallway the P.A. system announced: “Now 
Seating For The Hardcore Room.” 
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“What’s the Hardcore Room?” I asked. 
“That’s the room over there,” said McKlean, pointing 
to a curtained doorway. “A sensory experience of epic 
proportions. Private booths. Mirrored walls. Psychedelic 
lights. Your wildest fantasies realized. And only five 
bucks.” 

“What’s that door over there?” I asked. 

“That’s under construction,” said McKlean. “Top 
secret. God only knows what thrills the Bachelor Brothers 
are cooking up. Rumor has it, it’s going to be the fabulous 
Aquarium Room. They’re going to fill the entire room 
with water and the customers will put on snorkels and 
skin-diving suits and swim around amongst gorgeous 
naked mermaids. And of course there’s a fabulous eight- 
on-one Octopus Special. What they can do with those 
suction cups is truly astounding!” 

“Very funny.” 

Stepping outside the theatre I was momentarily blinded 
by the sun. Instant daylight. We stood on the sidewalk, 
beneath the flashing neon signs. 

“What a weird place!” I said. 

“Oh, you get used to it,” said McKlean. 

“Maybe YOU get used to it,” I said. 

“I’m sorry you didn’t find your girlfriend. It’s really 
hopeless, kid. There are hundreds of girly clubs in this 
town. You'll wear your dick to a frazzle before you find 
her. Now if you take my advice, you'll have your ass on 
the next bus to New Blovia, Nebraska, or wherever the 
hell it is that you’re from, and get back to your home.” 

“So that’s your advice, huh.” 

“Yep, Course, anyone dumb enough to take my advice 
deserves whatever they get. I don’t even take it myself.” 

“T think I’! look around the City a little longer,” I said. 

“Suit yourself, kid, but you’re looking for a needle in a 
haystack. You’re really wasting your time. Don’t be a 
chump. Take it like a man. Besides, there’s nothing more 
pathetic then some guy running after a cunt. You’re 
letting your dick drag you all over town. You’re really 
pathetic, you know that? You’ll probably never find your 
girly, and if you do find her, did you ever consider what 
the hell you’re gonna do about it anyway?” He was 
waving his arms in the air. “C’mon, let’s get some 
coffee.” 

We turned and started to go when a cab pulled up to 
the theatre. And who steps out? You guessed it. None 
other than Charlene Hamilton. 

“Charlene?” I said. 

She turned, kind of startled. She was wearing very tight 
blue jeans and high heels, and a very expensive looking 
fur coat. 

“Robin? What the hell are you doing here?” She didn’t 
look pleased. 
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“I was just taking in a show with my friend Eugene. 
What a coincidence meeting you here.” 

“Small world,” she said. “Listen, I can’t talk. I’ve got 
to go to work. Some of us have to make a living, you 
know.” 

“Can I see you after work?” 

“Noe: 

“Why not?” 

“Jesus, Robin, I don’t want to go through this again. 
I’ve got a boyfriend. I’m living with Rick. Can you grasp 
that?” 

“Well, sure. But that doesn’t mean we can’t go out for 
coffee sometime. 

“Sure. Let’s do that. Sometime.” 

“I mean, just because you got a boyfriend and all 
doesn’t mean you can’t talk with me or nothing. I just 
want to talk with you sometime.” 

“About what?” 

“Just stuff. I mean, you’ve been a very good, uh, friend 
to me, and I really appreciate it. I really appreciate you.” 

“That’s great, Robin. And I really appreciate your 
appreciation.” 

“And I 
appreciation.” 

“Wow! That’s great dialogue!” McKlean butted in. 
“Where’s my notebook? I should be writing this stuff 
down.” 


appreciate that you appreciate my 


“Mind your own business, asshole!” huffed Charlene. 
“Robin, I gotta run. Do me a favor, huh? I really like you 
and all, but geez, would you go back home? Now good- 


” 
. 


I watched her disappear into the theatre. I stood there 
on the sidewalk, outside the fabulous Bachelor Brothers 
Theatre. The Disneyland of Live Sex Shows. 

“Well, I guess she told you, huh, kid,” said McKlean. 

I turned and walked down the street, my hands stuffed 
deep in my pockets. 

“Kid! Kid! Where are you going?” McKlean was 
running down the street towards me. “Kid, wait up, it’s 
me. Damn! I gotta cut down on these damn cigs.” He was 
huffing and puffing. 

“What do you want?” I said, not looking at him, and 
not stopping. 

“Listen kid, you’re upset. I can understand that. Now, 
don’t do nothing rash. It’s a good thing for you that I’m 
here. Dr. McKlean: sexologist. I’m practically an expert 
at matters of the heart.” 

“Yea, well those that can’t do, teach.” 

“How true. You’re not as dumb as you look, kid.” 

“Thanks for the compliment.” 

“Slow down, wouldja’? Christ, you got long legs. 
Listen kid, where you going?” 

“To hell in a handbasket.” 

“Shit. You’re not the first guy to get dumped by some 
bitch. Forget her, kid. She’s not good enough for you. 
C’mon. I know just what you need.” He grabbed me by 
the shoulder and steered me into a bar on the corner. “It’s 
a great American tradition. When the going gets tough, 
the tough get schnockered. Bartender! A pitcher of Bud 
and two glasses.” 

We stumbled to a dark table in the back. 

“Bottoms up, kid.” He drained his glass. I drained 
mine. The beer was cold, but not particularly good. 
McKlean poured two more tall ones. 

“Now cheer up, kid. Remember: Laugh and the world 
laughs with you. Cry and the world laughs at you.” 

“You sure are full of wisdom.” 

“Yep. I’m full of it. Don’t ask what.” 

McKlean started babbling on about some nonsense, 
but I couldn’t concentrate. All I could think about was 
Charlene. I kept picturing that big fat guy, pressing up 
against the wall, slobbering all over her. 

“You know, you really make me sick,” I said. 

“That’s good,” he said. “I pride myself on my 
malignancy. Now drink up.” 

“No, I mean it. You’re no good. You! You're a part of, 
.. THAT!” I gestured in the air towards the Bachelor 
Brothers Theatre. “You and your pornography. You’re 
sick. The whole thing is sick! Why, I wouldn’t even be 
sitting here talking to you if it wasn’t for the fact that 
you’re the only one who can get me back in the theatre.” 

“What? You mean you're actually planning on going 
back there? What for? To torture yourself some more? 

(Continued on next page) 
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That chick don't want you. Didn’t you hear her tell you to 
get lost? Man, I just hate to see some guy get all bent out 
of shape by some dumb bitch. You know how many times 
I’ve had to watch some sap torturing himself over some 
stupid piece of tits and ass?” 

“She’s NOT stupid! She’s just confused, that’s all. She 
doesn’t know what she’s getting messed up in.” 

“And you do?” 

“She needs me. It’s up to me to save her.” 

“Save her? From what? Herself? Just how do you plan 
on saving her, Mr. Knight-in-shining-armor? She looked 
like she was doing alright. She’s making good money. 
Probably $10 an hour. She’s probably got a nice place to 
live. A nice rich Sugar Daddy to keep her in furs, keep her 
cunt wrapped in silk and lace. What the hell have you got 
to save her with? A flophouse room and 12¢ in your 
pocket. Man, you’re pathetic. Get a grip on yourself, kid. 
She’s just a dumb, tight-assed cunt. Take my word for it. 
Forget her. There’s more where she came from. Cheer up, 
kid. There’s a million cunts in the sea... you can’t get any 
of them, but what the heck.” 

“You think you’re so smart,” I said. “You think I’m 
just falling head over heels for some piece of ass. 
Charlene is a very beautiful person. I love her for her 
beautiful spirit.” 

“Yea, and it’s just a coincidence that these beautiful 
spirits are always enclosed in a sexy, young, tight-assed 
container. Right. Quit kidding yourself. If men love 
women for their beautiful spirits, how come it’s always 
the sexy young cunts that they’re drooling all over?” 

I wanted to say something. I wanted to smash his 
argument to smithereens. But I couldn’t think of what to 
say. I poured myself another beer. 

“You really hate women, don’t you?” I said. 

“Sure,” he replied evenly. “That’s the natural state of 
man. That’s what you’re learning now for the first time. 
Don’t give me this ‘love’ bullshit.” He spit out the word 
“love” like it really made him sick. 

“It’s just all wrong,” I said. “It’s just not right how 
Charlene has to sell her body to these men. Why, it’s 
prostitution, that’s what it is.” 

“Oh brother, now the kid’s getting deep. We’re ALL 
whores, kid. What you’re complaining about is that 
Charlene won’t sell her body to YOU.” 

“Baloney! I don’t want to buy her.” 

“Bullshit you don’t! You’re already making plans in 
your head to get a nice place, to get a job, to get money so 
YOU can buy her fur coats. So you can out-bid that other 
guy. We’re all whores. We all have to sell ourselves in 
this fucked-up world. A secretary has to sell her body. 
She sells her fingers to type up worthless letters and 
memos. Your friend Charlene just happens to sell a 
different part of her anatomy.” 
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“You're wrong,” I said. “You’re really wrong.” 
“Oh yea? We all have to sell ourselves. And if you 
think that’s so horrible, wait until you have nothing left to 
sell. Then you’ll find out what the street bum scene is all 
about.” 

Eugene McKlean, the great man, polished off his beer 
and lit up a Camel. 

“You don’t even BELIEVE in love, do you?” I said. 

“Love, shit. Love is a concept by which we measure 
our pain. Love is a shitty-ass trick used by women for 
centuries to trick men into worshipping their cunts. I 
don’t believe in love. I do, however, believe in 
Budweiser, the king of beers. Bartender, another pitcher.” 

I don’t remember much else of what he said after this 
point. I was pretty drunk. The gist of it was that cunts 
were no damn good. Were not to be trusted. Would drive 
a man insane if he weren’t constantly on guard. That I 
was very fortunate to be the beneficiary of his great 
wisdom. This great man, Eugene McKlean. The porno- 
grapher. Writer of that great column, “Screw Loose.” And 
what a literary achievement that was. 

Next thing I remember, we’re stumbling back to his 
place for, what he called, “hamburger therapy.” 

His room was dank and dirty. Newspapers and 
magazines were strewn everywhere. His bed was un- 
made. The blankets were crumpled on the floor. There 
was a Sink and a cracked mirror in the corner. That was 
about it. From outside his window you could see the 
blinking neon lights from the girly club below his room. 

“GIRLS! GIRLS! GIRLS! LIVE NUDE GIRLS!” I 
guess that was preferable to dead nude girls. Maybe. 

I sat down on the bed, on something hard. I got up, 
found an empty wine bottle nestled under the blankets. I 
dropped it onto the floor. 

“Do excuse the clutter,” said McKlean. “It’s the maid’s 
week off. What we need right now is more wine. Most 
urgently!” He rummaged around amongst the clutter and 
stumbled onto a half-drunk bottle of Thunderbird. He 
rinsed out two cans in the sink and poured me a canful. 

“Now for the main course. Hamburger a la hamburger. 
My specialty.” McKlean rummaged around some more in 
a drunken daze, finally finding his electric frying pan 
underneath some newspapers on the floor. He found the 
hamburger meat wrapped tightly in a plastic bag. He 
looked at it suspiciously. “Hmmmm, does red wine go 
with green meat?” Soon the room was filled with the 
delicious smell of frying hamburgers. 

He turned the clock radio on and tuned in a rock 
station. They were playing nothing but Beatles songs. 
The hamburger tasted good. McKlean fried them up with 
onions and delicious sourdough bread. He even had some 
little plastic catsup containers. 
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“Actually, I always buy the cheap burger meat even 
when I can afford the expensive stuff with less fat. I dig 
all that grease.” 

I took a sip from my can of wine. The Beatles were 
singing “Can’t Buy Me Love.” 

“That really says it all, don’t it,” I said. “Can’t buy me 
love.” 

“But you can sell your soul,” added McKlean. 

After about five Beatles songs in a row, the disc jockey 
got on the air and said something strange. 

“Today, December 9, 1980, John Lennon was shot and 
killed in front of his home in New York City. We’ll be 
keeping you posted on the latest updates as we get more 
details. I repeat, John Lennon shot and killed. Now here’s 
A Day In The Life from Sgt. Pepper...” 

I sat back on the bed, put down my wine, looked over 
at Eugene McKlean — that great man — for his reaction. 
He just looked at me blankly and said: 

“Well, bring back the ’80s, man.” 


McKlean had shifted gears. He was lying on his bed, 
staring at the ceiling. I was lying on the floor. The lights 
were out, but the room was eerily illuminated by the 
flashing neon lights outside the window. 

“John Lennon killed. Assassinated, for crissakes!” 
muttered McKlean. “Shit, it almost makes me feel like 
doing some acid.” 

“You do that stuff?” I asked. 

“Used to all the time. Back in my hippie days.” 

“You were a hippie? I never would’ ve pegged you for 
a hippie.” 

“Oh sure. Peace and love, brother. This might come as 
a shock to you, pal, but believe it or not, this old battle- 
axe was once young, dumb and full of cum, just like you 
are now.” 

“You're right. I do find that hard to believe.” 

“Shit. I was even in high school once. A dumb fucker, 
just like you are now. The doomed class of *67. I was 
your age right when Sgt. Pepper was coming out, and all 
that shit.” 

“T’ve done acid a few times myself,” I said. 

“You're kidding,” said McKlean. “I would’ve never 
pegged you for an acid-head. You mean kids are still 
fucking around with that stuff?” 

“Yea. We all took it one night and went over to my 
dad’s church. He’s a minister. It was kind of spooky, 
tripping in a church. And we turned on the big church 
organ and were making all these incredibly weird sounds 
by shaking the speakers back and forth.” 

“Sounds like quite a religious experience.” 


“Yea. It was. Until we blew out the speakers. My dad 
got pretty ticked about that.” 

McKlean was lying on his bed, taking pulls from his 
wine bottle. “Yea, I used to be just like you, kid.” It was 
like he was talking to himself or to the ceiling. “Young, 
dumb and full of cum. ’Course I didn’t come from some 
rich-ass family like you. My old man was poor. A flat-out 
bum. The dirty, rotten...” The words drifted off. His 
words were slurred and drunken. “I was never no hot-shot 
high school hero, neither. Face full of zits. Yea...” 

I laid there on the floor for awhile. Finally I said, “Did 
you ever fall in love with somebody? I mean, was there 
ever a girl that you were, well, kind of sweet on?” 

I waited for an answer but none came. Eugene 
McKlean, that great man, was snoring like a baby. The 
wine bottle was cradled in his arms like a bottle of 
mother’s milk. 


Somebody was pounding on the door. “McKlean, get 
your ass out here!” 

“Oh, for crissakes!”’ muttered McKlean. “No doubt one 
of my adoring fan girls.” He ran his fingers through his 
hair and pulled himself out of bed. “Coming, Mother.” 

“McKlean, I’ve had it with you. You’re three weeks 
behind in your rent!” It was the irate hotel manager, I 
gathered. 

“Listen, Bud, I told you I’d have your dough by next 
Thursday and...” 

“T’ve had it, McKlean. I want you out by 12 o’clock!” 

SLAM! 

“You'll regret this when I’m famous!” shouted 
McKlean. “I'll buy this flea-bag hotel and have you 
cleaning toilets until you’re 80 years old!” 

I got up groggily from the floor. My back was sore. 

“Rise and shine, kid. It’s another fun-filled day. The 
Tenderloin beckons.” He pulled up the window-shade, 
squinting into the sunlight. “And what a beautiful 
morning it is. Almost makes you feel good to be alive! 
What we need now is coffee.” 

He rinsed out the two cans in the sink and poured in 
some lukewarm water directly from the tap. He mixed in 
some instant coffee and handed me a can. 

We sat and drank our coffee. “So where are you gonna 
go?” I asked. McKlean ignored me. 

“Damn, if I could’ve just got my book finished,” he 
said. “That fucker owes me an advance.” 

“What book?” 

McKlean sat at a desk and started banging away on the 
typer. “Why, my great American novel,” he said. “Here’s 
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my latest bestseller.” He flung a paperback across the 
room at me. 

It was titled “BIG TIT FOOT FETISH” by Eugene 
McKlean. 

“And who could forget my classic novella ‘MAMA’S 
FOUR-LEGGED BUTT-HUMPER.’ You no doubt read 
the review in The New York Review Of Smut. And what 
about ‘NAZI-WHIPPED CHAIN GANG LESBIANS.’ 
Genius in our time. You had no idea you were dealing 
with a talent of my proportions. ‘A remarkable 
achievement,’ lauds Newsweek. ‘McKlean does it again! 
Existential angst and revolting perversions, together 
again on the same page!’ Just listen to this intro. 

“Tt was a dark and stormy night when I first noticed 
her massive breasts of epic size. How I longed to clasp 
that throbbing flesh in my clammy hands, to squeeze the 
succulent juice from those mammoth melons of 
mammary mi—’” 

“Did anybody ever tell you that you’re nuts?” I said. 

“Only my doctors, but what do they know, the 
quacks?” 

I leafed through the paperbacks on McKlean’s 
bookshelf. He had written a LOT of trashy books. 

“Good God, what is this?” I said. Underneath a pile of 
junk was a huge plastic dildo — you know, one of those 
fake dicks — except this one was about 15 inches long. 
And the middle part was shaped kind of like an 
accordion. There was a remote control switch attached to 
the dildo by a wire. I turned the switch on. The dildo 
started pumping up and down like an accordion. 

“T got that from a porn paper,” explained McKlean, 
still typing. “They couldn’t afford to pay me, so they sent 
me a bunch of sex toys instead.” 

“What’s this?” I said, pointing to a large scrapbook. 

“That’s a collection of newspaper clippings I’ve 
collected as research for this book I want to write 
someday if I ever get the balls to write a serious book.” 

I leafed through the clippings. They were mostly news- 
paper accounts of rapes and bizarre sex crimes. “MAN 
KIDNAPS 82-YEAR-OLD GRANDMA, KEEPS HER 
LOCKED IN CLOSET AS SEX SLAVE,” read one. 
“JEALOUS HUSBAND GOES BERSERK AND GUNS 
DOWN 14 OF HIS WIFE’S CO-WORKERS IN 
BLOODBATH SHOOTING SPREE ON THE 42ND 
FLOOR OF THE PLAZA HI-RISE: SHE WAS FLIRT- 
ING WITH THE BOSS, CLAIMS DISTRAUGHT HUB- 
BY,” read another. “RETIRED PRIEST ARRESTED 
FOR MASTURBATING INTO WOMEN’S POCKET- 
BOOKS: ‘I COULDN’T HELP MYSELF,” proclaimed 
another. 


“What kind of serious book is THAT gonna be?” I said. 
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“It’s like this,” said McKlean, looking up from the 
typer. “The main character is gonna be Sex. Sex is like 
this invisible character who comes into all the other 
characters’ lives and forces them to do all sorts of crazy 
stuff. Sort of like the Devil. Each character has to relate 
to Sex, has to do battle with Sex, and the book is about 
how each character’s life is affected by Sex.” 

“Sounds pretty stupid to me,” I said. 

“In the final chapter the hero chops off his own dick 
and lives happily ever after.” 

“Very uplifting.” 

“And the moral of the story is: Sex is a gut-wrenching, 
hideously-painful ordeal of endless struggle and life-long 
torment that culminates in two seconds of tingling 
ecstasy, followed by a lifetime of more suffering.” 

“Geez!” I winced. 

“You don’t think I’m over-romanticizing it, do you?” 

McKlean picked up a newsclipping. “Look at this 
one,” he said. “Look at the photo. This could be you.” 

The photo shows three men — handcuffed and in 
chains — sitting in a courtroom. They had been arrested 
for sexually abusing two little girls, ages seven and nine. 

“What’s this got to do with me?” I asked. 

“See the guy in the middle?” said McKlean. “He was 
busted for selling his own daughters. The other two 
jokers were the buyers. The point is, this is a classic 
example of the Dick-For-Brains Syndrome — men being 
led around by their dicks, just like you’re being led 
around by your desire for this Charlene girly. 

“Just look at the expressions on their faces. Talk about 
taking a bad trip. Put yourself in their place. You’re 
minding your own business in a nice comfortable place 
when all of a sudden — WHAMMO! — you're instantly 
transported to a public courthouse! Bright lights and 
cameras are flashing in your face. EXPOSED! Suddenly, 
everyone in the world is staring at you. You’re chained 
together on public display. Man, just look at their faces 
— wide-eyed, blinking at the lights, helplessly zapped 
right into the middle of their worst nightmare. WILD!” 

“So what’s that got to do with me?” I asked. “I don’t 
even HAVE a daughter.” 

“Don’t you see, stupid? Why do you think these three 
idiots are sitting under the hot lights on public display 
with sperm on their faces? Why? Because of sex, that’s 
why. Sex is the culprit. There’s nothing in the world that 
will push a man to the brink of madness faster than that 
stupid three-letter-word — S-E-X — and if you don’t get 
a grip on yourself, kid, it'll pull you to your doom just as 
quickly as it did in these three saps.” 

“Cripes!” I said, reading the article. “It says here the 
dirty old geezers had been messing around with the little 
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girls for years. They made the girls do all sorts of weird 
stuff like eating shit, and they took photos and 
everything.” 

“IT don’t know why people bother reading 
pornography,” said McKlean, “when they can get this 
kind of stuff in the good, old San Francisco Chronicle.” 

“Well, I gotta get going,” I said. “I’ll see you later.” 

I got up and left. As I walked down the hall I could hear 
Eugene McKlean — that great artiste — still typing away 
on his Great American Novel. 


Here’s a copy of Eugene McKlean’s latest column — 
“Screw Loose.” He said he was trying to make some sort 
of statement about pornography. Don’t ask me. Eugene 
McKlean — that great artist. You might want to skip over 
this part, but I thought I’d just throw it in here for the 
heck of it. 


I wrote a column praising San Francisco’s 
pornographic scene. I feel that pornography is 
basically a healthy medium. However, there are 
many people who disagree with this philoso- 
phy. Just last week I was kicking back in my 
plush downtown office, working on my latest 
X-rated story, when suddenly this strange man 
came bursting into the room. He was dis- 
heveled and perspiring heavily. He said that he 
had come to warn me of “the dangers of porno- 
graphy.” He then sat down and proceeded to 
tell me this terrifying story. 


Confessions of a Pornoholic 


“It all started innocently enough when | was a 
kid. | used to sneak off with 7he National 
Geographic and ogle the bare breasted African 
women as they chug-a-lugged around the campfire. 
From there | graduated to stealing the Playboys 
from my father’s desk. But it wasn’t until Penthouse 
went ‘pubic’ that | realized that | was going into the 
hard stuff. 

“But even that wasn’t enough to satisfy my 
sexual cravings. It wasn’t long before | was 
mainlining on ‘Open Beaver magazines. 

“It was about this time | realized that | was 
becoming addicted to pornography. Gradually my 
whole life began to fall apart because of my 
addiction. | lost my job and my family because every 
penny that I got | spent on sex magazines. | had to 
turn to a life of crime to support my habit. 

“| ended up moving into San Francisco's 
Tenderloin District, the sleaziest section in town; 
home of skid-row winos, assorted casualties and 
dozens of porno shops. | was in my element! 


“| rented a cheap, cockroach-ridden hotel room 
above one of these porno shops. Pretty soon my 
habit had escalated to more than $50 a day. Man, |! 
got just about every porno magazine that was 
printed: from Hustlerto The Bondage Annualto The 
National Geographic (a sentimental favorite). | spent 
just about every waking minute hopping from one 
porno shop to the next, drawn like a fly to a light 
bulb. And every day the mailman would deliver 
several more bundles of my subscriptions. Pretty 
soon my room got so crowded with magazines that | 
had to throw out the bed to make room for my ever- 
expanding X-rated library! 

“At nights | used to sleep on top of my stacks of 
magazines, gently fondling their hot little pages like 
a deranged Midas in a vault of Golden Showers! 
Sometimes | would lie there for hours, staring out my 
window at the porno shops below. 

“SEX MAGS! OPEN BEAVERS! PEEP SHOWS! 
beckoned the neon lights. And | would drift off to 
sleep on top of my heavenly cloud of pornography 
and feel that all was right with the world. 

“However, this euphoric high was short-lived. 
Gradually, | realized that pornography was control- 
ling my whole life! | spent every waking minute 
looking at pornography, thinking about porno- 
graphy, or trying to score more pornography. | even 
began to dream about pornography! 

“Then one day the inevitable occurred. | fell in 
love with one of the porno models! She was a 
blonde-haired beauty, the featured attraction for 
Bottoms Up magazine, and | worshipped the paper 
she was printed on. | was completely infatuated with 
her. | spent hours leafing through her glossy pages, 
staring at her open invitation. | even began to talk to 
her and make out with her, whispering sweet 
nothings in her ear as | kissed her paper lips, and 
fondled her two-dimensional breasts. | wrote her 
love letters and recited her poetry. | cut out little 
paper clothes and had her perform stripteases. Man, 
| was hooked! 

“This went on for many years until one day a 
social worker came by to see me. He was horrified 
by my emaciated figure and the depraved state of 
my room. So the men in white suits came and took 
me away to the hospital for what they called ‘anti- 
pornography treatment.’ 

“Let me tell you, the anti-pornography treatment 
was torture. First they locked me in a padded cell 
where | had to go cold turkey! Then they began 
pumping in this wholesome Muzak into the cell. For 
two months | heard nothing but Pat Boone, 
Lawrence Welk and Donny and Marie records. 

“Next they forced me Clockwork Orangestyle to 
watch thousands of hours of wholesome movies. 
For weeks at a time, | was strapped in a chair and 
forced to watch Walt Disney, Doris Day, Lassie, and 
re-runs of My Three Sons. Cringe! Cringe! 

“But the worst part was that the only magazines 
they would allow me to read were Popular 
Mechanics, Readers Digest and The Bowlers 
Journal. 
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“Gradually all this G-rated wholesomeness 
began to wash the pornographic poison out of my 
system. Yes, thanks to the anti-pornography 
treatment I’ve kicked my habit! In fact, I’m no longer 
the least bit aroused by pictures of naked women. 

“The only problem is that now I’m only aroused 
by pictures of Julie Nixon-Eisenhower.” 


Well, there you have one person’s opinion 
on pornography. Which proves yet again that 
opinions are like assholes... everybody’s got 
one! 


That night, back at my room at the fabulous Empress 
Hotel, I was trying to finish my incredibly funny, award- 
winning “COOLMAN COMIX” strip. Eugene McKlean 
had even promised me he’d help me get it printed in The 
Lust Review. That would sure impress Charlene. Show 
her I’m not just some dumb kid. 

The trouble was — that crazy old lady at the end of the 
hall wouldn’t stop crying. 

“WWAAAAAAA!!” 

It was really giving me the creeps. It sounded so eerie, 
that wail drifting across the hallway. It made the whole 
damn flophouse seem like it was haunted or something. 

Halfway finished with the strip I decided to take a 
break. It was around two in the morning. I decided to go 
downstairs and get some yogurt at the all-night deli. 

Out in the hallway four black guys were standing 
around talking. They were all slicked up like the black 
pimps you see on TV. 

As I passed them in the hall, one of them looked up at 
me. He was dressed completely in orange. His suit, his 
tie, his pants, his hat, even his shoes, were orange. 

“You don’t know me, do you, kid?” he asked. 

“Uh... no,” I said. 

It seemed like a strange thing to ask. But I thought 
nothing of it. On the streets of the Tenderloin 
EVERYTHING starts to seem strange. 

When I came back upstairs with my yogurt the four 
black men were still standing there in the hallway. I 
walked by them and headed for my room at the end of the 
hall. 

As I started to unlock my door I noticed them over my 
shoulder, charging down the hall towards me! 

I fumbled frantically to get the door unlocked. Finally 
it swung open. I rushed into my room. But just as I was 
shutting the door, one of the black guys — the guy with 
the orange suit — jammed his foot in the doorway. I 
struggled wildly to ram the door shut, but his orange shoe 
was wedged in the doorway. 

“Hey man, could we come in?” he asked. 
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It was kind of a peculiar request. 
“NO! NO! PLEASE GO AWAY! IT’S LATE!” 

“Hey man, you’re pushing me in the doorway!” Very 
observant guy. Now he had his shoulder and part of his 
upper body wedged in the crack. 

“Yea, let us in,” demanded one of the men standing 
behind him. 

“NO! NO! GO AWAY!” 

I stared at the black man wedged in my doorway. You 
never forget a scene like that. Him staring at me wild- 
eyed, pushing on the door to get in. Me staring back at 
him, pushing on the door to keep him out. Frozen in time. 
Frozen in that sickening moment. Our fates separated by 
the door between us. 

Suddenly he reached into his jacket like he was going 
for a gun. 

“Don’t go for it,” I said. “Don’t go for it.” I must have 
repeated that like a thousand times — my voice echoing 
across the void. “Don’t go for it...” 

Somehow the door swung open, and the four black 
men poured into the room. 

The guy who had been wedged in the doorway 
knocked me against the wall. He grabbed a knife of mine 
that was lying of the bureau. It was razor-sharp. I used it 
to sharpen my pencils. 

“So you wouldn’t let us in, huh punk?” snarled the guy. 

He slammed me against the wall. He thrust his hands 
in my pockets. He yanked out all my change. A couple of 
dollar bills. 

“Y’know ,” he said wild-eyed. “I’m a pimp and my old 
lady just got killed.” He paused. “BY A 
MOTHERFUCKING WHITE ASS!!” 

“Uh... gee, that’s too bad,” I said. 

“She was my old lady and HE KILLED HER!” he 
shouted hysterically. “HE STRANGLED HER! 
Motherfuckin’ white ass. Man, I could kill you right now, 
motherfucker.” 

He waved the knife in the air like a samurai. Then he 
pressed it up to my eye. I got a very good look at the knife. 
It glistened in the reflection of the single watt light bulb 
hanging over our heads. 

“Motherfuckin’ WHITE ASS and he KILLED HER!” 
he shouted. Suddenly I recognized the voice. The knife- 
wielder was my next-door-neighbor, the whore-beater. 

I was pressed against the wall, staring at that knife. The 
funny thing was, I don’t know if you’ve ever been in 
similar straits, but you don’t get scared in a situation like 
that. You’re just blank. It’s like it’s happening to 
somebody else and you’re someplace else watching it on 
TV. I felt like I was on the ceiling watching this happen 
to somebody else. 
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One of the black men was rifling through my bureau 
taking anything of value. The other black man was 
stationed at the window, acting as a lookout. He had a 
good view of the brick wall next door. It was obvious they 
had done this routine before. Many times before. They 
were well-rehearsed. 

“MOTHERFUCKING WHITE ASS AND HE KILL- 
ED HER!” shouted orange-suit at me. 

“Hey man, you don’t got to kill all white guys,” said the 
black man at the window. 

Orange-suit didn’t seem to hear. 

“MOTHERFUCKER. I’LL KILL YOU!” 

I knew he wanted to kill me. Wanted to kill me real 
bad. His eyes were wild and bugged out, and his face was 
covered with sweat dripping down from underneath his 
orange hat. 

My back was pressed against the wall. I had to do 
SOMETHING. But what? It was now or never. 

“Look,” I said. “Look at this.” 

“Huh?” he said. 

“Look... I-I want to show you something...” 

I cautiously reached over and picked up my drawing 
pad that was sitting on the bureau beside us. I held the 
pad out in front of me like a shield. 

“Look... I draw cartoons.” 

Orange-suit looked at that cartoon with a queer look on 
his face. 

“T just want to draw cartoons,” I said. It was all I could 
think of to say. 

Orange-suit looked again at my “COOLMAN 
COMIX” strip. He was still holding that knife in front of 
his face, uncertainly. 

I don’t know. Maybe he saw that cartoon and 
something connected deep inside him. Maybe he realized 
that I was a human being — just like him — with hopes 
and dreams and aspirations. That I was an artist 
struggling to communicate something from my soul to his 
soul. Or maybe he felt sorry for me because it was such a 
dumb cartoon. 

At any rate, he didn’t stab me. 

“C’mon man,” said one of the black men heading for 
the door with my tape recorder tucked underneath his 
arm. “We got the stuff, let’s get out of here.” 

Orange-suit hesitated for a second, took one last look 
at my award-winning “COOLMAN COMIX” strip, then 
turned and said, 

“Yea.” 

And they were gone. 

I slumped down on my bed. The room was finally 
empty. I was alone. 

Suddenly it felt like someone was sucking all the air 
out of me. I got up and stumbled over to the mirror. My 
face was all red — like I was about to explode. 


I slumped back down on my bed feeling totally 
drained. 


Then I heard it. 

The crazy old lady at the end of the hall. She was still 
crying. Moaning and wailing her mournful cry. But 
suddenly I understood why. 

Now I understood why. 


Believe me, it wasn’t easy dragging myself into that 
phone booth. But I couldn’t put if off anymore. 

“Hello, Mom?” 

“Robin? Where are you? We’ve been so 
CONCERNED about you!” My mother’s voice screeched 
into the phone. 

“T can’t tell you. But don’t worry. I’m OK. Every- 
thing’s alright.” 

“What are you DOING? Why did you run away from 
home?” 

“A friend of mine’s in trouble, Mom. I’ve got to help 
her. She’s really got herself messed up in a jam.” 

“But Robin, what about school? What about 
graduation? What about college? Your career?” 

“Mom, this is more important. I’m grown-up now, and 
I’m ready to face the real world.” 

“Well, I think you’re making a big mistake, Robin. But 
if your mind is set on fending for yourself in the real 
world just remember this...” 

“What's that, Mom?” 

“If you start running low on money, remember, soup is 
an excellent buy, nutritionally, for the money.” 

“Thanks, Mom.” 


Thus prepared, I went off to fend for myself in the real 
world of the Tenderloin. 


Me and good old Eugene McKlean were sitting on a 
bench outside the BART station on Sth and Market. The 
Benjamin Swig Memorial Pavilion. 

We were both on the street now. And broke. 

“Well, what the fuck?” said McKlean. “My mother was 
right. I shoulda been a fucking dentist.” 

McKlean picked up a butt off the ground, lit it up with 
disgust. 

I had my sleeping bag rolled up beside me on the 
bench. I’d been sleeping in the bushes by the freeway off- 
ramps. 
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“Well, I guess it’s just about time to call it a night,” I 
said, wearily. 

“Hey look, here comes my pal Fearless Frank,” said 
McKlean. 

A blonde-haired guy and a skinny black girl 
approached us. The black girl had on bright red hot pants, 
and tons of lipstick and make-up. She looked like a fox. 

“Fearless Frank, you bastard!” McKlean shouted 
cheerfully. “You got anything to drink?” 

“But of course,” said the blonde guy. He whipped out 
a big bottle of vodka from underneath his baggy jacket. 
McKlean took a sloppy pull from the bottle. 

“Man, I’m soooo thirsty,” said the foxy black chick. “T 
been turning tricks all afternoon, honey chile’. Gimme 
that bottle.” 

She took a long swig. “AAAHHHH!” 

All four of us sat there on the park bench passing the 
vodka around. It tasted like nitroglycerin. Fearless Frank, 
the blonde guy, was sitting next to me. 

“Well, I better be going,” said the foxy black chick to 
Fearless Frank. “Here’s your bottle, girl.” She handed the 
vodka to Frank and tottered off into the distance on her 
platform high heels. 

I looked at Fearless Frank quizzically. He was sitting 
next to me, real close, on the bench. 

“How come you let that girl call you a girl?” I asked. 

“Because that girl is not a girl, she’s a guy,” said 
Fearless Frank. “She’s a drag queen.” 

“What?!” 

“And I’m not a guy, I’m a girl,” continued Frank. He 
looked at me and smiled. “I’m a homosexual.” 

The vodka burned as it went down my throat. I almost 
choked on it. 

McKlean was cracking up. 

“For crissakes, kid,” he said. “You REALLY are a 
cliché.” 


I slept in Golden Gate Park for awhile, got in a few 
fights, lost my virginity. I told you about that already. I 
never did see that girl again. 

Finally it got too dangerous sleeping outside in the 
park, so I moved to an off-ramp downtown. It was a nice 
spot on top of a man-made hill at the foot of the Bay 
Bridge. It was cold up there with the winds whipping 
across the bay, but I had a good down sleeping bag. 


One night I was walking by the Bachelor Brothers 
Theatre and I ran into Charlene. She was walking home 
from work. 
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“Charlene?” I said. 

“Oh hi, Robin,” she said. 

“Funny running into you here, ha ha.” 
“Yea. Real funny.” She didn’t look amused. 
“How about coffee?” 

“No.” She sat down on the bus bench. 
“Mind if I join you?” 

“Tt’s a free country.” 

We sat there. “So how’s your job?” I asked. 
“Fine. I like it just fine.” 

“How’s Rick?” 

“bine: 

“That’s good,” I said. 

We sat there. 

“So I wonder how everything is back at Ridgetown 


High?” I said. 
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“Yea,” said Charlene. 

“Tl bet the basketball season is just about over. I 
wonder how we did.” 

“Year 

“Do you miss cheerleading at all?” 
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“Nah. I always felt kind of ridiculous shaking my butt 
in those little cheerleader uniforms. At least now what I 
do is honest.” 


“How so?” 

“Well, men pay to see me shake my butt. Cheerleading 
was the exact same bullshit, except it was SUPPOSED to 
be this wholesome All-American Wonder Bread trip. 
Know what I mean?” 

“No.” 

“Well, you always were kind of dumb.” We both sort 
of laughed. 

“I got a girlfriend now,” I said. 

“Good.” 

“She’s very good looking. I met her in Golden Gate 
park.” 

“Good.” 

“And you know what? I think she loves me too. She’s 
very good looking, too. Very beautiful spirit. She’s well- 
known in al] the bars in the Haight-Ashbury.” 

“I’m very happy for you, Robin.” 


person.” 

We sat there. 

“Yea,” I said. “I wonder what’s happening in old New 
Jersey. I heard from Old Chuck.” 

“Oh really?” She perked up at that. 

“Yea. He said we’re the talk of the town. It’s quite a 
scandal. Whatever happened to the two nuts after the 
game?” 

“Nosey bastards.” She laughed. “I'll never go back 
there.” 

“Still, though, don’t you ever wish we were back there 
again, like when we were little kids?” 

“Yea, kind of.” 

“Remember that clubhouse we used to have?” 

“Oh sure,” she laughed. “The famous ‘NO GIRLS 
ALLOWED?’ clubhouse. Tommy Trevors never used to 
let me back there unless I did my strip-tease dance for the 
boys.” 

“You were wild, even back then.” 

“I guess I should be grateful. It turned out to be on-the- 
job training for my future vocation.” 

“So how’s the job going?” 

“You asked that already. It’s fine. The pay’s good. This 
is the first real money I’ve ever made. There are things I 
don’t like.” 

“Like what?” 

“Like the men can be real creeps. And you're never 
perfect enough for them. They’re always pointing out 
your flaws like you’re not perfect.” 

“You're perfect,” I said. “Too bad I already have a 
girlfriend. And I think she loves me too.” 


“T think I might love her, too. She’s a very wonderful. 


“Robin, I DON’T love you. OK? I’m sorry. I don’t love 
you. What else can I say?” 

“What’s love got to do with it?” I said. “You really got 
a lot of nerve, you know that? I never said I loved you. 
You really must have a big head or something. A big ego. 
Do you just think that you’re so adorable that every guy 
who sees you just automatically falls madly in love with 
you? Is that it?” 

“Well, no, I—” 

“Well, I’m not like all those other guys. You think I’m 
just like all those other guys, don’t you? That I just want 
to get you in bed. That all I want is,” I spit out the word, 
“sex!” 

“I didn’t say that. But what the hell do you expect me 
to assume? You follow me everywhere. Everyday I see 
you walking by the theatre. I see you hiding around the 
corner, spying on me. What the hell you expect me to 
think?” 

“That I care for you,” I said. “I’m concerned about you. 
I want to be your friend. Is that some kind of crime? But 
no. You’d rather be with your boyfriend Rick. Just 
because he’s got a lot of money and can buy you fancy 
clothes. Good old charming Rick. Yea, tell me all about 
it. You and your lover-boy Rick. Ill bet that jackass 
doesn’t mind that you get on stage and make yourself 
available to all these other men. I'll bet he don't care so 
long as you bring home the money, he don’t care that you 
spread your asshole for any jerk who’s got a lousy dollar.” 

“Why that’s none of your business, you little —’ 

“Like fun it isn’t. I drive you all the way across the 
country just so you can get on stage and make an ass of 
yourself. Flaunting your tits in the faces of all these dirty 
old men. And you’ll sleep with that jerkass Rick, but you 
won’t sleep with me. Somebody who cares about you! Oh 
no. Well, you know what you are. You’re nothing but a 
whore! That’s right, a no-good, glorified whore! And a 
slut! You’re a slut! A slut! A slut!” 

“Why is it that the guys I WON’T sleep with are the 
ones who always call me a slut?” 

“Because you’re a slut. And what’s more I hope I never 
see your stupid face again and furthermore —” 

Charlene got up off the bus bench. The bus had 
arrived. 

Charlene paid her fare and moved to the back. I hopped 
on after her. “YOU’RE A SLUT! A SLUT! 

“It’s 50¢,” said the bus driver. “And quit calling me a 
slut.” 

“Oh, for godsake!” I fumbled in my pants pocket, but I 
only had a few pennies to my name. 

I got off the bus. The bus pulled away. And she was 
gone. 
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That night — lying in my stupid sleeping bag, on top 
of that stupid man-made hill, underneath that stupid Bay 
Bridge — I wrote that stupid-ass Charlene about 20 
different letters telling her that I NEVER wanted to see 
her stupid face again. 

Except I didn’t know where to send them. 


I lit up the joint and inhaled deeply. Out on the bay 
ships and sailboats were lazily drifting in the water. I was 
looking down on them from the top of the man-made hill 
at the foot of the Bay Bridge. 

This was a good, safe spot to sleep. Or so I thought. 
Usually nobody wandered up here because you had to 
walk up the freeway exit the wrong way, then make your 
way along a narrow path alongside the huge cement 
blocks that supported the bridge. 

I had dragged up an old mattress that I found. The only 
problem was the wind. It came whipping off the bay. So 
I put up boards on both sides of the mattress to block the 
wind. When it rained I hopped over the barbed wire fence 
and huddled underneath the bridge. 

I even had a little campfire. Fearless Frank often came 
over at night and we sat around the fire talking and stuff. 
He usually slept across the way on the other side of the 
off-ramp, underneath the huge UNION 76 clock. 

It kind of bugged me that Frank was a homo and all. 
But I didn’t think he would try anything flaky. 

Up above me I was listening to the roars and screeches 
of the commuter traffic pouring across the bridge into the 
city, totally oblivious to my stoned presence below. 

That’s the funny thing about “street people.” They’ re 
everywhere, yet they’re invisible. They pour into every 
available bit of empty space like water into cracks. One 
night I was about to kick this big cardboard box in the 
middle of the alley, when I realized there was a bum 
sleeping in it. Another time I looked in this big trash bin 
and there was a guy in there! 

Fearless Frank used to actually eat out of those bins 
sometimes. Gross. 

Like I said, mostly I didn’t get hassled sleeping there. 
One night some guy was just wandering around and 
stumbled into my sleeping bag. I jumped a mile in the air! 
I think I scared the crap out of him because he tore out of 
there at top speed. 

It was around this point, I guess, that I really started 
unraveling. 

I used to walk by the Bachelor Brothers Theatre about 
20 times a day. I really don’t want to write about this kind 
of stuff. It’s kind of depressing, to tell you the truth. I 
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mean, that jerk McKlean just thought it was a big joke. 
But I didn’t think it was very funny. 

It’s like it was all confused in my mind. Like, I used to 
stare at those porn photos of Charlene all the time. The 
ones that were printed in The Lust Review. I'd look at 
them all the time. OK? I’d look at them, and you know, 
well, I was pretty lonely and all. There was just 
something about those photos that really turned me on. I 
guess you could say it was an obsession, how I used to 
stare at those photos all the time. Those long, long legs 
and blonde hair. 

“It’s all just hormones,” that jerk McKlean used to say. 

Then he’d have to make his stupid joke about “whore 
moans.” What a wit, that guy. 

One night we were sitting around the campfire, me, 
McKlean and Fearless Frank. Two guys and a homo 
talking about women. 

“It’s like spawning,” declared McKlean. “Them crazy 
fucking salmon literally kill themselves to swim 
upstream. And why? Because of sex, that’s why. Now 
isn’t that ridiculous?” 

“Well, maybe it’s worth it to the salmon,” I said. 

“Bullshit!” said McKlean. “If you think it’s worth it to 
kill yourself over some cunt, then you’re a fool. Do you 
think the cunts care about us one little bit? No. They’re 
just out to get from us whatever they can get. The cunts! 
And you, you dumb sap, glorifying these bitches and 
putting them on some God almighty pedestal. And they’ll 
just laugh at you, chump. For killing yourself for nothing. 
Because deep down, every women knows she’s nothing. 
And here you are, sitting here with a couple of losers like 
me and Frank, and why? Because of some haughty cunt 
who don’t care if you live or die. Women; shit!” 

“I don’t know,” said Frank. “I’ve just never felt 
ANYTHING about women. I tried once, but when she 
took down her pants she was just,” Frank wrinkled up his 
nose, “different. There was nothing THERE between her 
legs.” 

“Women,” said McKlean. “They collect men like we 
were trophies. The more men they can hook into drooling 
after their cunts, the better they feel. We’re tributes to the | 
greatness of their almighty cunts.” 

“Yea, well, men do that with women, too,” I said. I 
spoke with the authority of a veteran of one sexual | 
encounter. 

“I don’t have anything against porn,” said McKlean. 
“Hell, I write the stuff. But the really bogus thing about 
porn is that it sells the idea that sex is fun and games. 
What a load of crap! ‘GIRLS! GIRLS! GIRLS! FUN! | 
FUN! FUN!’ What a load of crap. For most people sex is 
a grim, bitter ordeal.” 
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Eugene McKlean — that great thinker and scholarly 
writer of hardcore smut — looked intently into the 
campfire. His face was glowing weirdly in the reflections 
of the flames. Then he looked up and said: 

“Sex is a battle, kid. The question is whether you beat 
it, or it beats you.” 


There were days when the entire world seemed ugly 
and black and devoid of joy. There were days when I 
seemed to be engulfed by the madness that surrounded 
me. All those hopelessly doomed souls, wandering 
around like zombies on these hopelessly deranged streets. 

Still, whenever the world around me became too grim 
or frightening or ugly, there was one tiny speck of light 
amidst the darkness. 

Those photos. The girl with the golden blonde hair. 
Someday she would be mine. 

There was hope. 


He had been on the streets longer than anyone could 
remember. Years and years. The Hunchback of St. 
Anthony’s. 

The first time I ate at St. Anthony’s Dining Hall — 
that’s the place where all the street people go to get a free 
meal — he was sitting right across from me. He had his 
face about two inches from the plate and he was 
shoveling it in, pausing only momentarily to spit out an 
unsavory piece of gristle. 

He was so hunchbacked his head seemed to literally be 
growing out of his belly-button. And his face was ancient 
— so wrinkled and shriveled up it was hard to believe 
there was a functioning human being behind those 
twinkling blue eyes. 

The hunchback slept in a doorway about half a block 
from St. Anthony’s. He’d sleep there all day and all night. 
The only time he left the doorway was to eat lunch at St. 
Anthony’s. You could watch him creaking up the side- 
walk — pushing his shopping cart full of possessions, 
inch-by-inch as he slowly made his way towards the 
dining hall. After eating, the hunchback would slowly 
creak back to the doorway where he’d curl up for the rest 
of the day. Until tomorrow, when he’d do the whole 
routine over again. 

Day after day. Year after year. For as long as anyone on 
the street could remember. The Hunchback of St. 
Anthony’s. 


A Skid Row Christmas 
December 25, 1980 


Bottles were exploding like hand grenades on the 
sidewalk. A fight had broken out. 

“YOU ASSHOLE!” 

“YOU SHIT-FOR-BRAINS!” 

It was Christmas Day and we were waiting in line at St. 
Anthony’s Dining Hall to get a free Christmas dinner. 
Two bums were having a loud disagreement. 

“PLL KICK YOUR FACE IN!” shouted this greasy- 
looking hippie. 

“JUST YOU TRY!” countered this wino looking guy. 

When push came to shove, the greaser-hippie reached 
into a trash can on the corner and started heaving empty 
wine bottles at the wino. There’s no shortage of this kind 
of ammunition on Skid Row. The entire trash can was full 
of empty green Thunderbird bottles. Green glass was 
shattering all over the sidewalk. 

The wino was hopping back and forth, doing a spastic 


_ jig as he dodged the flying bottles. 


“MERRY CHRISTMAS YA SHIT!” shouted the 
greaser-hippie as he launched bottle after bottle. 

Suddenly the greaser-hippie stopped throwing and 
instead he took a bottle by the neck and cracked the 
bottom of it against the wall. Real jagged-edged and 
vicious looking. 

The wino knew what that meant. His eyes bugged out 
like he’d been cut before. The wino let out a timid yelp 
and turned and fled down the street, with the greaser- 
hippie in hot pursuit, waving the jagged-edged bottle in 
the air like a tomahawk. 

And as they disappeared around the corner it looked 
like he’d catch him, too. 

The funny thing was, aside from a few appreciative 
chuckles, none of the other bums waiting in line paid any 
attention to this random bit of violence. You see, on the 
streets violence is accepted with a nonchalant shrug, a 
minor inconvenience of no more significance than the 
pigeon shit in the park. So long as it’s not YOUR ass on 
the line. 

For example, a few days before Christmas I was eating 
lunch at St. Anthony’s. A pudgy black dude was sitting 
across from me. Anyway, I guess he made some kind of 
nasty crack to an Indian lady sitting next to him, because 
the lady came back with her irate boyfriend. Six feet, six 
inches of red-blooded redskin. And he grabbed the black 
dude from behind and stuck a knife up to his throat. 

“What’s the big idea mouthing off to my old lady,” 
hissed the Indian. 


(Continued on next page) 
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The pudgy black guy just sat there, eyes blank, mouth 
wide open, not saying anything. His mouth full of half 
chewed mashed potatoes that were dribbling out. 

I sat across from them, watching this, watching the 
black dude contemplating the shiny piece of steel pressed 
up against his Adam’s apple, no doubt seriously 
considering the disadvantages of going through life 
without a head. 

Fortunately for him, the Indian released him unharmed. 
But the point is, the whole time this was happening in the 
midst of a crowded cafeteria, not one person did 
anything. Nobody at our table even stopped eating. “Hey, 
that guy’s about to get stabbed to death.” “Oh, really, pass 
the salt, pal.” 

Ten minutes later when I got up to leave, the pudgy 
black dude was still sitting there, eyes blank, mouth wide 
open, still trying to swallow that mouth full of mashed 
potatoes. 


But anyway, it was Christmas Day and I and Eugene 
McKlean, the great man, were making the scene at St. 
Anthony’s. I’d been eating there every day for the last two 
weeks, ever since I got robbed of all my dough at the 
Empress Hotel and ended up on the street. McKlean had 
been eating there for years. He was on the streets too, but 
of course he had big plans for getting off the street. 

Usually the menu consisted of boiled beans, boiled 
potatoes, boiled cauliflower, or some such mush. But 
they sometimes throw in big chunks of peculiar tasting 
beef. And the coffee is delicious. They serve thousands of 
free meals every week, mostly to bums and street people. 

But on Christmas they weren’t serving the usual boiled 
blech for dinner. You see, everybody in San Francisco 
chips in to give the “unfortunates” a decent Christmas 
dinner. Truckloads of turkeys, cranberry sauce, stuffing, 
gravy, pies and ice cream had been donated in the spirit 
of brotherly love and tax write-offs. 

Every bum in town was making the scene. The line 
stretched all the way out of the cafeteria and half-way 
down Golden Gate Avenue. McKlean and I took our 
place at the end of the line and slowly started inching our 
way in the general direction of the cafeteria. 

Just our luck to get stuck behind Yogi, one of the 
dumbest clucks on the street. Yogi looked like W.C. 
Fields’ half-bright younger brother. He talked out of the 
side of his fat face and he was always babbling on about 
some half-wit scheme to “make a cool fortune.” 

“Like I know this here guy who invented this math-e- 
mat-ical formula to hit the jackpot in Reno...” 

McKlean whipped out a Chronicle that he always kept 
on hand for emergencies like this to shield him from the 
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real world, and stuck the paper in front of him as a buffer 
zone between him and Yogi’s banal banterings. 

« And according to my cal-cu-la-tions,” droned Yogi, 
“the Big Depression should hit some time next winter.” 

“For crissakes!” snarled McKlean, genuinely irked. 
“You're a frigging genius. Here we are waiting in line for 
two hours for a lousy free meal and you think the 
Depression’s coming NEXT year! Shit!” ; 

The line stretched down a long corridor and coiled 
inside the cafeteria like an intestine. Inside, Christmas 
energy was buzzing in the air. The dungeon-like cafeteria 
was brightly lit for a change. And the walls were 
decorated with wreathes and candy canes. There was 
even a life-sized ice sculpture of Santa Claus. And a brass 
band was belting out jazzy versions of Christmas carols. 

Yogi, McKlean and I took our trays and loaded them 
down with turkey, pies, and goodies. 

A Catholic priest, decked out in a long Friar Tuck robe, 
stood at the end of the serving line, handing out little gift- 
wrapped presents and saying “God Bless You!” to each 
person in line, but by the thousandth time it sounded 
more like “Gobble-sue.” 

The place was packed. We sat down at a crowded table 
next to a couple of damaged pals of McKlean’s. Fearless 
Frank and UFO the Space Man. 

“Well, thay, how ARE you boys,” greeted Fearless 
Frank with a faggy smile. “Merry Christmas, for 
godsake.” 

Frank was the swishiest guy in the world, and he 
played up the limp-wrist bit for all it was worth. I had to 
laugh every time I saw him prancing down Market Street, 
swivel-hipped and blowing kisses at all the pretty boys. 
Anyone within 20 miles could see that he was gay. 

Poor, old doomed Fearless Frank. When he was 11 
years old his parents found out he was gay. They caught 
him in the act of sucking off one of his playmates. So they 
spent a fortune dragging him to all these shrinks to “cure” 
him of this dreaded disease. He was not cured. When he 
was 13 he started stealing booze from his dad’s liquor 
cabinet. One night he took his dad’s Cadillac out for a 
drunken joy-ride. He ended up smashing into another car 
in a head-on collision. Since he had no driver’s license, 
let alone insurance, his dad ended up getting sued for 
every penny he had. Imagine that. You’re 13 years old 
and you've just wiped out your family. That was the kind 
of luck the poor guy had. Fearless Frank. 

He came to San Francisco with $500 in his pocket. He 
took a room at the Fairmont, one of the most expensive 
joints in town. He ordered up room service for 
champagne and caviar for every meal. His money lasted 
two days. And he’s been on the streets ever since. “And 
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if es get my hands on some money, I’ll do it all over She was blitzed off her ass and really kicking out the 
again,” he says. jams. Her skinny arms and legs were flailing away like a 

Now, Fearless Frank was talking about his favorite spastic flapper. 
subject: Suicide. “C’MON HOT MAMA! GET DOWN!” shouted some 

“I walked to the Golden Gate Bridge yesterday,” said bum. 

Frank between mouthfuls of turkey. “And I was going to | “TAKE IT OFF!” shouted another. 
jump off. But it just looked so, so.... beautiful... staring © “SHAKE YOUR BOOTY!” shouted Yogi, ever the 
out through the fog into the Pacific.” clever one. 

(Eventually , Fearless Frank would take the Big Everyone in the cafeteria started yelling at that crazy 
Plunge, dissolving painlessly in the ocean mist. This ag lady, egging her on to make a fool of herself. And boy 
story is dedicated to you, Fearless Frank, wherever you did she rise to the occasion. Her chicken legs were 
are.) kicking and her eyes were popping and her mouth was 

“Actually, Christmas is a major holiday on the planet 8°Ng “guh-guh-guh... Waa HOOOOOOOO!!! MERRY 
Venus,” said UFO the Space Man, changing the con- CHRISTMAS!" 
versation to his one-and-only subject: Extraterrestials. She was having the time of her life, the center of 
“Jesus was really a Venusian, and he came to Earth ina 2ttention; the Queen of St. Anthony’s Skid Row Ball! 
spaceship to save mankind. It says so in the latest issue of _ 4 Camera crew from ABC News had been making the 
Saucer World.” rounds, filming the winos for their annual heartwarming 

UFO the Space Man was just plain weird. Even in a “aren't you ete YOUiE NOt a skid) Tow. loser on 
weird scene like St. Anthony’s, UFO was in his own class Christmas” story. But when they saw that bag lady doing 
of weird. Totally harmless, though. her crazy jig, they swung into action, zooming in to 

UFO looked like a big rat. And every inch of his arms, pore yonder ead 
legs, chest and back (and I assume privates) was covered ute So CERI RIAU TET UN aN 76 Meets “ 
with bizarre tattoos of flying saucers and space creatures. Waketng ce! Bs Sie cluneose, She pad a cuanken sinile 


MES coniided tome that he was born on Pluto. and °2 her face as she danced faster and faster and the music 
fiipetieved him. , got louder and louder and everybody shouted at her to 


make a spectacle of herself and she laughed and hollered 
and, fuck, we may be losers but Christmas is a time of 
celebration and she was a STAR and she didn’t care 
about a damn thing as she whirled across the cafeteria, 
whipping back and forth to the music, kicking her knobby 
legs high in the air as the music played louder and louder 
and there was hope for the losers as she surged across the 
dance floor, violently, passionately, faster and faster and 
: Paetyitaee faster, until... suddenly... she slipped on a wet spot on the 
“On these streets you can get skinned alive,” said wise- floor and her scrawny chicken legs shot out from under 
ass McKlean. her 
“Oh dear,” said UFO, tugging at his ratty beard. She crashed to the floor with a sickening groan. The 
“Well, merry friggin’ Christmas,” announced Yogi, band stopped playing, and suddenly the whole cafeteria 
digging into his pumpkin pie. “Now if I could just get a was silent. 
couple of financial backers with, say, a cool thousand All eyes watched the fallen figure, lying on her side 
bucks apiece... Say Frank, how much dough you got?” like a pile of dirty laundry. The brown-robed priest and 
“About 83¢. But I’m going to invest that in something some flunkies rushed over to help her up, but she cursed 
with immediate dividends, like a bottle of Thunderbird.” —_at them: “Get away from me you BASTARDS! 
“Shrewd move,” said McKlean. “T_ea’ me alone,” she said. “LEA’ ME ALONE!” 
“Hey! Would you look at THAT!” declared Yogi. He She slowly picked herself off the floor. It was so quiet 
was pointing his fork towards the brass band. They were you could hear those old bones creaking. 
belting out a jazzy version of “White Christmas.” A crazy “EVERYBODY JES’ LEA’ ME ALONE!” 
old bag lady — obviously touched by the Christmas spirit Even Yogi stopped laughing as the old lady slowly 
— was dancing up a storm in front of the band. ees ee vo ene yeaa 
«“ fpereees es rubbing her bruised hip wi 
; Sem = neo O14 1d) 2 ene Frank her a towards the ih She had her face in her hands as 
with a smile. 
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“How come you got all them there tattoos?” asked 
Yogi, as he stuffed rolls and butter into his fat face. 

“Because my tattoos are the only thing they can’t steal 
from me,” said UFO, gnawing on his bottom lip like a rat. 
“People are always beating me up and stealing my 
money. So the first of the month, as soon as I cash my 
S.S.I. check, I spend the whole thing on tattoos. Cause 
they can’t steal that from me.” 
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she hobbled out the door and disappeared into the streets 
of the Tenderloin. 
Merry Christmas. 


I was furious! I paced back and forth. That jerk! That 
stupid jerk! She was up there on stage, right at this very 
instant. Showing off her butt and shaking her tits. To all 
those men. The horny bastards! 

And here I was, sitting here alone on this off ramp, 
wasting my time. 

What the hell was I doing here, anyway? 

I took out my copy of The Lust Review, the one with the 
nude photos of Charlene in it. I took it out from my secret 
hiding place underneath my mattress. There she was. 
Blonde hair, long, long legs, nice round breasts. Tits any 
man in town could squeeze for a lousy buck. 

I ripped the entire paper in half. I ripped it in quarters. 
I ripped it and ripped it and ripped it until there was 
nothing left to rip. Just shredded bits of newsprint. I 
threw all the hacked-up pieces of paper into the air. They 
all went swirling into the breeze like a paper hurricane. 
They floated through space down the man-made hill 
towards the warehouses and the bay below. 

I laid down on the moldy mattress and tried to sleep. 
The stars were twinkling above. Who was the lame- 
brained idiot who said the stars were romantic? 

From across the bay I could see the city lights of 
Oakland and Berkeley twinkling in the distance. 

I noticed a ripped-up piece of paper lying by my face. I 
picked it up. It was a piece of Charlene’s face. I could see 
one of Charlene’s saucy cat-eyes staring silently at me. I 
could see part of her lipstick-smeared lips smiling at me. 
I looked at it for a second and then wadded it up and 
hurled it over the hill. 

I started having very unpleasant fantasies running 
through my head. I imagined Charlene applying for a job 
at the sleazy club she worked at. I imagined her in the 
office of the sleazy, fat bastard who ran the club. He was 
sitting behind his desk, smoking a big, fat, smelly cigar. 
He ordered Charlene to take off her shirt. He was 
checking her out to see if she had what it takes. Charlene 
unbuttoned her shirt. He told her to pull up her skirt. She 
said no, she didn’t want to. “Do you want the job or not?” 
said Fatso. She pulled up her skirt. “Now turn around and 
bend over.” She did. Fatso got up from the desk and 
pulled her panties down to her knees. He put his fat hands 
on her ass cheeks and spread her ass open. “Now I’m 
gonna bring in a couple of my boys to see if you can 
handle the customers.” In came Jamie Toaden and a 
couple of other gorillas. Charlene started to get up, but 
Fatso ordered her to stay there, bent over with her ass in 


244 


the air, until they’re done with her. “We want to see if 
you’ ve got what it takes...” 

I jacked off furiously; half-sickened, half-aroused. I 
was sickened by the thought that Charlene was probably 
doing something dirty, something dirtier than anything I 
could imagine, right at that very moment while I laid 
there, furiously pumping away. Pumping at nothing but 
myself and the air. 

I came quickly in spurts and globs of tingling, and 
unsatisfying, white semen. 

I looked curiously at the globs of white stuff floating in 
my palm. I thought: So there it is in my palm. All the 
makings of a miniature me floating around in that white 
stuff. One of life’s miracles, you can bet. So this is what 
it was all about. I go through all this crap, all this agony 
and bullshit, just so I can lie here on this moldy, old 
mattress and fill my palm with gobs of this white... stuff. 

I looked at it again. You ever notice how it looks like 
white snot or something? THIS is what it’s all about? 

I wiped the stuff off on a shredded piece of Lust 
Review. I laid there under the stars. It was not a very 
satisfying feeling. 


I couldn’t sleep, as usual. I got up and rummaged 
through my backpack. It was leaning against one of the 
huge cement blocks that supported the bridge. I got out 
my toothbrush and a tube of Crest, the proven cavity 
fighter. 1 walked along the dirt path and then down the 
off-ramp to Fremont Street, and made my way to the Bus 
Terminal at First and Mission. 

Inside the terminal, the usual late-night crowd of bums 
and derelicts were hanging out. It was the only place open 
all night where you could get out of the cold. 

I walked into the MEN’s room. I had come to consider 
this my bathroom away from home. I brushed my teeth, 
scrubbing away the starch and donuts that made up my 
daily diet. 

I looked at my face in the mirror. It seemed like this 
was the first time I had looked at my face in the mirror 
since I left high school. My skin was dirty and worn. I 
rubbed my chin, noticed the first stubble of a beard. I had 
a crazy thought: My chin was losing its virginity. From 
the inside-out. 

I took my comb out and tried to run it through my hair. 
It was hopeless. My hair was matted in big clumps of dirt 
and weeds and God knows what else. I took out my blue 
knit lumberjack hat from my back pocket. I put it on my 
head. I looked tough and hard. Like a street person. 

I walked back to my place on the off-ramp. As soon as 
I got there I knew something was wrong. 
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“SHIT!” 
Somebody had stolen my backpack. 

Surprise, surprise. While I had been brushing my teeth, 
some bastard had snuck up here and made off with my 
backpack and all my stuff. 

A trail of my discarded clothes had been left behind, 
leading down towards Fremont Street. I had only been at 
the Bus Terminal about 15 minutes. The backpacking 
culprit couldn’t have gone very far. I sprinted off down 
the path in pursuit. 

I ran down the off-ramp. On Fremont Street I spotted 
one of my socks. 

THE BASTARD! THE BASTARD! 

Up ahead I could see a couple of hippie-types hitching 
on the Folsom Street off-ramp. 

“HEY, HEY!” I called, waving my arms. “Did you see 
a guy come by here a couple of minutes ago wearing a 
green backpack?” 

“Yea,” said one of the hippies. “Just a few minutes 
ago. He was headed towards Market Street.” 

“THANKS!” 

I sprinted towards Market Street. 

PLL CUT HIM OFF AT THE PASS, I thought. I ran 
across Mission and cut through an alleyway. Up ahead 
was Market Street. I surged onward, wildly searching in 
every direction, gasping for breath. 

THERE HE WAS! Up ahead I could see him. The 
backpacking culprit. He was walking away from me, 
totally oblivious of the speeding fury about to descend on 
him. 

I pounced on his back with a flying tackle that knocked 
us both off our feet. We bounced across the sidewalk, 
kicking and screaming in frenzied terror. “YAAAAHH!!” 

He was on his belly — screaming —- pinned down by 
the weight of the backpack. I was on top of him, 
struggling to rip the pack from his back. I was wrenching 
the shoulder-strap over his arm when — for the first time 
—]... suddenly... realized... 

It wasn’t my backpack. 


IT WASN’T MY BACKPACK! 


I jumped off of him and ran down the street. “YOU 
CRAZY —!! YOU CRAZY —!!” he yelled. I didn’t look 
back. I just kept running and running and running. 

The only sound was my sneakers padding across the 
empty streets. The streetlights were yellow and sickly, 
like a weirdly illuminated dream. I ran and ran and ran, 
but I couldn’t get his words out of my head. 

“YOU CRAZY —!!” 


One thing about living on the streets — there’s almost 
NO place to go to the bathroom. Blatant discrimination 
against street people — or so I thought. 

McKlean and I were drinking beer in a park by City 
Hall when nature called. We walked to one of the few gas 
stations in the entire city that kept their restrooms open. 

MAN DID IT STINK IN THERE! Somebody had 
made a really big mess. Turds were smeared 
EVERYWHERE! Big blobs of it. Turds on the floor. 
Turds on the wall. Turds in the sink. Even turds somehow 
flung on the ceiling. The only place where there weren’t 
turds was —- you guessed it! — in the toilet. 

“Who would do something like this?” I gasped. “What 
kind of an asshole...” 

McKlean was laughing. “Even a writer of my talents 
could hardly come up with a more appropriate descriptive 
noun.” 


We were standing outside the Gospel Soup Mission 
with the other bums — McKlean and Frank and I — 
waiting for Brother Glenn to open the doors of the 
mission so we could get our morning dose of coffee and 
day-old donuts. And, of course, religion. All in all, a 
typical Skid Row morning. 

“Jesus, Frank! How’d you get so beat-up?” asked 
McKlean. 

“Oh, that happened last night,” said Frank, rubbing his 
face. He had a mean-looking black eye, and half of his 
face was battered black-and-blue. “You know that crazy 
guy with one leg — the guy with the crutches?” 

“Yea, I’ve seen him,” said McKlean. “He’s nuts, 
always cursing and hollering.” 

“He can really motor around on them crutches,” I said. 
“He’s fast.” 

“Yea. I heard he got his leg blown off in Viet Nam, and 
now he wants revenge on the whole world.” 

“Yea, well, he got revenge on me last night,” said 
Frank. “I was sleeping in my sleeping bag and when I 
woke up he was on top of me. His upper body is really 
strong from lugging himself around all day on those 
crutches. He pinned me down on the ground and beat my 
head with the crutches. Then he raped me.” 

“Cripes!” I said. “Last night? I was sleeping right 
across the way. That could have been me!” 

“You better just hope he don’t dig on young boys,” 
said Frank. 

Fearless Frank talked for a bit about his favorite subject 
— suicide. Frank had this weird idea that suicide was 
merely releasing your molecules to reform into another 
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organism — hopefully one more intelligent than a human 
being. 

I couldn’t help noticing that when Frank smiled, his 
teeth were black and rotting. And his ankles! His shoes 
were about three sizes too big, and they cut into his bare 
ankles with every step he took. There was a festering 
gash, caked with scabs and dirt. 

Fearless Frank was disintegrating before my eyes, and 
he didn’t give a shit. 

“Man, you got the worst luck in the world,” said 
McKlean. 

“It’s been that way all my life,” said Frank with that 
feeble little smile of his — his what-the-heck-fucked- 
again smile. “This life is made for the go-getters, the 
wolves. The ones who pounce on that meat. Me? I'll wait 
until the wolves are done eating and take whatever’s left 
over, thank you kindly.” 

Frank lit up a butt from the sidewalk. 

“Oh, I had a job for awhile as a salesman in Utah, but 
I couldn’t cut it. I was drinking like three fifths a day. So 
I came to San Francisco — the great paradise of gay 
freedom.” 

Frank rolled his eyes to the heavens and gave his ironic 
little secret smile. He had made his peace. 

“Fucked again, huh Frank?” said McKlean. 


“FRANKLIN! OH FRANKLIN!” A little old lady came 
scurrying up the sidewalk towards us. 

“Uh-oh. It’s Maria Juanita,” said Fearless Frank, 
rolling his eyes to the heavens. 

“Oh Franklin, I got a present for you,” said the lady. 

“Oh, joy!” said Frank, clasping his hands in front of 
him. “Maria Juanita, I’d like you to meet my new friend 
Robin.” 

She looked at me suspiciously but said nothing. She 
was bundled up with about five overcoats and shawls, 
and was loaded down with four WOOLWORTH 
shopping bags. Her head kept shaking back and forth like 
she’d been kicked in the head. 

“T got this at the drug store for you.” She unbuttoned 
three of her coats and pulled out a fifth of vodka. 

“Oh you doll!” exclaimed Frank. “SMIRNOFF. My 
favorite!” 

“I stole it while the salesman wasn’t looking,” she said, 
smiling, her head still bobbing back and forth. 

“And who would suspect a sweet li’l old lady like 
Maria Juanita?” laughed Frank. He looked over at me. 
“She rips them off every morning.” 

Maria Juanita looked at me seriously. “Franklin is a no- 
good alcoholic and he’s a homosexual,” she said. “And 
he’s got diarrhea.” She turned and scurried off. 
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“She’s priceless,” said Frank, laughing. He slipped the 
fifth inside his baggy jacket. 

What happened next was typical of the kind of luck 
Fearless Frank had. I mean, you’ve probably known 
someone like Frank. No matter what happens, it always 
turns out that they GET IT in some way. It’s like they go 
through their lives with a “KICK ME” sign glued to their 
butt. Anyway, there was this shiny metal hubcap lying on 
the sidewalk. Frank walked over and gently pushed the 
hubcap into the gutter with his foot. 

“HEY MOTHERFUCKER, WHAT THE FUCK YOU 
DOING?!!” 

An angry black man was staring right in Frank’s face. 

“Huh?” said Fearless Frank. 

“WHAT THE FUCK YOU DOING KICKING THAT 
HUBCAP AT ME WHILE I BE WALKING BY?!” 

“Well no, I was jus —’ 

“YOU MOTHERFUCKER! I 
FUCKING ASS IN, CHUMP!” 

Frank and I stood there with our backs leaning against 
the brick wall of the Gospel Soup Kitchen. What does 
this man want from us? 

“WHY YOU BE KICKING THIS AT ME, WISE-ASS 
MOTHERFUCKER?!” 

He held the shiny metal hubcap up to Frank’s face. The 
man was wild-eyed and insane to the breaking point of 
hysteria. 

“Tt was just an acciden—” 

“MOTHERFUCKER!!!” 

2 RK WWHAAACKKKK!***** 

He slammed the hubcap against the brick wall, just 
inches from Frank’s face. 

The hubcap fell to the ground with a hollow clank. 
“MOTHERFUCKER!” shouted the black man, and he 
stormed off down the street in search of further madness. 

Frank and I stood there staring at each other. Then we 
looked at the big hole in the wall where the hubcap had 
chipped away the bricks. Then we looked back at each 
other. 

“That hole could have been my face!” said Fearless 
Frank, sheepishly. 

He was still smiling his feeble little smile. 


KICK YOUR 


We sat in the back of the mission. Eugene McKlean 
was reading his newspaper, trying to ignore Brother 
Glenn as he droned on and on with the morning sermon. 

“...And God is PUNISHING you because you're 
SINNERS! That’s why He makes you sleep in the dirt. 
That’s why He makes you live in the Tenderloin — the 
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Devil’s Playground — a veritable cesspool of sin and We were all at FAT’S CAFE. Eugene McKlean, that 

wickedness, filled with prostitutes and homoSEXshulls. great man, had just got paid for his latest mega-smash 

Yes! HomoSEXshulls! Wicked, evil, sinful homo-_ bestseller, “BIG TIT FOOT FETISH” (can you believe 

SEXshulls...” that crap, “BIG TIT FOOT FETISH?) and he was 
“Brother Glenn sure has a _ thing about treating us to breakfast. 

homoSEXshulls,” whispered McKlean. “But I couldn’t “Big assignment tonight,” said McKlean, forking in the 

help noticing how he makes a bee-line for the bathroom eggs and sausage. “Pussywillow Divine.” 


every time some cute bum goes in there. He says it’s to “Pussywillow Divine?” I said. 
check to make sure there’s enough toilet paper, but we “Yep. Live and onstage at the Bachelor Brothers 
know better. Theatre. And yours truly will be there to COVER THE 


“...And God is PUNISHING you because you’re STORY!” 

homoSEXshulls and ALCOholics...” “Very big deal, I’m sure. What kind of act does she 
The captive audience of hungry homos and alcoholics qo?” 

sat through the service with weary indifference. They had 


“Oh, she performs unbelievable feats of gynecological 
been punished before and they would be punished again. 


wonder. Mind-boggling stuff you can bet. Here, take a 
look at her press kit.” 
He handed me some glossy photos and stuff. She had 
; ; bleached white hair and was holding a mop. The caption 
He was almost on me! I jumped out of my sleeping bag said: “PUSSYWILLOW DIVINE, BURLESQUE 
in a flash! He was charging towards me— the one-legged COMEDIAN.” 
rapist with the crutches. I could see his eyes, his face — “What does she do? Tell jokes while she’s stripping?” 


the stubble on his chin. } “Not exactly,” said McKlean. He looked at me 
I jumped backwords. He screeched to a halt, stopping thoughtfully. “SHE’s the joke. 


on a dime just before he would’ ve been on top of me. He 
swung around on his crutches and rushed off in the eneoneCE 
opposite direction — swinging wildly back and forth on 5 : Z 
those crutches, moving with amazing speed. I want to go with you. 
“I’LL GET YOU!” he screamed over his shoulder ashe | “Why’s that? So you can drool all over that Charlene 
made his way down the trail. girly and make an ass of yourself?” 
“NOW I KNOW WHERE YOU SLEEP! PLL GET “No, I just want to talk to her.” 
YOU! I'LL GET YOU! NOW I KNOW WHERE YOU “Shit, kid, I can read you like a book. You got it all 
SLEEP!” planned, don’t you. ‘THE ROBIN AND CHARLENE 
I stood there stunned — watching as the one-legged STORY.’ We find a damsel-in-distress up on stage, 
rapist retreated down the trail, off into the distance. “I forced to show off her cunt to the Huns and barbarians. 
know where you sleep...” He was gone as fast as he had And lo and behold, here comes our hero, St. Robin, 
come. I stood there alone in the darkness — fists swinging onto the stage on a rope. And he grabs the 
clenched, not sure if it had all been a bad dream. damsel over his shoulder and heroically carries her to 
safety. ‘My hero!’ she gasps as she gazes into your manly 
enenen face. ‘You’ve saved me from a life of pornography.’ And 
you ride off into the sunset and get married and live 
I didn’t have too much trouble with the cops. One time, happily ever after in the suburbs, and fill the house up 
though, I saw them really fuck up a wino. The wino had_ with screaming brats. And on the very last page there's a 
passed out on top of the marble steps in front of the big red heart that says THE END. Wise up, chump. 
Hibernia Bank. Well, the cop grabbed the wino by the “You know, you’re crazy,” I said. “You know that, 
ankles and dragged him down the steps. And his head don’t you.” 
went ka-BUNK! ka-BUNK! ka-BUNK! Down every step. “You're chasing after a mirage, kid. That’s all 
Then the cops picked up what was left of him and pornography is —a big mirage. Y’know, pay no attention 
dumped him in the paddy wagon. to the little man behind the curtain, because if you look 
You see these things. behind the neon lights and the hype all you’ll find are 
some worn-out cunts and assholes. That’s it.” 
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“You think you’re so smart, don’t you?” I said. “Did it 
ever occur to you I just wanted to give her this?” I held up 
a good-bye letter I had written the night before. It had 
taken me 12 drafts to get it right. 


“I’m leaving this town. I’m going back to New Jersey. 
I just want to tell her good-bye and give her this letter.” 

“Letter?” exclaimed McKlean. “How many pages IS 
that? It looks more like War and Peace, Volume One.” 

McKlean polished off his last sausage. “Kid, I’m glad 
you finally got your head screwed on right. I always knew 
you weren’t a complete chump. Let’s go check out the 
show. And if you behave yourself I might even introduce 
you to Pussywillow Divine.” 


Outside the Bachelor Brothers Theatre a mob of angry 
women were marching around with picket signs. 

“Uh-oh, this could be trouble,” said McKlean. 

“Bachelor Brothers Exploit Women,” read one sign. 

“Take Back The Night, Sisters!!” read another. 

“Our Bodies Are Not For Sale!” read another. 

“Girls, girls, girls,” implored McKlean. “Shouldn’t you 
all be back at your sewing bee where you belong?” 

“Fuck you, asshole!!” shouted several women. 

They surrounded us menacingly, wielding their picket 
signs like baseball bats. One wrong word and they’d el- 
kaBONG us for sure. 

““What’s the beef, sisters?’ asked McKlean. “Women’s 
bodies aren’t for sale here... They’re only for rent.” 

“You pig! You pig!” 

“Pornography exploits women,” shouted one of the 
women. “Women have to sell their bodies because men 
have all the economic power.” 

“Listen sister,” said McKlean. “I just spent the last two 
weeks sleeping on the streets with the bums and winos. If 
men REALLY have such economic power and women 
are so powerless, how come 99 percent of the bums 
forced to live on the streets are men?” 

“Women don’t live on the streets because of the threat 
of rape from male oppressors,” said the woman. 

“So what you’re saying,” said McKlean, “is that 
women are so oppressed that they’re not allowed to take 
part in the exciting alternative life-style of being a street 
bum. If women are really so economically powerless, 
how come all the bums on the street — the REALLY 
powerless people — are all men?” 

The woman was going to answer but her voice was 
drowned out by the other women chanting “Sisters, take 
back the night!” 

McKlean flashed his press pass and we scurried into 
the safety of the theatre. 
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“The dumb cunts,” muttered McKlean. “Women 
ALREADY have more power than men. They’ ve got men 
by the balls. And there they are, protesting that they want 
MORE power. Shit!” 

McKlean gestured around the theatre. “Besides, this 
place really isn’t about sex.” 

“Tt isn’t?” I asked. 

“Hell no! This place is about capitalism. Mass 
production. Human flesh cranked down the assembly 
line. Just like a fast-food franchise, except, instead of Big 
Macs, it’s McPussy. ‘Talk To A Live Nude Orifice — 
230. 

“And you think that’s just fine and dandy?” 

“Hell no. It sucks. But not for the reasons those idiot 
feminists are marching about. They’re suffering from the 
same disease you are — Sex-Hurt. Listen kid, you could 
list 20 million reasons why porn sucks — just like MOST 
jobs in this society suck — but the one thing that makes 
porn ‘relevant,’ as we used to say in the ’60s, is this. 
Thanks to porn — for the first time in history — we can 
see EXACTLY where man is at, sexually. X percent of 
the population are into buying homo porn. X percent are 
into bondage porn. X percent are into kiddy porn. To put 
it crudely — man puts his money where his mouth and 
balls, are. These are important discoveries, because man 
has been lying for centuries.” 

“So what’s the big discovery?” I said. “That most men 
are weird?” 

“No. That what most men THINK is weird and 
perverted is actually quite normal and common-place. 
Listen, kid, I gotta go make some more history with my 
groundbreaking interview with Pussywillow Divine. 
Keep out of trouble, OK?” 


I hung around in the back of the strip-show room, 
talking with Big Bob, the bouncer. Big Bob was really an 
entertaining guy. About six-foot-six, 300 pounds. He 
didn’t look that big when he was sitting on his stool in the 
back. But when he stood up he was huge. His horn- 
rimmed glasses made him look sort of like a mild- 
mannered Clark Kent pumped up from steroids. 

“Do you have much trouble here?” I asked. “I mean, 
like guys trying to attack the dancers and stuff?” 

“Nah, not too much,” said Big Bob. “Sometimes we’ ll 
kick a guy out for jacking off in his seat, or for trying to 
stick his fingers up one of the girls butt-holes. Stuff like 
that. And if anyone tries to get rough, all the security guys 
got these.” 


(Continued on next page) 


Big Bob opened up his jacket and whipped out what 
looked like a small flashlight. 

“It’s an electric cattle-prod. Wanna touch? Enough 
volts in here to send you spinning on your head. I rarely 
use it, though.” He paused, looked at me cheerfully. “1 
prefer to use my hands.” 

“Do the cops ever come down here?” 

“Oh, sure. The vice squad busts the place at least once 
a month. They love coming down here. There’s probably 
a couple of undercover guys floating around right now.” 

“Do the Bachelor Brothers ever come down here?” 

“Nah, I’ve only seen them once or twice.” 

“What are they like?” 

“Oh, they’re just normal guys. Family men. This is just 
a business to them. They’ve got their homes out in the 
suburbs and they’ re raising their little girls. The Bachelor 
Brothers don’t see anything wrong with this. They 
disagree completely with those feminists outside. They 
see themselves as helping to employ these girls and give 
them jobs. They don’t see this as being any different than 
being in the Fuller Brush business.” 

“Maybe so,” I said, looking at the naked girl onstage 
getting finger-fucked by one of the customers in the front 
row. “But if the Bachelor Brothers were standing here 
right now, there’s one thing I’d REALLY like to ask 
them.” 

“What’s that, kid?” 

“How they would feel if that was one of THEIR 
daughters up onstage, taking part in the family business?” 


A little Japanese man approached us. He was loaded 
down — carrying about five huge stuffed animals, a 
heart-shaped box of chocolates, and a bunch of flowers. 

“Is Wendy here yet?” he asked. 

“Yea,” said Big Bob. “She goes on at nine.” 

“Oh, good.” He scurried off to a seat. 

“He comes here every night,” said Big Bob. “And 
every night he brings her more presents. Wendy’s polite 
to him and all, because the dancers are supposed to be 
polite to the customers. But it’s kind of sad. Know what I 
mean?” 

I knew what he meant. 

“Are many of the guys like that?” I asked. 

“Some. And then there’s the guy who comes here every 
night and all he does is complain about the dancers. “This 
one’s too fat. This one’s too skinny. This one’s too tall. 
This one’s too short. This one’s a dog.’ Finally I said 
‘Listen, if all the girls are dogs, how come you shell out 
10, 15 bucks every night to come look at them?’ That shut 
his ass up.” 


I hung around for awhile, watching the strippers and 
talking with Big Bob. He could really tell some stories. 
Like the time he was playing linebacker for Michigan 
State wired on LSD. Or the time he was attacked by 
Hunter S. Thompson’s Dobermans. Or the time he | 
screwed the girl who used to be in the Partridge Family. 
(“Boy, was she a pervert, she scratched the hell out of my 
back!) Or the time he rumbled with the Hells Angels at 
a Grateful Dead gig. He could really go on. 


Eugene McKlean came walking towards us, with a 
white-haired woman at his side. Pussywillow Divine. She 
was So pale she looked like somebody had dumped a box 
of talcum powder on her head. She was pushing a small 
shopping cart and carrying a mop. 

“Pussywillow’s my name, and cocksucking’s my 
game,” she announced. 

“Pleased to met you,” I said. 

“Me and Pussywillow just completed the interview of 
the century,” crowed McKlean, holding up his tape 
recorder. “In depth, hard-hitting, totally perverted. The 
public has a right to know.” 

“What’s the mop for?” I asked. 

“Well, the stage gets pretty messy when I’m doing my 
act,” said Pussywillow. “Wait’ll you see how I mop up 
the stage.” 

“Look, Ma, no hands!” said McKlean. 

“Well, I go on in five. Pll see you boys later.” She 
disappeared behind a curtain. 

“The Phyllis Diller of porn,” said McKlean, rolling his 
eyes to the heavens. 

“T think she’s gross,” said a female voice. 

“Charlene!” I said. 

It was Charlene. “Are you guys actually going to sit 
through her act?” she said. “I wouldn’t recommend 
sitting near the front row. Five minutes of Pussywillow 
and half her audience goes running for the exit.” 

“Charlene, could I talk to you for a minute? In private? 
There’s something I have to speak with you about.” 

“Listen, Robin, if this is about —’ 

“No, no, no. It’s nothing serious or nothing. It’s just 
that, well, here, read this.” I handed her my good-bye 
letter. All 20 pages of it. 

“Robin, I’ll read this later. I gotta get dressed. I go on 
in the Hardcore Room after Pussywillow’s, uh, 
performance, or whatever the hell you call it.” 

She disappeared behind the curtain. 

“True love,” said McKlean, with his usual smirk. 


(Continued on next page) 
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“You REALLY are a cynic, you know that!” I had had 
about enough of this guy. “If you really think I’m such a 
fool, why don’t you leave me the hell alone!” 

Big Bob looked up thoughtfully from behind his horn- 
rimmed glasses and said, “Because every cynic secretly 
wants to be proven wrong.” 

‘LET’S HAVE A BIG HAND,” boomed the an- 
nouncer over the P.A. “FOR THE DIRTIEST BROAD IN 
SHOW BIZ... PUSSYWILLOW DIVINE!!!” 

Pussywillow strolled onstage from behind the curtain 
— still pushing her shopping cart full of tricks. 

“Don’t clap,” she said. “I’ve had the clap enough times 
already.” 

A few men laughed uneasily. The place was jam- 
packed — standing-room-only. To see this renowned 
entertainer. Pussywillow Divine. I was standing in the 
back with Big Bob and McKlean. 

“Hmmm,” said Pussywillow, feeling up her you-know- 
what. “Let’s see if that duck I fucked last night is still in 
there.” 

She bent over and stuck out her ass. 

“QQQUUUKKK!!” 

It sounded like a duck farting. It was coming from her 
pussy. A talking pussy. 

“Helluva ventriloquist act,” said McKlean. He was 
maintaining a scholarly interest. 

“QQQUUUKKK!!” You could hear her all the way in 
the back. Nobody was laughing. 

She sat on her butt and aimed her pussy at the crowd. 
You wouldn’t believe what she did next. She started 
launching ping-pong balls out into the crowd. She was 
shooting them out of her pussy. Like she was a cannon. 

Ping-pong balls were flying everywhere. She launched 
them ten feet. 15 feet. 20 feet in the air. People weren’t 
sure whether to grab them or dodge them like they had 
cooties. Some guys were trying to catch them like foul 
tips at Yankee Stadium. One guy got hit right on the 
forehead. 

Pussywillow stopped launching ping-pong balls and 
poured some Jergen’s Lotion between her legs. You can 
guess what happened next. She started squirting the stuff 
all over the place. She blasted a spray of lotion straight 
into the air — like a volcano shooting out lava. 

“I may not know art, but I know what I like,” said 
McKlean. 

“I’ve had just about enough of this crap!” I said. 

What a load of crap! What a freak show! It suddenly 
occurred to me — this is what it’s all about. This is what 
the whole Porn Business boils down to. Pussywillow 
Divine. Nothing but a circus act where women display 
their bodies like zoo animals. 
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I stormed down the hall towards the exit. I stormed past 
the fabulous Video Room — the perverts were still 
milling around amongst the merchandise (Hey, you can 
take home a brilliant cassette version of Pussywillow’s 
“performance” for a mere $29.99). I stormed past the 
fabulous Flashlight-In-Flesh Room — whatever the hell 
THAT is. I’ll be sure to check that out the next time I’m 
in San Francisco, you can bet. I stormed past the cash 
register girl up front. There was a long line of men 
waiting to purchase tickets for Pussywillow’s next award- 
winning performance. I could hear the mob of angry 
feminists outside, still marching and chanting. Good for 
them. I hope they tear the damn building down. 

I was all set to leave forever, when I heard the 
announcement over the P.A.: 

“NOW SEATING FOR THE HARDCORE ROOM... 
FEATURING THE LOVELY ANGEL AND BLONDIE 
IN LESBIAN LOVE ACT... NOW SEATING FOR THE 
HARDCORE ROOM...” 

I stopped in my tracks. 


BLONDIE. 


The Hardcore Room was a tiny arena no bigger than a 
small stage, surrounded on three sides by private booths. 
The fourth side was a long two-way mirror. Once 
McKlean had taken me behind there so we could spy 
through the glass at all the business freaks jacking off in 
the privacy of their booths. 

I snuck through the Employees’ entrance and snuck 
around the side, stationing myself behind the glass. 

I just wanted to see Charlene one more time before I 
left. 

The show started. The lights went off, then, were 
turned on — strobe light style. Flashing, beaming 
psychedelic lights were darting across the walls. 

Almost all the booths were filled with men — probably 
already playing with their things. 

Then the music started. Donna Summers. 


“YOU BAD GIRL, YOU BAD GIRL, 
YOU’RE SUCH A NAUGHTY BAD GIRL, 
BEEP, BEEP...” 


Then the announcer said: “LET’S HAVE A BIG 
HAND FOR ANGEL AND BLONDIE. TIPPING 
ALLOWED...” 


Then a dark-haired girl strutted out into the arena. 
Bare-ass naked. Angel? It was Nina. And she looked 
drunk on her ass as she wobbled unsteadily on her spiked 
high heels, grinding to the music. 
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Then out she came. 
She looked very beautiful. She had on white high heels 
and fish-net stockings. That’s all she had on. 

She was dancing. Swaying to the beat. It was almost 
sweet. The music was loud and clear, like an electric 
gong. The Cars were singing: 

“| LIKE THE NIGHT LIFE, BABY, 

EET S GO...” 

I waved to her, but I remembered she couldn’t see me 
behind the glass. I noticed one empty booth on the far 
side. I darted around the outside of the Hardcore Room 
and sat down in the booth. 

There was no glass or anything separating the booths 
from the arena. You could reach your arms right in there. 

Charlene was strutting back and forth on her long, long 
legs. Sleek. She still hadn’t noticed me. She gazed down 
at us all from atop her high heels — from atop Mount 
Olympus — and tucked her chin into her naked 
shoulders. Then she whispered in this real cutie-pie voice 
that let you know you were IN FOR A SHOW; she said: 

“Hell-LO, boys.” 

The two of them danced into the center of the arena, 
squeezing their tits together, admiring their reflections in 
the flashing lights of the wall-length mirror. Then they 
pressed their bodies together. The old lesbian love act. 

The rock group ABBA was blaring out over the 
speakers, a song about a girl at her high-school prom — 
a song so right for the moment I almost cried. 

“YOUNG AND SWEET, ONLY SEVENTEEN, 
SEE THAT GIRL, WATCH THAT SCENE, 
DIGGING THE DANCING QUEEN.” 


What happened next really bugged me. 

Nina went to one side of the room, Charlene went to 
the other. Then they started walking from booth to booth 
offering their bodies to the customers. 

They seemed like cows, stopping at each booth to be 
milked. 

The men were holding out dollar bills. Charlene and 
Nina stopped at each booth, lingering as long as the dollar 
bills kept coming. 

Charlene was across from me, about three booths 
away. I could see her in profile. She was talking to the 
man in the booth. He was bald. He had a flabby face. He 
was wearing a business suit. He handed Charlene several 
dollars. I could hear his voice over the din of the rock 
music: 

“Hey baby, let me see your tits.” 

Charlene leaned down to the booth. He grabbed her tits 
in his hands — kneading the flesh, pulling at her nipples. 
He suckled one tit into his flabby face. 


“Now let me see your cunt, baby. Yea.” 

Charlene pressed her muff up to the booth, hands on 
her hips. Flabby-face rammed his fingers between her 
legs. It looked like he was really working it in there. 
Charlene was moaning, rocking back and forth while he 
probed away. It looked kind of like she was trying to get 
away from him — an act? — but he was holding her there 
with his other hand around her waist. He gave her some 
more dollars. 

‘Now let me see your ass. Turn around and bend over.” 

Charlene bent over — her arms swaying towards the 
floor like she was trying to touch her toes. That man — 
that flabby-faced man with the big bald head and the 
business suit — was spreading the cheeks of Charlene’s 
ass. He was sticking something in there between the 
cheeks. He was sticking a rolled up dollar bill into 
Charlene’s ass. 

Then she saw me. She opened her eyes and saw me 
sitting there in the booth, staring at her. 

I sat there for a second on the edge of my seat — 
stunned — before I realized the piercing screams were 
coming from my own voice. 


“CHARLENE!!!” 


I jumped into the arena. I grabbed Charlene and pulled 
her away from Flabby-face’s hands. I hurled her across 
the room. She landed on her ass and skidded into Nina. 
They both toppled like bowling pins. 

I caught a glimpse of myself in the flashing lights of 
the wall-length mirror — realized I was really out there in 
the middle of the Hardcore Room. 

“WHAT THE HELL IN THE NAME OF CHRIST DO 
YOU —” huffed Flabby-face, leaning out of his booth. 
But I grabbed him by the lapels of his business suit and 
pulled him into the arena. He crashed to the floor and 
bounced against the mirror. 

People were yelling — people were screaming. I was 
on top of Flabby-face — beating him with my fists, 
kicking at him wildly. He was curled up into a fat blob — 
screaming and sobbing — his arms wrapped over the top 
of his bald head. 

Charlene was tugging at my shoulder from behind. I 
turned and slapped her HARD across the face. She 
screamed, sank down to one knee — whimpering, her 
face in her hands. 

The businessman was half up and struggling to climb 
back into his booth. I dived on top of him, my arms flail- 
ing wildly anywhere my fists could connect with meat. 

Next thing I remember, he was on me. Big Bob. It felt 
like my face exploded as I was smashed across the room. 
(Continued on next page) 
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Then I was smothered by the big bear. A gang of men Frank was real good about it. He just patted me on the 
| were dragging me through the hallway. It was like being head and said, “Now, now, now...” I think it even made 
dragged under the current of a tidal wave as I crashed him feel good that somebody actually felt worse than he 
against the walls. did, for a change. 

A door flung open and I was outside, flying through the Frank took out a napkin from his pocket and wiped the 
air. I crashed into something hard. Metal clanked loudly. snot and stuff from my face. I felt drained but not 

“YOU STUPID LITTLE SHIT!” cursed Big Bob from _ particularly good. 
the doorway, shaking his monster fist at me. “YOU “There, there,” said Fearless Frank. “It happens to 
EVER COME BACK IN HERE AND I’LL KICK YOUR everybody.” Frank smiled his feeble, little smile. It had 
FOOL HEAD IN!!” happened to him. 

The door slammed shut and it was silent. By about the fifth bottle we were both getting pretty 
' Twas in the back alley, draped against three over- sloppy. Frank kicked off his shoes and started dancing in 
turned garbage cans. Garbage and God-knows-what were _ the grass. He was very drunk. Then he started patting me 
strewn everywhere. I groaned once, moving slowly to on the head again, except this time he was saying, “I love 
make sure nothing was broken. My whole body throbbed you, Robin. I love you.” 
and ached. This made me feel a little bit queasy. Pretty soon after 

I pushed one of the garbage cans off of my gut. It roll- that I told Frank I had to get going. I got going. 
ed and clanked across the empty alley. I tried to sit up That was the last time I ever saw Fearless Frank. 
with a groan. 

And then I noticed it, rolling around amongst the 
garbage. A ping pong ball. I picked it up. Inscribed on the 
ball it said: “Pussywillow Divine Loves You.” 


I bought my bus ticket at the Greyhound station. But 
there was still one thing I had to do. I walked down 6th 
oneneon street. Good old Skid Row. To the Used Porn Shop. 

I was leafing through the stacks of old porn mags and 
newspapers when the old guy behind the cash register 
Started getting on my case. 

“Hey kid, are you gonna buy something or what? 
You’ve looked through just about every magazine in the 
store.” 

“Well, I, uh...” 

He waved his fat cigar at the piles of pornography and 
said, “We got S&M mags. We got water sports mags. We 
got Oriental teenager mags. Just what kind of a mag are 
you looking for, anyway?” 

I looked up at him and said: “I’m looking for the kind 
with the girl with the golden blonde hair. And the long, 
long legs...” 


I picked myself up, wiped a banana peel and some 
gooey shit off my shirt with grace. I still had my pride. I 
looked up and there he was — leaning against the build- 
ing at the end of the alley. That great man. Eugene 
McKlean. 

He was scratching the stubble on his chin. He looked at 
me for a long moment like he was about to say something, 
but — for the first time in his stupid life — he couldn’t 
think of what to say. 

I didn’t say anything. I just turned and started walking. 
I walked out of that alley. And I walked down that street. 
And I kept walking until there was a lot of sidewalk 
between me and the fabulous Bachelor Brothers Theatre. 

And I didn’t look back once. 


@euenen 
@onROHOE 
I was on the Greyhound bus, barreling down the 
I walked and walked and walked. I walked by the freeway. Headed for New Jersey. 
fabulous Empress Hotel. I walked by St. Anthony’s — I looked out the window at the passing scenery, 
Dining Hall. I walked by a playground, south of Market. thinking about a lot of things. I felt around in my pocket 
A bunch of kids were playing basketball. I watched them o make sure it was still there. The ping-pong ball. A 
for a minute, thinking about nothing. memento? I had to laugh. Pussywillow Divine loves me. 
I walked up the off-ramp at the foot of the Bay Bridge. I looked back out the window, feeling like I was 
Fearless Frank was sitting in the grass underneath the headed back into a dream. 
huge UNION ’76 clock. He was drinking Thunderbird 
wine. Little green bottles of poison. 
It wasn’t until the second bottle that I started crying. I 
cried and cried and cried. Finally I stopped crying. 
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YOU WILL ALSO WANT TO READ: 


C) 94146 LOOMPANICS’ GREATEST HITS: Articles and Features from the Best Book Catalog In The World, Edited by Michael 
Hoy. A collection of articles and essays, cartoons and rants, gleaned from the pages of the Loompanics Unlimited book catalog. For over a 
decade, the Loompanics Catalog has served as a kiosk for writers from the far left, the far right and the far out — including Robert Anton 
Wilson, Bob Black, Kurt Saxon, Robert Shea and many, many others. A compendium of counterculture thought, this provocative book 
contains more than 75 features in all. 1990, 8/2 x 11, 300 Pp, illustrated, soft cover. $18.95. 


CJ 94067 LOOMPANICS’ GOLDEN RECORDS: Articles and Features from The Best Book Catalog in the World, Edited by 
Michael Hoy. Three years in the making! A brand-new collection of articles and features from the Loompanics Unlimited Book Catalog. 
Loompanics has always strived to make the articles and features it publishes every bit as exciting, frightening, eye-opening, controversial 
and unusual as the books it sells. This brand new collection contains more than 40 of the best and most imaginative pieces Loompanics has 
ever published, including work by Bob Black, Jim Hogshire, Michael Newton, James B. DeKorne, and many other. Also features some 
never-before-published pieces. 1993, 84 x 11, 200 pp, illustrated, soft cover. $14.95. 


(J 85212 POLITICS OF CONSCIOUSNESS, by Steve Kubby. The War on Drugs is really a war on freedom of thought. Our fundamental 
right to the pursuit of happiness includes the innate right to explore inner space without government interference. Author Steve Kubby 
explains how the authorities have short-circuited democracy through illegal, unconstitutional sanctions on the use of psychoactive plants 
and substances... and voices a fiercely-patriotic rallying cry for a campaign of liberation that will enable us to recapture our freedom to think 
as we choose. This is really a compelling, brutally honest book that is unlike anything ever published before. 1995, 8/2 x 11, 160 pp, 
illustrated, soft cover. $18.95. 


CL} 14099 ART & SCIENCE OF DUMPSTER DIVING, by John Hoffman. This book will show you how to get just about anything you 
want or need — food, clothing, furniture, building materials, entertainment, luxury goods, tools, toys — you name it — ABSOLUTELY 
FREE! Take a guided tour of America’s back alleys where amazing wealth is carelessly discarded. Hoffman will show you where to find the 
good stuff, how to rescue it and how to use it. 1993, 842 x 11, 152 pp, illustrated, soft cover. $14.95. 


CL) 14177 COMMUNITY TECHNOLOGY, by Karl Hess, with an Introduction by Carol Moore. In the 1970s, the late Karl Hess 
participated in a five-year social experiment in Washington, D.C.’s Adam-Morgan neighborhood. Hess and several thousand others labored 
to make their neighborhood as self-sufficient as possible, turning to such innovative techniques as raising fish in basements, growing crops 
on rooftops and in vacant lots, installing self-contained bacteriological toilets, and planning a methanol plant to convert garbage to fuel. 
There was a newsletter and weekly community meetings, giving Hess and the others a taste of participatory government that changed their 
lives forever. 1995, 542 x 842, 120 pp, soft cover. $9.95. 


C) 17079 TRAVEL TRAILER HOMESTEADING UNDER $5,000, by Brian D. Kelling. Tired of paying rent? Learn how a modest 
financial investment can enable you to place a travel-trailer or other RV on a suitable piece of land and make the necessary improvements 
for a comfortable home in which to live! This book covers the cost breakdown, tools needed, how to select the land and travel-trailer or 
RV, and how to install a septic system, as well as water, power (including solar panels), heat and refrigeration systems. Introduction by Bill 
Kaysing. 1995, 542 x 8%, 80 pp, illustrated, indexed, soft cover. $8.00. 


And much, much more. We offer the very finest in controversial and unusual books — a complete catalog is sent FREE with every 
book order. If you would like to order the catalog separately, please see our ad on the next page. 
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LOOMPANICS UNLIMITED 
PO BOX 1197 
PORT TOWNSEND, WA 98368 
Please send me the books I have checked above. I am enclosing $ (which includes $4.00 for shipping 


and handling of 1 to 3 books, $6.00 for 4 or more.) Washington residents please include 7.8% for sales tax. 
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To place a credit card (Visa or MasterCard) order only, call 1-800-380-2230, 
8am to 4pm, Pacific Standard Time, Monday through Friday. 


"Yes, there are books about the skills of apocalypse —spying, surveillance, fraud, 
wiretapping, smuggling, self-defense, lockpicking, gunmanship, eavesdropping, car 
chasing, civil warfare, surviving jail, and dropping out of sight. Apparently writing books is 
the way mercenaries bring in spare cash between wars. The books are useful, and it's good 
the information is freely available (and they definitely inspire interesting dreams), but their 
advice should be taken with a salt shaker or two and all your wits. A few of these volumes 
are truly scary. Loompanics is the best of the Libertarian suppliers who carry them. Though 
full of 'you'll-wish-you'd-read-these-when-it's-too-late' rhetoric, their catalog is genuinely 
informative." 


— The Next Whole Earth Catalog 


THE BEST BOOK CATALOG IN THE WOKLDI! 


We offer hard-to-find books on the world's most unusual subjects. Here are a few 
of the topics covered IN-DEPTH in our exciting new catalog: 


Hiding/Concealment of physical objects! A complete section of the best books 
ever written on hiding things. 

Fake /D/Alternate Identities! The most comprehensive selection of books on 
this little-known subject ever offered for sale/ You have to see it to believe it! 
Investigative/Undercover methods and techniques! Professional secrets known 
only to a few, now revealed to you to use! Actual police manuals on shadowing 
and surveillance! 

And much, much more, including Locks and Locksmithing, Self-Defense, 
Intelligence Increase, Life Extension, Money-Making Opportunities, Human 
Oddities, Exotic Weapons, Sex, Drugs, Anarchism, and more! 


Our large book catalog is 82 x 11, packed with over 500 of the most controversial 
and unusual books ever printed! You can order every book listed! Periodic 
supplements keep you posted on the LATEST titles available!!! Our catalog is $5.00, 
including shipping and handling. 

Our book catalog is truly THE BEST BOOK CATALOG IN THE WORLD! Order 
yours today. You will be very pleased, we know. 

LOOMPANICS UNLIMITED 
PO BOX 1197 
PORT TOWNSEND, WA 98368 
USA 


We accept Visa and MasterCard. For credit card orders only, 
call 1-800-380-2230 between 8am and 4pm, PST, Monday thru Friday. 
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Every three years or so, Loompanics Unlimited lights up the desert landscape of American 
letters by compiling a collection of articles and stories, culled from the catalogs and supplements 
that we’ve published during that time. Since we’ve specialized in providing controversial and 
unusual works for over twenty years, it should come as no surprise to anyone that many of the 
selections in this book are both shocking and exhilarating. 

Loompanics Unlimited has been referred to as “the ice-breaker for the First Amendment.” The 
45 works contained herein lend credence to that sobriquet. Three of the pieces have never been 
published before: Hal Jaffe’s darkly sparkling 


Queen of Hearts, Ace Backwords’ poignant Journey 
Through the Tenderloin, and Robert L. Crabb’s masterful cartoon adaptation of Bob Black’s The 
Abolition of Work. 


In addition to the many talented writers whose work we proudly present, several of today’s most 
renowned graphic artists are also featured. Peter Bagge, Joe Zabel, Mark Zingarelli, J.R. 
Williams, Joe Sacco, Spain, Renee French, Nick Bougas, Jim Siergey, Mats O. Stromberg, Jim 


Blanchard, -4-, Moby Theobald and others have contributed inspired artwork. The results are 
sometimes humorous or disturbing, but always thought-provoking. 


So, welcome to Loompanics Unlimited Live! in Las Vegas. The odds are good that you’re in for a 
literary treat. 


Here is what they have been saying about the articles and features published by Loompanics 
Unlimited: 


“Decidedly unhinged.” — The Seattle Times 


«an eye-opener and a mind-blower.” — The Geis Letter 


“outlaw journalism at its sometimes disgusting best. A real treat for the connoisseurs of 
underground kink and alternative lifestyles.” — Indianapolis News 


« .. fun and fascinating reading.” — Total Eclipse 


“It’s not left-wing or right-wing anarchism. It’s more ‘keep your fucking nose out of my 
business’ anarchism — and that’s all right by me.” — Welcomat 


«.,.among the best and most twisted of the radical press... these freakish and provocative writings 
offer a prime example of what ‘freedom of the press’ was supposed to mean.” — The Nos« & 


“Some of the most anti-authoritarian voices in America.” — Screw 
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“An excellent way of learning about the hidden issues and history that the mainstrea 
ignore.” — Practical Anarchy 


“...the far shores of Loompanics Land! Alienated history, disgraceful commentary, p 
social visions... [Loompanics] has no place... except perhaps as a odiously bitter © 
Bullworker to toughen up your sense of what is allowable.” — The Millennium Who. 
Catalog 
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“This isn’t starry-eyed futurism. Read it; discuss it with friends. No one will be bored, a.-— , Jur 
grandchildren will thank you someday.” — The Millennium Whole Earth Catalog 


ISBN 1-55950-14e-1 
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